Library 

of 

Phillips  Academy 


Accession  No. 

la  I  if 


Shelf  No. 
8  2.0 
T32 


PRESENTED  BY 

X  Layno  Dill  Is 

TA- '^>7 


\ 


J>tantiarb  ffiibratp  €&ition 


THE  COMPLETE  WORKS 


OF 

WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY 

WITH  ILLUSTRATIONS  BY  THE  AUTHOR  AND  OTHERS ,  AND 
WITH  INTRODUCTORY  NOTES  SETTING  FORTH  THE 
HISTORY  OF  THE  SEVERAL  WORKS 


IN  TWENTY-TWO  VOLUMES 


VOLUME  XII 


Thackeray  in  1863 

From  his  last  photograph 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK 

OF  1842 

AND 

CHARACTER  SKETCHES 


WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY 


WITH  THE  ORIGINAL  ILLUSTRATIONS 


BOSTON  AND  NEW  YORK 
HOUGHTON,  MIFFLIN  AND  COMPANY 
($be  fitocrpibe  Cambribgc 


j 


Copyright,  1889, 

BY  HOUGHTON,  MIFFLIN  &  CO. 


The  Riverside  Press,  Cambridge,  Mass.,  U.  S.  A. 
Printed  by  II.  0.  Houghton  and  Company. 


TO 

CHARLES  LEVER,  Esq., 

OF  TEMPLEOGUE  HOUSE,  NEAR  DUBLIN. 

My  dear  Lever  :  —  Harry  Lorrequer  needs  no  compli¬ 
menting  in  a  dedication ;  and  I  would  not  venture  to  in¬ 
scribe  this  volume  to  the  Editor  of  the  “Dublin  University 
Magazine/’  who,  I  fear,  must  disapprove  of  a  great  deal 
which  it  contains. 

But  allow  me  to  dedicate  my  little  book  to  a  good  Irish¬ 
man  (the  hearty  charity  of  whose  visionary  red-coats  some 
substantial  personages  in  black  might  imitate  to  advantage), 
and  to  a  friend  from  whom  I  have  received  a  hundred  acts 
of  kindness  and  cordial  hospitality. 

Laying  aside  for  a  moment  the  travelling-title  of  Mr. 
Titmarsh,  let  me  acknowledge  these  favors  in  my  own  name, 
and  subscribe  myself,  my  dear  Lever, 

Most  sincerely  and  gratefully  yours, 

W.  M.  Thackeray. 


London,  April  27,  1843. 
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INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


The  Paris  Sketch  Book  was  followed  in  1843  by  The 
Irish  Sketch  Book.  The  book,  like  his  two  previous  books, 
had  been  signed  by  the  name  of  M.  A.  Titmarsh,  but  Thack¬ 
eray  carried  his  nom  de  plume  lightly,  and  lifted  his  visor 
in  the  dedication  to  Charles  Lever.  It  is  somewhat  no¬ 
ticeable  that  the  delineations  of  Irish  character  and  hu¬ 
mor  which  are  so  effective  in  his  later  novels  are  quite 
subordinate  in  this  book  to  the  description  of  what  may 
be  termed  the  sociological  features  of  the  country.  Ireland 
is  to  this  Londoner  almost  as  much  a  foreign  country  as 
France.  One  can  scarcely  distinguish  any  difference  in 
attitude,  unless  it  be  that  when  in  France  Thackeray  felt 
more  at  home.  His  travels  in  Ireland  disclose  his  interest 
in  matters  below  the  surface,  and  it  is  very  clear  that  he 
had  views  and  was  ready  to  deliver  them  freely. 

This  interest  and  independence  were  still  further  shown 
when  the  book  was  to  pass  to  a  second  edition.  For  that 
edition  Thackeray  prepared  a  special  preface  which  was  in 
effect  a  long  essay  on  the  political  situation  in  Ireland.  In 
it  he  not  only  advocated  the  disestablishment  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  church  in  Ireland,  which  he  said  11  will  no  more  grow 
in  Ireland  than  a  palm-tree  in  S.  Paul’s  churchyard,”  but 
also  favored  the  repeal  of  the  Union,  which  he  believed 
would  be  extorted  from  Sir  Kobert  Peel.  The  preface  was 
suppressed  by  the  publishers  as  too  outspoken. 


i 

viii  INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 

The  three  Character  Sketches  were  contributed  in  1840 
and  1841  to  a  desultory  publication  entitled  Heads  of  the 
People :  or  Portraits  of  the  English ,  depending  for  its  ex¬ 
istence  on  drawings  by  Kenny  Meadows,  which  were  accom¬ 
panied  by  essays  by  various  writers.  The  first  two  of  these 
sketches  were  signed  William  Thackeray  ;  the  third  pur¬ 
ported  to  be  by  Michael  Angelo  Titmarsh. 
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CHAPTEB  I. 


A  SUMMER  DAY  IN  DUBLIN,  OR  THERE  AND  THEREABOUTS. 


use  in  providing  dinner  on 
short. 


HE  coach  that  brings  the 
passenger  by  wood  and 
mountain,  by  brawling 
waterfall  and  gloomy 
plain,  by  the  lonely  lake 
of  Festiniog  and  across  the 
swinging  world’s  wonder 
of  a  Menai  Bridge,  through 
dismal  Anglesea  to  dismal 
Holyhead  —  the  Birming¬ 
ham  mail  —  manages  mat¬ 
ters  so  cleverly,  that  after 
ten  hours’  ride  the  travel¬ 
ler  is  thrust  incontinently 
on  board  the  packet,  and 
the  steward  says  there’s  no 
I  because  the  passage  is  so 


That  is  true  :  but  why  not  give  us  half  an  hour  on  shore  ? 
Ten  hours  spent  on  a  coach-box  render  the  dinner  question 
one  of  extreme  importance ;  and  as  the  packet  reaches 
Kingstown  at  midnight,  when  all  the  world  is  asleep,  the 
inn-larders  locked  up,  and  the  cook  in  bed ;  and  as  the  mail 
is  not  landed  until  five  in  the  morning  (at  which  hour  the 
passengers  are  considerately  awakened  by  a  great  stamping 
and  shouting  overhead),  might  not  “  Lord  Lowther”  give  us 
one  little  half-hour  ?  Even  the  steward  agreed  that  it  was 
a  useless  and  atrocious  tyranny  ;  and,  indeed,  after  a  little 
VOL.  ii.  —  i  1 
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demur,  produced  a  half-dozen  of  fried  eggs,  a  feeble  make¬ 
shift  for  a  dinner. 

Our  passage  across  from  the  Head  was  made  in  a  rain  so 
pouring  and  steady  that  sea  and  coast  were  entirely  hidden 
from  us,  and  one  could  see  very  little  beyond  the  glowing 
tip  of  the  cigar  which  remained  alight  nobly  in  spite  of  the 
weather.  When  the  gallant  exertions  of  that  fiery  spirit 
were  over  forever,  and  burning  bravely  to  the  end  it  had 
breathed  its  last  in  doing  its  master  service,  all  became 
black  and  cheerless  around ;  the  passengers  had  dropped  off 
one  by  one,  preferring  to  be  dry  and  ill  below  rather  than 
wet  and  squeamish  above :  even  the  mate  with  his  gold- 
laced  cap  (who  is  so  astonishingly  like  Mr.  Charles  Dickens 
that  he  might  pass  for  that  gentleman)  —  even  the  mate 
said  he  would  go  to  his  cabin  and  turn  in.  So  there 
remained  nothing  for  it  but  to  do  as  all  the  world  had  done. 

Hence  it  was  impossible  to  institute  the  comparison 
between  the  Bay  of  Naples  and  that  of  Dublin  (the  Bee  of 
Neeples  the  former  is  sometimes  called  in  this  country), 
where  I  have  heard  the  likeness  asserted  in  a  great  number 
of  societies  and  conversations.  But  how  could  one  see  the 
Bay  of  Dublin  in  the  dark  ?  and  how,  supposing  one  could 
see  it,  should  a  person  behave  who  has  never  seen  the  Bay 
of  Naples  ?  It  is  but  to  take  the  similarity  for  granted, 
and  remain  in  bed  till  morning. 

When  everybody  was  awakened  at  five  o’clock  by  the 
noise  made  upon  the  removal  of  the  mail-bags,  there  was 
heard  a  cheerless  dribbling  and  pattering  overhead,  which 
led  one  to  wait  still  further  until  the  rain  should  cease.  At 
length  the  steward  said  the  last  boat  was  going  ashore,  and 
receiving  half  a  crown  for  his  own  services  (the  regular 
tariff)  intimated  likewise  that  it  was  the  custom  for  gentle¬ 
men  to  compliment  the  stewardess  with  a  shilling,  which 
ceremony  was  also  complied  with.  No  doubt  she  is  an 
amiable  woman,  and  deserves  any  sum  of  money.  As  for 
inquiring  whether  she  merited  it  or  not  in  this  instance, 
that  surely  is  quite  unfair.  A  traveller  who  stops  to 
inquire  the  deserts  of  every  individual  claimant  of  a  shilling 
on  his  road  had  best  stay  quiet  at  home.  If  we  only  got 
what  we  deserved ,  — heaven  save  us  !  —  many  of  us  might 
whistle  for  a  dinner. 

A  long  pier,  with  a  steamer  or  two  at  hand,  and  a  few 
small  vessels  lying  on  either  side  of  the  jetty ;  a  town  irreg¬ 
ularly  built,  with  many  handsome  terraces,  some  churches, 
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and  showy-looking  hotels ;  a  few  people  straggling  on  the 
beach ;  two  or  three  cars  at  the  railroad  station,  which  runs 
along  the  shore  as  far  as  Dublin ;  the  sea  stretching  inter¬ 
minably  eastward ;  to  the  north  the  Hill  of  Howth,  lying 
gray  behind  the  mist ;  and,  directly  under  his  feet  upon  the 
wet,  black,  shining,  slippery  deck  an  agreeable  reflection 
of  his  own  legs,  disappearing  seemingly  in  the  direction  of 
the  cabin  from  which  he  issues,  are  the  sights  which  a 
traveller  may  remark  on  coming  on  deck  at  Kingstown  pier 


on  a  wet  morning  —  let  us  say  on  an  average  morning ;  for, 
according  to  the  statement  of  well-informed  natives,  the 
Irish  day  is  more  often  rainy  than  otherwise.  A  hideous 
obelisk,  stuck  upon  four  fat  balls,  and  surmounted  with  a 
crown  on  a  cushion  (the  latter  were  no  bad  emblems  per¬ 
haps  of  the  monarch  in  whose  honor  they  were  raised), 
commemorates  the  sacred  spot  at  which  George  IV.  quitted 
Ireland.  You  are  landed  here  from  the  steamer  ;  and  a  car¬ 
man,  who  is  dawdling  in  the  neighborhood,  with  a  straw 
in  his  mouth,  comes  leisurely  up  to  ask  whether  you  will 
go  to  Dublin  ?  Is  it  natural  indolence,  or  the  effect  of 
despair  because  of  the  neighboring  railroad,  which  renders 
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him  so  indifferent  ?  —  He  does  not  even  take  the  straw  out 
of  his  mouth  as  he  proposes  the  question  —  he  seems  quite 
careless  as  to  the  answer. 

He  said  he  would  take  me  to  Dublin  “in  three  quar- 
thers,”  as  soon  as  we  began  a  parley.  As  to  the  fare,  he 
would  not  hear  of  it  —  he  said  he  would  leave  it  to  my 
honor  5  he  would  take  me  for  nothing.  Was  it  possible  to 
refuse  such  a  genteel  offer  ?  The  times  are  very  much 
changed  since  those  described  by  the  facetious  Jack  Hin¬ 
ton,  when  the  carmen  tossed  up  for  the  passenger,  and 
those  who  won  him  took  him :  for  the  remaining  cars  on 
the  stand  did  not  seem  to  take  the  least  interest  in  the  bar¬ 
gain,  or  to  offer  to  overdrive  or  underbid  their  comrade  in 
any  way. 

Before  that  day,  so  memorable  for  joy  and  sorrow,  for 
rapture  at  receiving  its  monarch  and  tearful  grief  at  losing 
him,  when  George  IV.  came  and  left  the  maritime  resort  of 
the  citizens  of  Dublin,  it  bore  a  less  genteel  name  than  that 
which  it  owns  at  present,  and  was  called  Dunleary.  After 
that  glorious  event  Dunleary  disdained  to  be  Dunleary  any 
longer,  and  became  Kingstown  henceforward  and  forever. 
Numerous  terraces  and  pleasure -houses  have  been  built  in 
the  place  —  they  stretch  row  after  row  along  the  banks  of 
the  sea,  and  rise  one  above  another  on  the  hill.  The  rents 
of  these  houses  are  said  to  be  very  high ;  the  Dublin  citi¬ 
zens  crowd  into  them  in  summer ;  and  a  great  source  of 
pleasure  and  comfort  must  it  be  to  them  to  have  the  fresh 
sea-breezes  and  prospects  so  near  to  the  metropolis. 

The  better  sort  of  houses  are  handsome  and  spacious  ;  but 
the  fashionable  quarter  is  yet  in  an  unfinished  state,  for 
enterprising  architects  are  always  beginning  new  roads, 
rows  and  terraces :  nor  are  those  already  built  by  any 
means  complete.  Beside  the  aristocratic  part  of  the  town 
is  a  commercial  one,  and  nearer  to  Dublin  stretch  lines  of 
low  cottages  which  have  not  a  Kingstown  look  at  all,  but 
are  evidently  of  the  Dunleary  period.  It  is  quite  curious 
to  see  in  the  streets  where  the  shops  are,  how  often  the 
painter  of  the  signboards  begins  with  big  letters,  and  ends, 
for  want  of  space,  with  small ;  and  the  Englishman  accus¬ 
tomed  to  the  thriving  neatness  and  regularity  which  char¬ 
acterize  towns  great  and  small  in  his  own  country,  can’t  fail 
to  notice  the  difference  here.  The  houses  have  a  battered, 
rakish  look,  and  seem  going  to  ruin  before  their  time.  As 
seamen  of  all  nations  come  hither  who  have  made  no  vow 
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of  temperance,  there  are  plenty  of  liquor-shops  still,  and 
shabby  cigar-shops,  and  shabby  milliners’  and  tailors’  with 
fly-blown  prints  of  old  fashions.  The  bakers  and  apothe¬ 
caries  make  a  great  brag  of  their  calling,  and  you  see 

MEDICAL  HALL,  01'  PUBLIC  BAKERY,  BALLYRAGGET  FLOUR 

store  (or  whatever  the  name  may  be),  pompously  inscribed 
over  very  humble  tenements.  Some  comfortable  grocers’ 
and  butchers’  shops,  and  numbers  of  shabby  sauntering 
people,  the  younger  part  of  whom  are  barelegged  and  bare¬ 
headed,  make  up  the  rest  of  the  picture  which  the  stranger 
sees  as  his  car  goes  jingling  through  the  street. 

After  the  town  come  the  suburbs  of  pleasure-houses ;  low 
one-storied  cottages  for  the  most  part :  some  neat  and  fresh, 
some  that  have  passed  away  from  the  genteel  state  alto¬ 
gether,  and  exhibit  downright  poverty ;  some  in  a  state  of 
transition,  with  broken  windows  and  pretty  romantic  names 
upon  tumble-down  gates.  Who  lives  in  them  ?  One  fancies 
that  the  chairs  and  tables  inside  are  broken,  that  the  teapot 
on  the  breakfast-table  has  no  spout,  and  the  tablecloth  is 
ragged  and  sloppy  ;  that  the  lady  of  the  house  is  in  dubious 
curl-papers,  and  the  gentleman,  with  an  imperial  to  his 
chin,  wears  a  flaring  dressing-gown  all  ragged  at  the 
elbows. 

To  be  sure,  a  traveller  who  in  ten  minutes  can  see  not 
only  the  outsides  of  houses,  but  the  interiors  of  the  same, 
must  have  remarkably  keen  sight;  and  it  is  early  yet  to 
speculate.  It  is  clear,  however,  that  these  are  pleasure- 
houses  for  a  certain  class ;  and  looking  at  the  houses,  one 
can’t  but  fancy  the  inhabitants  resemble  them  somewhat. 
The  car,  on  its  road  to  Dublin,  passes  by  numbers  of  these 
—  by  more  shabbiness  than  a  Londoner  will  see  in  the 
course  of  his  home  peregrinations  for  a  year. 

The  capabilities  of  the  country,  however,  are  very  great, 
and  in  many  instances  have  been  taken  advantage  of :  for 
you  see,  besides  the  misery,  numerous  handsome  houses 
and  parks  along  the  road,  having  fine  lawns  and  woods ; 
and  the  sea  is  in  our  view  at  a  quarter  of  an  hour’s  ride 
from  Dublin.  It  is  the  continual  appearance  of  this  sort  of 
wealth  which  makes  the  poverty  more  striking :  and  thus 
between  the  two  (for  there  is  no  vacant  space  of  fields 
between  Kingstown  and  Dublin)  the  car  reaches  the  city. 
Th  ere  is  but  little  commerce  on  this  road,  which  was  also 
in  extremely  bad  repair.  It  is  neglected  for  the  sake  of  its 
thriving  neighbor  the  railroad;  on  which  a  dozen  pretty 
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little  stations  accommodate  the  inhabitants  of  the  various 
villages  through  which  we  pass. 

The  entrance  to  the  capital  is  very  handsome.  There  is 
no  bustle  and  throng  of  carriages,  as  in  London ;  but  you 
pass  by  numerous  rows  of  neat  houses,  fronted  with  gardens 
and  adorned  with  all  sorts  of  gay -looking  creepers.  Pretty 
market-gardens,  with  trim  beds  of  plants  and  shining  glass¬ 
houses,  give  the  suburbs  a  riante  and  cheerful  look ;  and, 
passing  under  the  arch  of  the  railway,  we  are  in  the  city 
itself.  Hence  you  come  upon  several  old-fashioned,  well- 
built,  airy,  stately  streets,  and  through  Fitzwilliam  Square, 
a  noble  place,  the  garden  of  which  is  full  of  flowers  and 
foliage.  The  leaves  are  green,  and  not  black  as  in  similar 
places  in  London ;  the  red  brick  houses  tall  and  handsome. 
Presently  the  car  stops  before  an  extremely  big  red  house, 
in  that  extremely  large  square,  Stephen’s  Green,  where 
Mr.  O’Connell  says  there  is  one  day  or  other  to  be  a  Parlia¬ 
ment.  There  is  room  enough  for  that,  or  for  any  other 
edifice  which  fancy  or  patriotism  may  have  a  mind  to  erect, 
for  part  of  one  of  the  sides  of  the  square  is  not  yet  built, 
and  you  see  the  fields  and  the  country  beyond. 

This  then  is  the  chief  city  of  aliens.  —  The  hotel  to 
which  I  had  been  directed  is  a  respectable  old  edifice,  much 
frequented  by  families  from  the  country,  and  where  the 
solitary  traveller  may  likewise  find  society  :  for  he  may 
either  use  the  “  Shelburne  ”  as  an  hotel  or  a  boarding-house, 
in  which  latter  case  he  is  comfortably  accommodated  at  the 
very  moderate  daily  charge  of  six-and-eight-pence.  For 
this  charge  a  copious  breakfast  is  provided  for  him  in  the 
coffee-room,  a  perpetual  luncheon  is  likewise  there  spread,  a 
plentiful  dinner  is  ready  at  six  o’clock  :  after  which  there 
is  a  drawing-room  and  a  rubber  of  whist,  with  tay  and 
coffee  and  cakes  in  plenty  to  satisfy  the  largest  appetite. 
The  hotel  is  majestically  conducted  by  clerks  and  other 
officers  ;  the  landlord  himself  does  not  appear,  after  the 
honest,  comfortable  English  fashion,  but  lives  in  a  private 
mansion  hard  by,  where  his  name  may  be  read  inscribed  on 
a  brass  plate,  like  that  of  any  other  private  gentleman. 

A  woman  melodiously  crying  “ Dublin  Bay  herrings” 
passed  just  as  we  came  up  to  the  door,  and  as  that  fish  is 
famous  throughout  Europe,  I  seized  the  earliest  opportunity 
and  ordered  a  broiled  one  for  breakfast.  It  merits  all  its 
reputation :  and  in  this  respect  I  should  think  the  Bay  of 
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Dublin  is  far  superior  to  its  rival  of  Naples.  Are  there 
any  herrings  in  Naples  Bay  ?  Dolphins  there  may  be ;  and 
Mount  Vesuvius,  to  be  sure,  is  bigger  than  even  the  Hill  of 
Howth ;  but  a  dolphin  is  better  in  a  sonnet  than  at  a  break¬ 
fast,  and  what  poet  is  there  that,  at  certain  periods  of  the 
day,  would  hesitate  in  his  choice  between  the  two  ? 

With  this  famous  broiled  herring  the  morning  papers  are 
served  up ;  and  a  great  part  of  these,  too,  gives  opportunity 
of  reflection  to  the  new-comer,  and  shows  him  how  different 
this  country  is  from  his  own.  Some  hundred  years  hence, 
when  students  want  to  inform  themselves  of  the  history  of 
the  present  day,  and  refer  to  files  of  Times  and  Chronicle 
for  the  purpose,  I  think  it  is  possible  that  they  will  consult, 
not  so  much  those  luminous  and  philosophical  leading- 
articles  which  call  our  attention  at  present  both  by  the 
majesty  of  their  eloquence  and  the  largeness  of  their  type, 
but  that  they  will  turn  to  those  parts  of  the  journals  into 
which  information  is  squeezed  in  the  smallest  possible 
print:  to  the  advertisements,  namely,  the  law  and  police 
reports,  and  to  the  instructive  narratives  supplied  by  that 
ill-used  body  of  men  who  transcribe  knowledge  at  the  rate 
of  a  penny  a  line. 

The  papers  before  me  {The  Morning  Register ,  Liberal 
and  Roman  Catholic,  Saunders’s  News-Letter ,  neutral  and 
Conservative)  give  a  lively  picture  of  the  movement  of 
city  and  country  on  this  present  fourth  day  of  July,  1842, 
and  the  Englishman  can  scarcely  fail,  as  he  reads  them,  to 
note  many  small  points  of  difference  existing  between  his 
own  country  and  this.  How  do  the  Irish  amuse  themselves 
in  the  capital  ?  The  love  for  theatrical  exhibitions  is 
evidently  not  very  great.  Theatre  Royal  —  Miss  Kemble 
and  the  Sonnambula,  an  Anglo-Italian  importation.  Thea¬ 
tre  Royal,  Abbey  Street  —  The  Temple  of  Magic  and  the 
Wizard,  last  week.  Adelphi  Theatre,  Great  Brunswick 
Street  —  The  Original  Seven  Lancashire  Bell-Ringers:  a 
delicious  excitement  indeed  !  Portobello  Gardens  —  u  The 
last  eruption  but  six,”  says  the  advertisement  in  capitals. 
And,  finally,  “Miss  Hayes  will  give  her  first  and  farewell 
concert  at  the  Rotunda,  previous  to  leaving  her  native 
country.”  Only  one  instance  of  Irish  talent  do  we  read  of, 
and  that,  in  a  desponding  tone,  announces  its  intention  of 
quitting  its  native  country.  All  the  rest  of  the  pleasures 
of  the  evening  are  importations  from  cockney-land.  The 
Sonnambula  from  Co  vent  Garden,  the  Wizard  from  the 
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Strand,  the  Seven  Lancashire  Bell-Ringers  from  Islington, 
or  the  City  Road,  no  doubt ;  and  as  for  “  The  Last  Eruption 
but  Six,”  it  has  erumped  near  the  “Elephant  and  Castle” 
any  time  these  two  years,  until  the  cockneys  would  wonder 
at  it  no  longer. 

The  commercial  advertisements  are  but  few  —  a  few 
horses  and  cars  for  sale ;  some  flaming  announcements  of 
insurance  companies  ;  some  “  emporiums  ”  of  Scotch  tweeds 
and  English  broadcloths ;  an  auction  for  damaged  sugar ; 
and  an  estate  or  two  for  sale.  They  lie  in  the  columns 
languidly,  and  at  their  ease  as  it  were :  how  different  from 
the  throng,  and  squeeze,  and  bustle  of  the  commercial  part 
of  a  London  paper,  where  every  man  (except  Mr.  George 
Robins)  states  his  case  as  briefly  as  possible,  because  thou¬ 
sands  more  are  to  be  heard  besides  himself,  and  as  if  he 
had  no  time  for  talking ! 

The  most  active  advertisers  are  the  schoolmasters.  It  is 
now  the  happy  time  of  the  Midsummer  holidays ;  and  the 
pedagogues  make  wonderful  attempts  to  encourage  parents, 
and  to  attract  fresh  pupils  for  the  ensuing  half-year.  Of 
all  these  announcements  that  of  Madame  Shanahan  (a  de¬ 
lightful  name)  is  perhaps  the  most  brilliant.  “  To  Parents 
and  Guardians.  —  Paris.  —  Such  parents  and  guardians  as 
may  wish  to  entrust  their  children  for  education  in  its 
fullest  extent  to  Madame  Shanahan  can  have  the  advan¬ 
tage  of  being  conducted  to  Paris  by  her  brother,  the  Rev.  J. 
P.  O’Reilly,  of  Church  Street  Chapel :  ”  which  admirable 
arrangement  carries  the  parents  to  Paris  and  leaves  the 
children  in  Dublin.  Ah,  Madame,  you  may  take  a  French 
title ;  but  your  heart  is  still  in  your  country,  and  you  are 
to  the  fullest  extent  an  Irishwoman  still ! 

Eond  legends  are  to  be  found  in  Irish  books  regarding 
places  where  you  may  now  see  a  round  tower  and  a  little 
old  chapel,  twelve  feet  square,  where  famous  universities 
are  once  said  to  have  stood,  and  which  have  accommodated 
myriads  of  students.  Mrs.  Hall  mentions  Glendalough,  in 
Wicklow,  as  one  of  these  places  of  learning;  nor  can  the 
fact  be  questioned,  as  the  universities  existed  hundreds  of 
years  since,  and  no  sort  of  records  are  left  regarding  them. 
A  century  hence  some  antiquary  may  light  upon  a  Dublin 
paper,  and  form  marvellous  calculations  regarding  the  state 
of  education  in  the  country.  For  instance,  at  Bective 
House  Seminary,  conducted  by  Dr.  J.  L.  Burke,  ex-Scholar 
T.  C.  D.,  no  less  than  two  hundred  and  three  young  gentle* 
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men  took  prizes  at  the  Midsummer  examination  :  nay,  some 
of  the  most  meritorious  carried  off  a  dozen  premiums  apiece. 
A  Dr.  Delamere,  ex-Scholar  T.  C.  D.,  distributed  three 
hundred  and  twenty  rewards  to  his  young  friends :  and  if 
we  allow  that  one  lad  in  twenty  is  a  prizeman,  it  is  clear 
that  there  must  be  six  thousand  four  hundred  and  forty 
youths  under  the  Doctor’s  care. 

Other  schools  are  advertised  in  the  same  journals,  each 
with  its  hundred  of  prize-bearers ;  and  if  other  schools  are 
advertised,  how  many  more  must  there  be  in  the  country 
which  are  not  advertised !  There  must  be  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  prizemen,  millions  of  scholars ;  besides 
national-schools,  hedge-schools,  infant-schools,  and  the  like. 
The  English  reader  will  see  the  accuracy  of  the  calculation. 

In  the  Morning  Register,  the  Englishman  will  find  some¬ 
thing  to  the  full  as  curious  and  startling  to  him ;  you  read 
gravely  in  the  English  language  how  the  Bishop  of  Aureli- 
opolis  has  just  been  consecrated;  and  that  the  distinction 
has  been  conferred  upon  him  by  —  the  Holy  Pontiff !  —  the 
Pope  of  Pome,  by  all  that  is  holy  !  Such  an  announcement 
sounds  quite  strange  in  English,  and  in  your  own  country, 
as  it  were  :  or  isn’t  it  your  own  country  ?  Suppose  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  were  to  send  over  a  clergyman  to 
Pome,  and  consecrate  him  Bishop  of  the  Palatine  or  the 
Suburra,  I  wonder  how  his  Holiness  would  like  that  ? 

There  is  a  report  of  Dr.  Miley’s  sermon  upon  the  occasion 
of  the  new  bishop’s  consecration ;  and  the  Register  happily 
lauds  the  discourse  for  its  “  refined  and  fervent  eloquence.” 
The  Doctor  salutes  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Aureliopolis  on  his 
admission  among  the  u  Princes  of  the  Sanctuary,”  gives  a 
blow  en  passant  at  the  Established  Church,  whereof  the 
revenues,  he  elegantly  says,  “  might  excite  the  zeal  of  Dives 
or  Epicurus  to  become  a  bishop,”  and  having  vented  his  sly 
wrath  upon  the  u  courtly  artifice  and  intrigue  ”  of  the  Bench, 
proceeds  to  make  the  most  outrageous  comparisons  with  re¬ 
gard  to  my  Lord  of  Aureliopolis ;  his  virtues,  his  sincerity, 
and  the  severe  privations  and  persecutions  which  accept¬ 
ance  of  the  episcopal  office  entails  upon  him. 

“  That  very  evening,”  says  the  Register,  u  the  new  bishop 
entertained  at  dinner,  in  the  chapel-house,  a  select  number 
of  friends ;  amongst  whom  were  the  officiating  prelates  and 
clergymen  who  assisted  in  the  ceremonies  of  the  day.  The 
repast  was  provided  by  Mr.  Jude,  of  Grafton  Street,  and 
was  served  up  in  a  style  of  elegance  and  comfort  that  did 
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great  honor  to  that  gentleman’s  character  as  a  restaurateur. 
The  wines  were  of  the  richest  and  rarest  quality.  It  may  be 
truly  said  to  have  been  an  entertainment  where  the  feast 
of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul  predominated.  The  company 
broke  up  at  nine.” 

And  so  my  lord  is  scarcely  out  of  chapel  but  his  priva¬ 
tions  begin !  Well.  Let  us  hope  that,  in  the  course  of  his 
episcopacy,  he  may  incur  no  greater  hardships,  and  that 
Dr.  Miley  may  come  to  be  a  bishop  too  in  his  time ;  when 
perhaps  he  will  have  a  better  opinion  of  the  Bench. 

The  ceremony  and  feelings  described  are  curious,  I 
think;  and  more  so  perhaps  to  a  person  who  was  in 
England  only  yesterday,  and  quitted  it  just  as  their 
Graces,  Lordships,  and  Reverences  were  sitting  down  to 
dinner.  Among  what  new  sights,  ideas,  customs,  does  the 
English  traveller  find  himself  after  that  brief  six-hours’ 
journey  from  Holyhead ! 

There  is  but  one  part  more  of  the  papers  to  be  looked 
at ;  and  that  is  the  most  painful  of  all.  In  the  law  reports 
of  the  Tipperary  special  commission  sitting  at  Clonmel, 
you  read  that  Patrick  Byrne  is  brought  up  for  sentence, 
for  the  murder  of  Robert  Hall,  Esq. :  and  Chief  Justice 
Doherty  says,  u  Patrick  Byrne,  I  will  not  now  recapitulate 
the  circumstances  of  your  enormous  crime,  but  guilty  as 
you  are  of  the  barbarity  of  having  perpetrated  with  your 
hand  the  foul  murder  of  an  unoffending  old  man  —  barbar¬ 
ous,  cowardly,  and  cruel  as  that  act  was  —  there  lives  one 
more  guilty  man,  and  that  is  he  whose  diabolical  mind 
hatched  the  foul  conspiracy  of  which  you  were  but  the 
instrument  and  the  perpetrator.  Whoever  that  may  be, 
I  do  not  envy  him  his  protracted  existence.  He  has  sent 
that  aged  gentleman,  without  one  moment’s  warning,  to 
face  his  God ;  but  he  has  done  more :  he  has  brought  you, 
unhappy  man,  with  more  deliberation  and  more  cruelty,  to 
face  your  God,  with  the  iceight  of  that  maids  blood  upon 
you.  I  have  now  only  to  pronounce  the  sentence  of  the 
law :  ”  —  it  is  the  usual  sentence,  with  the  usual  prayer  of  the 
judge,  that  the  Lord  may  have  mercy  upon  the  convict’s  soul. 

Timothy  Woods,  a  young  man  of  twenty  years  of  age,  is 
then  tried  for  the  murder  of  Michael  Laffan.  The  Attor¬ 
ney-General  states  the  case :  —  On  the  19th  of  May  last, 
two  assassins  dragged  Laffan  from  the  house  of  Patrick 
Cummins,  fired  a  pistol-shot  at  him,  and  left  him  dead  as 
they  thought.  Laffan,  though  mortally  wounded,  crawled 
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away  after  the  fall;  when  the  assassins,  still  seeing  him 
give  signs  of  life,  rushed  after  him,  fractured  his  skull  by 
blows  of  a  pistol,  and  left  him  on  a  dunghill  dead.  There 
Laffan’s  body  lay  for  several  hours,  and  nobody  dared  to 
touch  it.  Laffan’s  widow  found  the  body  there  two  hours 
after  the  murder,  and  an  inquest  was  held  on  the  body  as  it 
lay  on  the  dunghill.  Laffan  was  driver  on  the  lands  of 
Kilnertin,  which  were  formerly  held  by  Pat  Cummins,  the 
man  who  had  the  charge  of  the  lands  before  Laffan  was 
murdered ;  the  latter  was  dragged  out  of  Cummins’s  house 
in  the  presence  of  a  witness  who  refused  to  swear  to  the 
murderers,  and  was  shot  in  the  sight  of  another  witness, 
James  Meara,  who  with  other  men  was  on  the  road :  when 
asked  whether  he  cried  out,  or  whether  he  went  to  assist 
the  deceased,  Meara  answers,  u  Indeed  I  did  not ;  we  would 
not  interfere  —  it  teas  no  business  of  ours  !  ” 

Six  more  instances  are  given  of  attempts  to  murder:  on 
which  the  judge,  in  passing  sentence,  comments  in  the  fol¬ 
lowing  way :  — 

“The  Lord  Chief  Justice  addressed  the  several  persons, 
and  said  —  It  was  now  his  painful  duty  to  pronounce  upon 
them  severally  and  respectively  the  punishment  which  the 
law  and  the  court  awarded  against  them  for  the  crimes  of 
which  they  had  been  convicted.  Those  crimes  were  one 
and  all  of  them  of  no  ordinary  enormity  —  they  were 
crimes  which,  in  point  of  morals,  involved  the  atrocious 
guilt  of  murder ;  and  if  it  had  pleased  God  to  spare  their 
souls  from  the  pollution  of  that  offence,  the  court  could  not 
still  shut  its  eyes  to  the  fact,  that  although  death  had 
not  ensued  in  consequence  of  the  crimes  of  which  they 
had  been  found  guilty,  yet  it  was  not  owing  to  their  for¬ 
bearance  that  such  a  dreadful  crime  had  not  been  perpe¬ 
trated.  The  prisoner,  Michael  Hughes,  had  been  convicted 
of  firing  a  gun  at  a  person  of  the  name  of  John  Ryan 
(Luke)  ;  his  horse  had  been  killed,  and  no  one  could  say 
that  the  balls  were  not  intended  for  the  prosecutor  himself. 
The  prisoner  had  fired  one  shot  himself,  and  then  called  on 
his  companion  in  guilt  to  discharge  another.  One  of  these 
shots  killed  Ryan’s  mare,  and  it  was  by  the  mercy  of  God 
that  the  life  of  the  prisoner  had  not  become  forfeited  by 
his  own  act.  The  next  culprit  was  John  Pound,  who  was 
equally  guilty  of  the  intended  outrage  perpetrated  on  the 
life  of  an  unoffending  individual  —  that  individual  a  female, 
surrounded  by  her  little  children,  five  or  six  in  number  — • 
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with  a  complete  carelessness  to  the  probable  consequences, 
while  she  and  her  family  were  going,  or  had  gone,  to  bed. 
The  contents  of  a  gun  were  discharged  through  the  door, 
which  entered  the  panel  in  three  different  places.  The 
deaths  resulting  from  this  act  might  have  been  extensive, 
but  it  was  not  a  matter  of  any  moment  how  many  were 
deprived  of  life.  The  woman  had  just  risen  from  her 
prayers,  preparing  herself  to  sleep  under  the  protection  of 
that  arm  which  would  shield  the  child  and  protect  the 
innocent,  when  she  was  wounded.  As  to  Cornelius  Flynn 
and  Patrick  Dwyer,  they  likewise  were  the  subjects  of 
similar  imputations  and  similar  observations.  There  wras 
a  very  slight  difference  between  them,  but  not  such  as 
to  amount  to  any  real  distinction.  They  had  gone  upon 
a  common,  illegal  purpose,  to  the  house  of  a  respectable 
individual,  for  the  purpose  of  interfering  with  the  domestic 
arrangements  he  thought  fit  to  make.  They  had  no  sort  of 
right  to  interfere  with  the  disposition  of  a  man’s  affairs ; 
and  what  would  be  the  consequences  if  the  reverse  were  to 
be  held?  No  imputation  had  ever  been  made  upon  the 
gentleman  whose  house  was  visited,  but  he  was  desired  to 
dismiss  another,  under  the  pains  and  penalties  of  death, 
although  that  other  was  not  a  retained  servant,  but  a  friend 
who  had  come  to  Mr.  Hogan  on  a  visit.  Because  this 
visitor  used  sometimes  to  inspect  the  men  at  work,  the 
lawless  edict  issued  that  he  should  be  put  away.  Good 
God !  to  what  extent  did  the  prisoners  and  such  misguided 
men  intend  to  carry  out  their  objects  ?  Where  was  their 
dictation  to  cease  ?  are  they,  and  those  in  a  similar  rank  to 
take  upon  themselves  to  regulate  how  many  and  what  men 
a  farmer  should  take  into  his  employment  ?  Were  they  to 
be  the  judges  whether  a  servant  had  discharged  his  duty  to 
his  principal  ?  or  was  it  because  a  visitor  happened  to 
come,  that  the  host  should  turn  him  away,  under  the  pains 
and  penalties  of  death  ?  His  lordship,  after  adverting 
to  the  guilt  of  the  prisoners  in  this  case  —  the  last  two 
persons  convicted,  Thos.  Stapleton  and  Thos.  Gleeson  — 
said  their  case  was  so  recently  before  the  public,  that 
it  was  sufficient  to  say  they  were  morally  guilty  of  what 
might  be  considered  wilful  and  deliberate  murder.  Murder 
was  most  awful,  because  it  could  only  be  suggested  by 
deliberate  malice,  and  the  act  of  the  prisoners  was  the 
result  of  that  base,  malicious,  and  diabolical  disposition. 
What  was  the  cause  of  resentment  against  the  unfortunate 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


13 


man  who  had  been  shot  at,  and  so  desperately  wounded  ? 
Why,  he  had  dared  to  comply  with  the  wishes  of  a  just 
landlord ;  and  because  the  landlord,  for  the  benefit  of  his 
tenantry,  proposed  that  the  farms  should  be  squared,  those 
who  acquiesced  in  his  wishes  were  to  be  equally  the  victims 
of  the  assassin.  What  were  the  facts  in  this  case  ?  The 
two  prisoners  at  the  bar,  Stapleton  and  Gleeson,  sprung 
out  at  the  man  as  he  was  leaving  work,  placed  him  on  his 
knees,  and  without  giving  him  a  moment  of  preparation 
commenced  the  work  of  blood,  intending  deliberately  to 
despatch  that  unprepared  and  unoffending  individual  to 
eternity.  What  country  was  it  that  they  lived  in,  in  which 
such  crimes  could  be  perpetrated  in  the  open  light  of  day  ? 
It  was  not  necessary  that  deeds  of  darkness  should  be 
shrouded  in  the  clouds  of  night,  for  the  darkness  of  the 
deeds  themselves  was  considered  a  sufficient  protection.  He 
(the  Chief  Justice)  was  not  aware  of  any  solitary  instance 
at  the  present  commission,  to  show  that  the  crimes  com¬ 
mitted  were  the  consequences  of  poverty.  Poverty  should 
be  no  justification,  however ;  it  might  be  some  little  pallia¬ 
tion,  but  on  no  trial  at  this  commission  did  it  appear  that 
the  crime  could  be  attributed  to  distress.  His  lordship 
concluded  a  most  impressive  address,  by  sentencing  the  six 
prisoners  called  up  to  transportation  for  life. 

“  The  clock  was  near  midnight  as  the  court  was  cleared, 
and  the  whole  of  the  proceedings  were  solemn  and  impres¬ 
sive  in  the  extreme.  The  commission  is  likely  to  prove 
extremely  beneficial  in  its  results  on  the  future  tranquillity 
of  the  country.” 

I  confess,  for  my  part,  to  that  common  cant  and  sickly 
sentimentality,  which,  thank  God !  is  felt  by  a  great 
number  of  people  nowadays,  and  which  leads  them  to  re¬ 
volt  against  murder,  whether  performed  by  a  ruffian’s  knife 
or  a  hangman’s  rope:  whether  accompanied  with  a  curse 
from  the  thief  as  he  blows  his  victim’s  brains  out,  or 
a  prayer  from  my  lord  on  the  bench  in  his  wig  and 
black  cap.  Hay,  is  all  the  cant  and  sickly  sentimentality 
on  our  side,  and  might  not  some  such  charge  be  applied 
to  the  admirers  of  the  good  old  fashion  ?  Long  ere  this  is 
printed,  for  instance,  Byrne  and  Woods  have  been  hanged  :  * 

*  The  two  men  were  executed  pursuant  to  sentence,  and  both 
persisted  solemnly  in  denying  their  guilt.  There  can  he  no  doubt  of 
it  :  but  it  appears  to  be  a  point  of.  honor  with  these  unhappy  men  to 
make  no  statement  which  may  incriminate  the  witnesses  who  ap¬ 
peared  on  their  behalf,  and  on  their  part  perjured  themselves  equally. 
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sent  “to  face  tlieir  God/’  as  the  Chief  Justice  says,  “with 
the  weight  of  their  victim’s  blood  upon  them,”  —  a  just 
observation;  and  remember  that  it  is  we  who  send  them. 
It  is  true  that  the  judge  hopes  Heaven  will  have  mercy 
upon  their  souls ;  but  are  such  recommendations  of  par¬ 
ticular  weight  because  they  come  from  the  bench  ?  Psha ! 
If  we  go  on  killing  people  without  giving  them  time  to 
repent,  let  us  at  least  give  up  the  cant  of  praying  for 
their  souls’  salvation.  We  find  a  man  drowning  in  a 
well,  shut  the  lid  upon  him,  and  heartily  pray  that  he 
may  get  out.  Sin  has  hold  of  him,  as  the  two  ruffians  of 
Laffan  yonder,  and  we  stand  aloof,  and  hope  that  he  may 
escape.  Let  us  give  up  this  ceremony  of  condolence, 
and  be  honest,  like  the  witness,  and  say,  “  Let  him  save 
himself  or  not,  it’s  no  business  of  ours.”  .  .  .  Here  a 
waiter,  with  a  very  broad,  though  insinuating  accent  says, 
“  Have  you  done  with  the  Scindthei's,  sir !  there’s  a  gentle¬ 
man  waiting  for’t  these  two  hours.”  And  so  he  carries  off 
that  strange  picture  of  pleasure  and  pain,  trade,  theatres, 
schools,  courts,  churches,  life  and  death,  in  Ireland,  which 
a  man  may  buy  for  a  fourpenny -piece. 

The  papers  being  read,  it  became  my  duty  to  discover  the 
town ;  and  a  handsomer  town,  with  fewer  people  in  it,  it  is 
impossible  to  see  on  a  summer’s  day.  In  the  whole  wide 
square  of  Stephen’s  Green,  I  think  there  were  not  more 
than  two  nursery-maids  to  keep  company  with  the  statue 
of  George  I.,  who  rides  on  horseback  in  the  middle  of  the 
garden,  the  horse  having  his  foot  up  to  trot,  as  if  he 
wanted  to  go  out  of  town  too.  Small  troops  of  dirty 
children  (too  poor  and  dirty  to  have  lodgings  at  Kings¬ 
town)  were  squatting  here  and  there  upon  the  sunshiny 
steps,  the  only  clients  at  the  thresholds  of  the  professional 
gentlemen  whose  names  figure  on  brass  plates  on  the  doors. 
A  stand  of  lazy  carmen,  a  policeman  or  two  with  clinking 
boot-heels,  a  couple  of  moaning  beggars  leaning  against  the 
rails  and  calling  upon  the  Lord,  and  a  fellow  with  a  toy 
and  book  stall,  where  the  lives  of  St.  Patrick,  Kobert 
Emmett,  and  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  may  be  bought  for 
double  their  value,  were  all  the  population  of  the  Green. 

At  the  door  of  the  Kildare  Street  Club,  I  saw  eight 
gentlemen  looking  at  two  boys  playing  at  leapfrog ;  at  the 
door  of  the  University  six  lazy  porters,  in  jockey-caps, 
were  sunning  themselves  on  a  bench  —  a  sort  of  blue-bottle 
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race  ;  and  the  Bank  of  the  opposite  side  did  not  look  as  if 
sixpence-worth  of  change  had  been  negotiated  there  during 
the  day.  There  was  a  lad  pretending  to  sell  umbrellas 
under  the  colonnade,  almost  the  only  instance  of  trade 
going  on ;  and  I  began  to  think  of  Juan  Fernandez,  or 
Cambridge  in  the  long  vacation.  In  the  courts  of  the 
College,  scarce  the  ghost  of  a  gyp  or  the  shadow  of  a  bed- 
maker. 

In  spite  of  the  solitude,  the  square  of  the  College  is  a 
fine  sight :  a  large  ground,  surrounded  by  buildings  of 
various  ages  and  styles,  but  comfortable,  handsome,  and  in 
good  repair ;  a  modern  row  of  rooms  ;  a  row  that  has  been 
Elizabethan  once ;  a  hall  and  senate-house,  facing  each 
other,  of  the  style  of  George  I. ;  and  a  noble  library,  with 
a  range  of  many  windows,  and  a  fine  manly  simple  fa9ade 
of  cut  stone.  The  library  was  shut.  The  librarian,  I 
suppose,  is  at  the  seaside ;  and  the  only  part  of  the  estab¬ 
lishment  which  I  could  see  was  the  museum,  to  which  one 
of  the  jockey-capped  porters  conducted  me,  up  a  wide, 
dismal  staircase  (adorned  with  an  old  pair  of  jack-boots,  a 
dusty  canoe  or  two,  a  few  helmets,  and  a  South  Sea 
Islander’s  armor),  which  passes  through  a  hall  hung  round 
with  cobwebs  (with  which  the  blue-bottles  are  too  wise  to 
meddle),  into  an  old  mouldy  room,  filled  with  dingy  glass- 
cases,  under  which  the  articles  of  curiosity  or  science  were 
partially  visible.  In  the  middle  was  a  very  seedy  camelopard 
(the  word  has  grown  to  be  English  by  this  time),  the  straw 
splitting  through  his  tight  old  skin  and  the  black  cobbler’s- 
wax  stuffing  the  dim  orifices  of  his  eyes.  Other  beasts 
formed  a  pleasing  group  around  him,  not  so  tall,  but 
equally  mouldy  and  old.  The  porter  took  me  round  to 
the  cases,  and  told  me  a  great  number  of  fibs  concerning 
their  contents :  there  was  the  harp  of  Brian  Borou,  and  the 
sword  of  some  one  else,  and  other  cheap  old  gimcracks 
with  their  corollary  of  lies.  The  place  would  have  been  a 
disgrace  to  Don  Saltero.  I  was  quite  glad  to  walk  out  of  it, 
and  down  the  dirty  staircase  again :  about  the  ornaments 
of  which  the  jockey-capped  gyp  had  more  figments  to  tell ; 
an  atrocious  one  (I  forget  what)  relative  to  the  pair  of 
boots;  near  which  —  a  fine  specimen  of  collegiate  taste  — 
were  the  shoes  of  Mr.  O’Brien,  the  Irish  giant.  If  the 
collection  is  worth  preserving,  —  and  indeed  the  mineral- 
ogical  specimens  look  quite  as  awful  as  those  in  the  British 
Museum,  —  one  thing  is  clear,  that  the  rooms  are  worth 
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sweeping.  A  pail  of  water  costs  nothing,  a  scrubbing- 
brush  not  much,  and  a  charwoman  might  be  hired  for  a 
trifle,  to  keep  the  room  in  a  decent  state  of  cleanliness. 

Among  the  curiosities  is  a  mask  of  the  Dean  —  not  the 
scoffer  and  giber,  not  the  fiery  politician,  nor  the  courtier  of 
St.  John  and  Harley,  equally  ready  with  servility  and 
scorn;  but  the  poor  old  man,  whose  great  intellect  had 
deserted  him,  and  who  died  old,  wild,  and  sad.  The  tall 
forehead  is  fallen  away  in  a  ruin,  the  mouth  has  settled  in 
a  hideous,  vacant  smile.  Well,  it  was  a  mercy  for  Stella 
that  she  died  first :  it  was  better  that  she  should  be  killed 
by  his  unkindness  than  by  the  sight  of  his  misery ;  which, 
to  such  a  gentle  heart  as  that,  would  have  been  harder  still 
to  bear. 

The  Bank,  and  other  public  buildings  of  Dublin,  are 
justly  famous.  In  the  former  may  still  be  seen  the  room 
which  was  the  House  of  Lords  formerly,  and  where  the 
Bank  directors  now  sit,  under  a  clean  marble  image  of 
George  III.  The  House  of  Commons  has  disappeared,  for 
the  accommodation  of  clerks  and  cashiers.  The  interior  is 
light,  splendid,  airy,  well-furnished,  and  the  outside  of  the 
building  not  less  so.  The  Exchange,  hard  by,  is  an  equally 
magnificent  structure ;  but  the  genius  of  commerce  has 
deserted  it,  for  all  its  architectural  beauty.  There  was 
nobody  inside  when  I  entered  but  a  pert  statue  of  George 
III.  in  a  Homan  toga,  simpering  and  turning  out  his  toes ; 
and  two  dirty  children  playing,  whose  hoop-sticks  caused 
great  clattering  echoes  under  the  vacant  sounding  dome. 
The  neighborhood  is  not  cheerful,  and  has  a  dingy,  poverty- 
stricken  look. 

Walking  towards  the  river,  you  have  on  either  side  of 
you,  at  Carlisle  Bridge,  a  very  brilliant  and  beautiful 
prospect:  the  Four  Courts  and  their  dome  to  the  left,  the 
Custom  House  and  its  dome  to  the  right;  and  in  this 
direction,  seaward,  a  considerable  number  of  vessels  are 
moored,  and  the  quays  are  black  and  busy  with  the  cargoes 
discharged  from  ships.  Seamen  cheering,  herring-women 
bawling,  coal-carts  loading  —  the  scene  is  animated  and 
lively.  Yonder  is  the  famous  Corn  Exchange;  but  the 
Lord  Mayor  is  attending  to  his  duties  in  Parliament,  and 
little  of  note  is  going  on.  I  had  just  passed  his  lordship’s 
mansion  in  Dawson  Street,  —  a  queer  old  dirty  brick  house, 
with  dumpy  urns  at  each  extremity,  and  looking  as  if  a 
story  of  it  had  been  cut  off  —  a  rasee-house.  Close  at  hand, 
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and  peering  over  a  paling,  is  a  statue  of  our  blessed 
sovereign  George  II.  How  absurd  these  pompous  images 
look,  of  defunct  majesties,  for  whom  no  breathing  soul 
cares  a  half-penny!  It  is  not  so  with  the  effigy  of  William 
III.,  who  has  done  something  to  merit  a  statue.  At  this 
minute  the  Lord  Mayor  h^s  William’s  effigy  under  a  canvas, 
and  is  painting  him  of  a  bright  green,  picked  out  with 
yellow  —  his  lordship’s  own  livery. 

The  view  along  the  quays  to  the  Lour  Courts  has  no 
small  resemblance  to  a  view  along  the  quays  at  Paris, 
though  not  so  lively  as  are  even  those  quiet  walks.  The 
vessels  do  not  come  above-bridge,  and  the  marine  popula¬ 
tion  remains  constant  about  them,  and  about  numerous 
dirty  liquor-shops,  eating-houses,  and  marine-store  establish¬ 
ments,  which  are  kept  for  their  accommodation  along  the 
quay.  As  far  as  you  can  see,  the  shining  Liffey  flows 
away  eastward,  hastening  (like  the  rest  of  the  inhabitants 
of  Dublin)  to  the  sea. 

In  front  of  Carlisle  Bridge,  and  not  in  the  least  crowded, 
though  in  the  midst  of  Sackville  Street,  stands  Nelson  upon 
a  stone  pillar.  The  Post  Office  is  on  his  right  hand  (only 
it  is  cut  off) ;  and  on  his  left,  “  Gresham’s  ”  and  the 
“  Imperial  Hotel.”  Of  the  latter  let  me  say  (from  subse¬ 
quent  experience)  that  it  is  ornamented  by  a  cook  who 
could  dress  a  dinner  by  the  side  of  M.  Borel  or  M.  Soyer. 
Would  there  were  more  such  artists  in  this  ill-fated 
country  !  The  street  is  exceedingly  broad  and  handsome ; 
the  shops  at  the  commencement  rich  and  spacious ;  but  in 
Upper  Sackville  Street,  which  closes  with  the  pretty  build¬ 
ing  and  gardens  of  the  Rotunda,  the  appearance  of  wealth 
begins  to  fade  somewhat,  and  the  houses  look  as  if  they 
had  seen  better  days.  Even  in  this,  the  great  street  of  the 
town,  there  is  scarcely  any  one,  and  it  is  as  vacant  and 
listless  as  Pall  Mall  in  October.  In  one  of  the  streets  off 
Sackville  Street,  is  the  house  and  exhibition  of  the  Irish 
Academy,  which  I  went  to  see,  as  it  was  positively  to  close 
at  the  end  of  the  week.  While  I  was  there,  two  other 
people  came  in;  and  we  had,  besides,  the  money-taker  and 
a  porter,  to  whom  the  former  was  reading,  out  of  a  news¬ 
paper,  those  Tipperary  murders  which  were  mentioned  in 
a  former  page.  The  echo  took  up  the  theme,  and  hummed 
it  gloomily  through  the  vacant  place. 

The  drawings  and  reputation  of  Mr.  Burton  are  well 
known  in  England :  his  pieces  were  the  most  admired  in  the 
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collection.  The  best  draughtsman  is  an  imitator  of  Maclise, 
Mr.  Bridgeman,  whose  pictures  are  full  of  vigorous  draw¬ 
ing,  and  remarkable  too  for  their  grace.  I  gave  my  cata¬ 
logue  to  the  two  young  ladies  before  mentioned,  and  have 
forgotten  the  names  of  other  artists  of  merit,  whose  works 
decked  the  walls  of  the  little  gallery.  Here,  as  in  London, 
the  Art  Union  is  making  a  stir;  and  several  of  the  pieces 
were  marked  as  the  property  of  members  of  that  body. 
The  possession  of  some  of  these  one  would  not  be  inclined 
to  covet ;  but  it  is  pleasant  to  see  that  people  begin  to  buy 

pictures  at  all,  and  there  will  be  no  lack 
of  artists  presently,  in  a  country  where 
nature  is  so  beautiful,  and  genius  so 
plenty.  In  speaking  of  the  fine  arts 
and  of  views  of  Dublin,  it  may  be  said 
that  Mr.  Petrie’s  designs  for  Curry’s 
Guide-book  of  the  City  are  exceedingly 
beautiful,  and,  above  all,  trustworthy: 
no  common  quality  in  a  descriptive  art¬ 
ist  at  present. 

Having  a  couple  of  letters  of  introduc¬ 
tion  to  leave,  I  had  the  pleasure  to  find 
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the  blinds  down  at  one  house,  and  the  window  in  papers  at 
another ;  and  at  each  place  the  knock  was  answered  in  that 
leisurely  way,  by  one  of  those  dingy  female  lieutenants  who 
have  no  need  to  tell  you  that  families  are  out  of  town.  So 
the  solitude  became  very  painful,  and  I  thought  I  would  go 
back  and  talk  to  the  waiter  at  the  “  Shelburne,”  the  only 
man  in  the  whole  kingdom  that  I  knew.  I  had  been  accom¬ 
modated  with  a  queer  little  room  and  dressing-room  on  the 
ground-floor,  looking  towards  the  Green :  a  black-faced,  good- 
humored  chamber-maid  had  promised  to  perform  a  deal  of 
scouring  Avliich  was  evidently  necessary  (a  fact  she  might 
have  observed  for  six  months  back,  only  she  is  no  doubt  of  an 
absent  turn),  and  when  I  came  back  from  the  walk,  I  saw 
the  little  room  was  evidently  enjoying  itself  in  the  sun¬ 
shine,  for  it  had  opened  its  window,  and  was  taking  a 
breath  of  fresh  air,  as  it  looked  out  upon  the  Green. 

As  I  came  up  to  it  in  the  street,  its  appearance  made  me 
burst  out  laughing,  very  much  to  the  surprise  of  a  ragged 
cluster  of  idlers  lolling  upon  the  steps  next  door ;  and  I 
have  drawn  it  here,  not  because  it  is  a  particularly  pictur¬ 
esque  or  rare  kind  of  window,  but  because,  as  I  fancy, 
there  is  a  sort  of  moral  in  it.  You  don’t  see  such 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


19 


windows  commonly  in  respectable  English  inns  —  win¬ 
dows  leaning  gracefully  upon  hearth-brooms  for  support. 
Look  out  of  that  window  without  the  hearth-broom  and  it 
would  cut  your  head  off :  how  the  beggars  would  start  that 
are  always  sitting  on  the  steps  next  door !  Is  it  prejudice 
that  makes  one  prefer  the  English  window,  that  relies  on 
its  own  ropes  and  ballast  (or  lead  if  you  like),  and  does 
not  need  to  be  propped  by  any  foreign  aid  ?  or  is  this  only 
a  solitary  instance  of  the  kind,  and  are  there  no  other 
specimens  in  Ireland  of  the  careless,  dangerous,  extrava¬ 
gant  hearth-broom  system  ? 

In  the  midst  of  these  reflections  (which  might  have  been 
carried  much  farther,  for  a  person  with  an  allegorical  turn 
might  examine  the  entire  country  through  this  window), 
a  most  wonderful  cab,  with  an  immense  prancing  cab- 
horse,  was  seen  to  stop  at  the  door  of  the  hotel,  and  Pat 
the  waiter  tumbling  into  the  room  swiftly  with  a  card  in 
his  hand,  says,  “  Sir,  the  gentleman  of  this  card  is  waiting 
for  you  at  the  door.”  Mon  Dieu !  it  was  an  invitation  to 
dinner !  and  I  almost  leapt  into  the  arms  of  the  man  in  the 
cab  —  so  delightful  was  it  to  find  a  friend  in  a  place  where, 
a  moment  before,  I  had  been  as  lonely  as  Robinson  Crusoe. 

The  only  drawback,  perhaps,  to  pure  happiness,  when 
riding  in  such  a  gorgeous  equipage  as  this,  was  that  we 
could  not  drive  up  Regent  Street,  and  meet  a  few  creditors, 
or  acquaintances  at  least.  However,  Pat,  I  thought,  was 
exceedingly  awe-stricken  by  my  disappearance  in  this 
vehicle ;  which  had  evidently,  too,  a  considerable  effect 
upon  some  other  waiters  at  the  “  Shelburne,”  with  whom 
I  was  not  as  yet  so  familiar.  The  mouldy  camelopard  at 
the  Trinity  College  “  Musayum  ”  was  scarcely  taller  than 
the  bay-horse  in  the  cab ;  the  groom  behind  was  of  a  cor¬ 
responding  smallness.  The  cab  was  of  a  lovely  olive-green, 
picked  out  with  white,  high  on  high  springs  and  enormous 
wheels,  which,  big  as  they  were,  scarcely  seemed  to  touch 
the  earth.  The  little  tiger  swung  gracefully  up  and  down, 
holding  on  by  the  hood,  which  was  of  the  material  of  which 
the  most  precious  and  polished  boots  are  made.  As  for  the 
lining  —  but  here  we  come  too  near  the  sanctity  of  private 
life ;  suffice  that  there  was  a  kind  friend  inside,  who 
(though  by  no  means  of  the  fairy  sort)  was  as  welcome 

as  any  fairy  in  the  finest  chariot.  W - had  seen  me 

landing  from  the  packet  that  morning,  and  was  the  very 
man  who  in  London,  a  month  previous,  had  recommended 
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me  to  the  “  Shelburne.”  These  facts  are  not  of  much  con¬ 
sequence  to  the  public,  to  be  sure,  except  that  an  explana¬ 
tion  was  necessary  of  the  miraculous  appearance  of  the  cab 
and  horse. 

Our  course,  as  may  be  imagined,  was  towards  the  seaside, 
for  whither  else  should  an  Irishman  at  this  season  go  ? 
Not  far  from  Kingstown  is  a  house  devoted  to  the  purpose 
of  festivity  :  it  is  called  Salt  Hill,  stands  upon  a  rising 
ground,  commanding  a  fine  view  of  the  bay  and  the  rail¬ 
road,  and  is  kept  by  persons  bearing  the  celebrated  name 
of  Lovegrove.  It  is  in  fact  a  sea-Greenwich,  and  though 
there  are  no  marine  whitebait,  other  fishes  are  to  be  had  in 
plenty,  and  especially  the  famous  Bray  trout,  which  does 
not  ill  deserve  its  reputation. 

Here  we  met  three  young  men,  who  may  be  called  by  the 
names  of  their  several  counties — Mr.  Galway,  Mr.  Ros¬ 
common,  and  Mr.  Clare  ;  and  it  seemed  that  I  was  to  com¬ 
plain  of  solitude  no  longer  :  for  one  straightway  invited  me 
to  his  county,  where  was  the  finest  salmon-fishing  in  the 
world;  another  said  he  would  drive  me  through  the  county 
Kerry  in  his  four-in-hand  drag ;  and  the  third  had  some 
propositions  of  sport  equally  hospitable.  As  for  going 
down  to  some  races,  on  the  Curragh  of  Kildare  I  think, 
which  were  to  be  held  on  the  next  and  the  following  days, 
there  seemed  to  be  no  question  about  that.  That  a  man 
should  miss  a  race  within  forty  miles  seemed  to  be  a  point 
never  contemplated  by  these  jovial  sporting  fellows. 

Strolling  about  in  the  neighborhood  before  dinner,  we 
went  down  to  the  sea-shore,  and  to  some  caves  which  had 
lately  been  discovered  there  :  and  two  Irish  ladies,  who 
were  standing  at  the  entrance  of  one  of  them,  permitted 
me  to  take  the  following  portraits,  which  were  pronounced 
to  be  pretty  accurate. 

They  said  they  had  not  acquiesced  in  the  general  Tem¬ 
perance  movement  that  had  taken  place  throughout  the 
country  ;  and  indeed,  if  the  truth  must  be  known,  it  was 
only  under  promise  of  a  glass  of  whiskey  apiece  that  their 
modesty  could  be  so  far  overcome  as  to  permit  them  to  sit 
for  their  portraits.  By  the  time  they  were  done,  a  crowd 
of  both  sexes  had  gathered  round,  and  expressed  them¬ 
selves  quite  ready  to  sit  upon  the  same  terms.  But  though 
there  was  great  variety  in  their  countenances,  there  was 
not  much  beauty ;  and  besides,  dinner  was  by  this  time  ready, 
which  has  at  certain  periods  a  charm  even  greater  than  art. 
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The  bay,  which  had  been  veiled  in  mist  and  gray  in  the 
morning,  was  now  shining  under  the  most  beautiful  clear 
sky,  which  presently  became  rich  with  a  thousand  gorgeous 
hues  of  sunset.  The  view  was  as  smiling  and  delightful  a 
one  as  can  be  conceived, — just  such  a  one  as  should  be 
seen  a  travers  a  good  dinner ;  with  no  fatiguing  sublimity 
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or  awful  beauty  in  it,  but  brisk,  brilliant,  sunny,  enliven¬ 
ing.  In  fact,  in  placing  his  banqueting-house  here,  Mr. 
Lovegrove  had,  as  usual,  a  brilliant  idea.  You  must  not 
have  too  much  view,  or  a  severe  one,  to  give  a  relish  to  a 
good  dinner ;  nor  too  much  music,  nor  too  quick,  nor  too 
slow,  nor  too  loud.  Any  reader  who  has  dined  at  a  table- 
d’hote  in  Germany  will  know  the  annoyance  of  this  :  a  set  of 
musicians  immediately  at  your  back  will  sometimes  play 
you  a  melancholy  polonaise ;  and  a  man  with  a  good  ear 
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must  perforce  eat  in  time,  and  your  soup  is  quite  cold 
before  it  is  swallowed.  Then,  all  of  a  sudden,  crash  goes  a 
brisk  gallop !  and  you  are  obliged  to  gulp  your  victuals  at 
the  rate  of  ten  miles  an  hour.  And  in  respect  of  conversa¬ 
tion  during  a  good  dinner,  the  same  rules  of  propriety 
should  be  consulted.  Deep  and  sublime  talk  is  as  im¬ 
proper  as  sublime  prospects.  Dante  and  champagne  (I 
was  going  to  say  Milton  and  oysters,  but  that  is  a  pun)  are 
quite  unfit  themes  of  dinner-talk.  Let  it  be  light,  brisk, 
not  oppressive  to  the  brain.  Our  conversation  was,  I  recol¬ 
lect,  just  the  thing.  We  talked  about  the  last  Derby  the 
whole  time,  and  the  state  of  the  odds  for  the  St.  Leger ; 
nor  was  the  Ascot  Cup  forgotten ;  and  a  bet  or  two  was 
gayly  booked. 

Meanwhile  the  sky,  which  had  been  blue  and  then  red, 
assumed,  towards  the  horizon,  as  the  red  was  sinking  under 
it,  a  gentle,  delicate  cast  of  green.  Howth  Hill  became  of  a 
darker  purple,  and  the  sails  of  the  boats  rather  dim.  The 
sea  grew  deeper  and  deeper  in  color.  The  lamps  at  the 
railroad  dotted  the  line  with  fire ;  and  the  light-houses  of 
the  bay  began  to  flame.  The  trains  to  and  from  the  city 
rushed  flashing  and  hissing  by.  In  a  word,  everybody 
said  it  was  time  to  light  a  cigar  ;  which  was  done,  the 
conversation  about  the  Derby  still  continuing. 

“Put  out  that  candle,”  said  Roscommon  to  Clare.  This 
the  latter  instantly  did  by  flinging  the  taper  out  of  the 
window  upon  the  lawn,  which  is  a  thoroughfare ;  and 
where  a  great  laugh  arose  among  half  a  score  of  beggar- 
boys,  who  had  been  under  the  window  for  some  time  past, 
repeatedly  requesting  the  company  to  throw  out  sixpence 
between  them. 

Two  other  sporting  young  fellows  had  now  joined  the 
company  ;  and  as  by  this  time  claret  began  to  have  rather 
a  mawkish  taste,  whiskey-and-water  was  ordered,  which 
was  drunk  upon  the  perron  before  the  house,  whither 
the  whole  party  adjourned,  and  where  for  many  hours 
we  delightfully  tossed  for  sixpences  —  a  noble  and  fasci¬ 
nating  sport.  Nor  would  these  remarkable  events  have 
been  narrated,  had  I  not  received  express  permission 
from  the  gentlemen  of  the  party  to  record  all  that  was  said 
and  done.  Who  knows  but,  a  thousand  years  hence,  some 
antiquary  or  historian  may  find  a  moral  in  this  description 
of  the  amusement  of  the  British  youth  at  the  present  en¬ 
lightened  time  ? 
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HOT  LOBSTER. 

P.S.  —  You  take  a  lobster,  about  three  feet  long  if  pos¬ 
sible,  remove  the  shell,  cut  or  break  the  flesh  of  the  fish  in 
pieces  not  too  small.  Some  one  else  meanwhile  makes  a 
mixture  of  mustard,  vinegar,  catsup,  and  lots  of  cayenne 
pepper.  You  produce  a  machine  called  a  despatcher ,  which 
has  a  spirit-lamp  under  it  that  is  usually  illuminated  with 
whiskey.  The  lobster,  the  sauce,  and  near  half  a  pound  of 
butter  are  placed  in  the  despatcher,  which  is  immediately 
closed.  When  boiling,  the  mixture  is  stirred  up,  the 
lobster  being  sure  to  heave  about  in  the  j3an  in  a  con¬ 
vulsive  manner,  while  it  emits  a  remarkably  rich  and 
agreeable  odor  through  the  apartment.  A  glass  and  a 
half  of  sherry  is  now  thrown  into  the  pan,  and  the  con¬ 
tents  served  out  hot,  and  eaten  by  the  company.  Porter 
is  commonly  drunk,  and  whiskey-punch  afterwards,  and 
the  dish  is  tit  for  an  emperor. 

N.B.  — You  are  recommended  not  to  hurry  yourself  in 
getting  up  the  next  morning,  and  may  take  soda-water  with 
advantage.  —  Probatum  est. 


CHAPTER  II. 


A  COUNTRY-HOUSE  IN  KILDARE - SKETCHES 

FAMILY  AND  FARM. 


OF  AN  IRISH 


T  had  been  settled  among 
my  friends,  I  don’t  know 
for  what  particular  rea¬ 
son,  that  the  Agricultu¬ 
ral  Show  at  Cork  was  an 
exhibition  I  was  specially 
bound  to  see.  When, 
therefore,  a  gentleman 
to  whom  I  had  brought 
a  letter  of  introduction 
kindly  offered  me  a  seat 
in  his  carriage,  which 
was  to  travel  by  short 
days’  journeys  to  that 
city,  I  took  an  abrupt 
farewell  of  Pat  the 
waiter,  and  some  other  friends  in  Dublin  :  proposing  to 
renew  our  acquaintance,  however,  upon  some  future  day. 

We  started  then  one  fine  afternoon  on  the  road  from  Dub¬ 
lin  to  Haas,  which  is  the  main  southern  road  from  the  capi¬ 
tal  to  Munster,  and  met,  in  the  course  of  the  ride  of  a  score 
of  miles,  a  dozen  of  coaches  very  heavily  loaded,  and  bring¬ 
ing  passengers  to  the  city.  The  exit  from  Dublin  this  way 
is  not  much  more  elegant  than  the  outlet  by  way  of  Kings¬ 
town  :  for  though  the  great  branches  of  the  city  appear 
flourishing  enough  as  yet,  the  small  outer  ones  are  in  a  sad 
state  of  decay.  Houses  drop  off  here  and  there,  and  dwindle 
wofully  in  size ;  we  are  got  into  the  back  premises  of  the 
seemingly  prosperous  place,  and  it  looks  miserable,  careless, 
and  deserted.  We  passed  through  a  street  which  was 
thriving  once,  but  has  fallen  since  into  a  sort  of  decay,  to 
judge  outwardly,  —  St.  Thomas  Street.  Emmet  was  hanged 
in  the  midst  of  it.  And  on  pursuing  the  line  of  street,  and 
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crossing  the  Great  Canal,  you  come  presently  to  a  line  tall 
square  building  in  tlie  outskirts  of  the  town,  which  is  no 
more  nor  less  than  Kilmainham  Jail,  or  Castle.  Poor 
Emmett  is  the  Irish  darling  still  —  his  history  is  on  every 
book-stall  in  the  city,  and  yonder  trim-looking  brick  jail  a 
spot  where  Irishmen  may  go  and  pray.  Many  a  martyr  of 
theirs  has  appeared  and  died  in  front  of  it,  —  found  guilty 
of  “  wearing  of  the  green.” 

There  must  be  a  line  view  from  the  jail  windows,  for  we 
presently  come  to  a  great  stretch  of  brilliant  green  country, 
leaving  the  Dublin  hills  lying  to  the  left,  picturesque  in 
their  outline,  and  of  wonderful  color.  It  seems  to  me  to  be 
quite  a  different  color  to  that  in  England  —  different-shaped 
clouds  —  different  shadoAVS  and  lights.  The  country  is  well 
tilled,  well  peopled ;  the  hay-harvest  on  the  ground,  and  the 
people  taking  adArantage  of  the  sunshine  to  gather  it  in ; 
but  in  spite  of  everything,  —  green  meadows,  white  villages 
and  sunshine,  —  the  place  has  a  sort  of  sadness  in  the  look 
of  it. 

The  first  town  Ave  passed,  as  appears  by  reference  to  the 
Guide-book,  is  the  little  toAvn  of  Rathcoole  ;  but  in  the 
space  of  three  days  Rathcoole  has  disappeared  from  my 
memory,  with  the  exception  of  a  little  Ioav  building  which 
the  village  contains,  and  where  are  the  quarters  of  the  Irish 
constabulary.  Nothing  can  be  finer  than  the  trim,  orderly, 
and  soldier-like  appearance  of  this  splendid  corps  of  men. 

One  has  glimpses  all  along  the  road  of  numerous  gentle¬ 
men’s  places,  looking  extensive  and  prosperous,  of  a  feAV 
mills  by  streams  here  and  there  ;  but  though  the  streams 
run  still,  the  mill-wheels  are  idle  for  the  chief  part ;  and 
the  road  passes  more  than  one  long  Ioav  village,  looking 
bare  and  poor,  but  neat  and  AAThitewashed  :  it  seems  as  if 
the  inhabitants  Avere  determined  to  put  a  decent  look  upon 
their  poverty.  One  or  two  villages  there  were  evidently 
appertaining  to  gentlemen’s  seats ;  these  are  smart  enough, 
especially  that  of  Johnstown,  near  Lord  Mayo’s  fine 
domain,  where  the  houses  are  of  the  Gothic  sort,  with 
pretty  porches,  creepers,  and  railings.  Noble  purple  hills 
to  the  left  and  right  keep  up,  as  it  Avere,  an  accompaniment 
to  the  road. 

As  for  the  town  of  Naas,  the  first  after  Dublin  that  I 
have  seen,  Avhat  can  be  said  of  it  but  that  it  looks  poor, 
mean,  and  yet  somehow  cheerful  ?  There  Avas  a  little 
bustle  in  the  small  shops,  a  feAV  cars  were  jingling  along  the 
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broadest  street  of  the  town  —  some  sort  of  dandies  and  mili¬ 
tary  individuals  were  lolling  about  right  and  left  j  and  I 
saw  a  fine  court-house,  where  the  assizes  of  Kildare  county 
are  held. 

But  by  far  the  finest,  and  I  think  the  most  extensive  edi¬ 
fice  in  Naas,  was  a  haystack  in  the  inn-yard,  the  proprietor 
of  which  did  not  fail  to  make  me  remark  its  size  and  splen¬ 
dor.  It  was  of  such  dimensions  as  to  strike  a  cockney  with 
respect  and  pleasure  ;  and  here  standing  just  as  the  new 
crops  were  coming  in,  told  a  tale  of  opulent  thrift  and  good 
husbandry.  Are  there  many  more  such  haystacks,  I  wonder, 
in  Ireland  ?  The  crops  along  the  road  seemed  healthy, 
though  rather  light :  wheat  and  oats  plenty,  and  especially 
flourishing ;  hay  and  clover  not  so  good ;  and  turnips  (let 
the  important  remark  be  taken  at  its  full  value)  almost 
entirely  wanting. 

The  little  town  as  they  call  it  of  Kilcullen  tumbles  down 
a  hill  and  struggles  up  another ;  the  two  being  here  pictu¬ 
resquely  divided  by  the  Liffey,  over  which  goes  an  antique 
bridge.  It  boasts,  moreover,  of  a  portion  of  an  abbey  wall, 
and  a  piece  of  round  tower,  both  on  the  hill  summit,  and  to 
be  seen  (says  the  Guide-book)  for  many  miles  round.  Here 
we  saw  the  first  public  evidences  of  the  distress  of  the 
country.  There  was  no  trade  in  the  little  place,  and  but 
few  people  to  be  seen,  except  a  crowd  round  a  meal-shop, 
where  meal  is  distributed  once  a  week  by  the  neigh¬ 
boring  gentry.  There  must  have  been  some  hundreds  of 
persons  waiting  about  the  doors  ;  women  for  the  most  part ; 
some  of  their  children  were  to  be  found  loitering  about  the 
bridge  much  farther  up  the  street :  but  it  was  curious  to  note, 
amongst  these  undeniably  starving  people,  how  healthy  their 
looks  were.  Going  a  little  farther  we  saw  women  pulling 
weeds  and  nettles  in  the  hedges,  on  which  dismal  suste¬ 
nance  the  poor  creatures  live,  having  no  bread,  no  potatoes, 
no  work.  Well !  these  women  did  not  look  thinner  or  more 
unhealthy  than  many  a  well-fed  person.  A  company  of 
English  lawyers,  now,  look  more  cadaverous  than  these 
starving  creatures. 

Stretching  away  from  Kilcullen  bridge,  for  a  couple  of 
miles  or  more,  near  the  fine  house  and  plantations  of  the 
Latouche  family,  is  to  be  seen  a  much  prettier  sight,  I  think, 
than  the  finest  park  and  mansion  in  the  world.  This  is  a 
tract  of  excessively  green  land,  dotted  over  with  brilliant 
white  cottages,  each  with  its  couple  of  trim  acres  of  garden, 
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where  you  see  thick  potato-ridges  covered  with  blossom, 
great  blue  plots  of  comfortable  cabbages  and  such  pleasant 
plants  of  the  poor  man’s  garden.  Two  or  three  years  since, 
the  land  was  a  marshy  common,  which  had  never  since  the 
days  of  the  Deluge  fed  any  being  bigger  than  a  snipe,  and 
into  which  the  poor  people  descended,  draining  and  cultiva¬ 
ting  and  rescuing  the  marsh  from  the  water,  and  raising 
their  cabins  and  setting  up  their  little  inclosures  of  two  or 
three  acres  upon  the  land  which  they  had  thus  created. 
“Many  of  ’em  has  passed  months  in  jail  for  that,”  said  my 
informant  (a  groom  on  the  back  seat  of  my  host’s  phaeton)  : 
for  it  appears  that  certain  gentlemen  in  the  neighborhood 
looked  upon  the  titles  of  these  new  colonists  with  some 
jealousy,  and  would  have  been  glad  to  depose  them ;  but 
there  were  some  better  philosophers  among  the  surrounding 
gentry,  who  advised  that  instead  of  discouraging  the  settlers 
it  would  be  best  to  help  them ;  and  the  consequence  has 
been,  that  there  are  now  two  hundred  flourishing  little  home¬ 
steads  upon  this  rescued  land,  and  as  many  families  in  com¬ 
fort  and  plenty. 

Just  at  the  confines  of  this  pretty  rustic  republic,  our 
pleasant  afternoon’s  drive  ended ;  and  I  must  begin  this 
tour  with  a  monstrous  breach  of  confidence,  by  first  describ¬ 
ing  what  I  saw. 

Well,  then,  we  drove  through  a  neat  lodge-gate,  with  no 
stone  lions  or  supporters,  but  riding  well  on  its  hinges,  and 
looking  fresh  and  white  ;  and  passed  by  a  lodge,  not  Gothic, 
but  decorated  with  flowers  and  evergreens,  with  clean  win¬ 
dows,  and  a  sound  slate  roof ;  and  then  went  over  a  trim 
road,  through  a  few  acres  of  grass,  adorned  with  plenty  of 
young  firs  and  other  healthy  trees,  under  which  were  feed¬ 
ing  a  dozen  of  fine  cows  or  more.  The  road  led  up  to  a 
house,  or  rather  a  congregation  of  rooms,  built  seemingly  to 
suit  the  owner’s  convenience,  and  increasing  with  his  increas¬ 
ing  wealth,  or  whim,  or  family.  This  latter  is  as  plentiful 
as  everything  else  about  the  place ;  and  as  the  arrows 
increased,  the  good-natured,  lucky  father  has  been  forced  to 
multiply  the  quivers. 

First  came  out  a  young  gentleman,  the  heir  of  the  house, 
who,  after  greeting  his  papa,  began  examining  the  horses 
with  much  interest ;  whilst  three  or  four  servants,  quite 
neat  and  well-dressed,  and,  wonderful  to  say,  without  any 
talking,  began  to  occupy  themselves  with  the  carriage,  the 
passengers,  and  the  trunks.  Meanwhile,  the  owner  of  the 
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house  had  gone  into  the  hall,  which  is  snugly  furnished  as 
a  morning-room,  and  where  one,  two,  three  young  ladies  came 
in  to  greet  him.  The  young  ladies  having  concluded  their 
embraces  performed  (as  I  am  bound  to  say  from  experience, 
both  in  London  and  Paris)  some  very  appropriate  and  well- 
finished  courtesies  to  the  strangers  arriving.  And  these 
three  young  persons  were  presently  succeeded  by  some  still 
younger,  who  came  without  any  courtesies  at  all ;  but,  bound¬ 
ing,  and  jumping,  and  shouting  out  “  Papa  ”  at  the  top  of 
their  voices,  they  fell  forthwith  upon  that  worthy  gentle¬ 
man’s  person,  taking  possession  this  of  his  knees,  that  of 
his  arms,  that  of  his  whiskers,  as  fancy  or  taste  might  dic¬ 
tate. 

"  Are  there  any  more  of  you  ?  39  says  he,  with  perfect 
good-humor ;  and,  in  fact,  it  appeared  that  there  were  some 
more  in  the  nursery,  as  we  subsequently  had  occasion  to 
see. 

Well,  this  large  happy  family  are  lodged  in  a  house  than 
which  a  prettier  or  more  comfortable  is  not  to  be  seen  even 
in  England ;  of  the  furniture  of  which  it  may  be  in  confi¬ 
dence  said,  that  each  article  is  only  made  to  answer  one 
purpose  :  —  thus,  that  chairs  are  never  called  upon  to  exer¬ 
cise  the  versatility  of  their  genius  by  propping  up  windows  ; 
that  chests  of  drawers  are  not  obliged  to  move  their  un¬ 
wieldy  persons  in  order  to  act  as  locks  to  doors  ;  that  the 
windows  are  not  variegated  by  paper,  or  adorned  with  wafers, 
as  in  other  places  which  I  have  seen :  in  fact,  that  the  place 
is  just  as  comfortable  as  a  place  can  be. 

And  if  these  comforts  and  reminiscences  of  three  days’ 
date  are  enlarged  upon  at  some  length,  the  reason  is  simply 
this :  —  this  is  written  at  what  is  supposed  to  be  the  best 
inn  at  one  of  the  best  towns  of  Ireland,  Waterford.  Dinner 
is  just  over;  it  is  assize-week,  and  the  table-d’hote  was  sur¬ 
rounded  for  the  chief  part  by  English  attorneys  —  the 
cyouncillors  (as  the  bar  are  pertinaciously  called)  dining  up¬ 
stairs  in  private.  Well,  on  going  to  the  public  room  and 
being  about  to  lay  down  my  hat  on  the  sideboard,  I  was 
obliged  to  pause  —  out  of  regard  to  a  fine  thick  coat  of  dust 
which  had  been  kindly  left  to  gather  for  some  days  past  I 
should  think,  and  which  it  seemed  a  shame  to  displace. 
Yonder  is  a  chair  basking  quietly  in  the  sunshine ;  some 
round  object  has  evidently  reposed  upon  it  (a  hat  or  plate 
probably),  for  you  see  a  clear  circle  of  black  horsehair  in 
the  middle  of  the  chair,  and  dust  all  round  it.  Not  one  of 
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those  dirty  napkins  that  the  four  waiters  carry  would  wipe 
away  the  grime  from  the  chair,  and  take  to  itself  a  little 
dust  more !  The  people  in  the  room  are  shouting  out  for 
the  waiters,  who  cry,  “  Yes,  sir,”  peevishly,  and  don’t 
come ;  but  stand  bawling,  and  jangling,  and  calling  each 
other  names,  at  the  sideboard.  The  dinner  is  plentiful  and 
nasty  —  raw  ducks,  raw  pease,  on  a  crumpled  tablecloth, 
over  which  a  waiter  has  just  spirted  a  pint  of  obstreperous 
cider.  The  windows  are  open,  to  give  free  view  of  a  crowd 
of  old  beggar-women,  and  of  a  fellow  playing  a  cursed  Irish 
pipe.  Presently  this  delectable  apartment  fills  with  chok¬ 
ing  peat-smoke ;  and  on  asking  what  is  the  cause  of  this 
agreeable  addition  to  the  pleasures  of  the  place,  you  are 
told  that  they  are  lighting  a  fire  in  a  back-room. 

Why  should  lighting  a  fire  in  a  back-room  fill  a  whole 
enormous  house  with  smoke  ?  Why  should  four  waiters 
stand  and  jaw  and  gesticulate  among  themselves,  instead  of 
waiting  on  the  guests  ?  Why  should  ducks  be  raw,  and 
dust  lie  quiet  in  places  where  a  hundred  people  pass  daily  ? 
All  these  points  make  one  think  very  regretfully  of  neat, 

pleasant,  comfortable,  prosperous  H -  town,  where  the 

meat  was  cooked,  and  the  rooms  were  clean,  and  the  ser¬ 
vants  didn’t  talk.  Nor  need  it  be  said  here,  that  it  is  as 
cheap  to  have  a  house  clean  as  dirty,  and  that  a  raw  leg  of 
mutton  costs  exactly  the  same  sum  as  one  cuit  a  'point . 
And  by  this  moral  earnestly  hoping  that  all  Ireland  may 

profit,  let  us  go  back  to  H - ,  and  the  sights  to  be  seen 

there. 

There  is  no  need  to  particularize  the  chairs  and  tables 
any  farther,  nor  to  say  what  sort  of  conversation  and  claret 
we  had ;  nor  to  set  down  the  dishes  served  at  dinner.  If  an 
Irish  gentleman  does  not  give  you  a  more  hearty  welcome 
than  an  Englishman,  at  least  he  has  a  more  hearty  manner 
of  welcoming  you;  and  while  the  latter  reserves  his  fun 
and  humor  (if  he  possess  those  qualities)  for  his  particular 
friends,  the  former  is  ready  to  laugh  and  talk  his  best  with 
all  the  world,  and  give  way  entirely  to  his  mood.  And  it 
would  be  a  good  opportunity  here  for  a  man  who  is  clever 
at  philosophizing  to  expound  various  theories  upon  the 
modes  of  hospitality  practised  in  various  parts  of  Europe. 
In  a  couple  of  hours’  talk,  an  Englishman  will  give  you  his 
notions  on  trade,  politics,  the  crops ;  the  last  run  with  the 
hounds,  or  the  weather :  it  requires  a  long  sitting,  and  a 
bottle  of  wine  at  the  least,  to  induce  him  to  laugh  cordially, 
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or  to  speak  unreservedly;  and  if  you  joke  with  him  before 
you  know  him,  he  will  assuredly  set  you  down  as  a  low,  im¬ 
pertinent  fellow.  In  two  hours,  and  over  a  pipe,  a  German 
will  be  quite  ready  to  let  loose  the  easy  floodgates  of  his 
sentiment,  and  confide  to  you  many  of  the  secrets  of  his 
soft  heart.  In  two  hours  a  Frenchman  will  say  a  hundred 
and  twenty  smart,  witty,  brilliant,  false  things,  and  will 
care  for  you  as  much  then  as  he  would  if  you  saw  him 
every  day  for  twenty  years  —  that  is,  not  one  single  straw; 
and  in  two  hours  an  Irishman  will  have  allowed  his  jovial 
humor  to  unbutton,  and  gambolled  and  frolicked  to  his 
heart’s  content.  Which  of  these,  putting  Monsieur  out  of 
the  question,  will  stand  by  his  friend  with  the  most  con¬ 
stancy,  and  maintain  his  steady  wish  to  serve  him  ?  That 
is  a  question  which  the  Englishman  (and  I  think  with  a 
little  of  his  ordinary  cool  assumption)  is  disposed  to  decide 
in  his  own  favor;  but  it  is  clear  that  for  a  stranger  the 
Irish  ways  are  the  pleasantest,  for  here  he  is  at  once  made 
happy  and  at  home ;  or  at  ease  rather :  for  home  is  a  strong 
word,  and  implies  much  more  than  any  stranger  can  expect, 
or  even  desire  to  claim. 

Nothing  could  be  more  delightful  to  witness  than  the  evi¬ 
dent  affection  which  the  children  and  parents  bore  to  one 
another,  and  the  cheerfulness  and  happiness  of  their  family- 
parties.  The  father  of  one  lad  went  with  a  party  of  his 
friends  arid  family  on  a  pleasure-party,  in  a  handsome 
coach-and-four.  The  little  fellow  sat  on  the  coach-box  and 
played  with  the  whip  very  wistfully  for  some  time:  the 
sun  was  shining,  the  horses  came  out  in  bright  harness, 
with  glistening  coats ;  one  of  the  girls  brought  a  geranium 
to  stick  in  papa’s  button-hole,  who  was  to  drive.  But 
although  there  was  room  in  the  coach,  and  though  papa 
said  he  should  go  if  he  liked,  and  though  the  lad  longed  to 
go  —  as  who  wouldn’t?  —  he  jumped  olf  the  box,  and  said 
he  would  not  go :  mamma  would  like  him  to  stop  at  home 
and  keep  his  sister  company ;  and  so  down  he  went  like  a 
hero.  Does  this  story  appear  trivial  to  any  one  who  reads 
it  ?  If  so,  he  is  a  pompous  fellow,  whose  opinion  is  not 
worth  the  having ;  or  he  has  no  children  of  his  own ;  or  he 
has  forgotten  the  day  when  he  was  a  child  himself ;  or  he 
has  never  repented  of  the  surly  selfishness  with  which  he 
treated  brothers  and  sisters,  after  the  habit  of  young  Eng- 
lish  gentlemen. 

“  That’s  a  list  that  uncle  keeps  of  his  children,”  said  the 
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same  young  fellow,  seeing  his  uncle  reading  a  paper ;  and 
to  understand  this  joke,  it  must  be  remembered  that  the 
children  of  the  gentleman  called  uncle  came  into  the 
breakfast-room  by  half-dozens.  “  That’s  a  rum  fellow,” 
said  the  eldest  of  these  latter  to  me,  as  his  father  went  out 
of  the  room,  evidently  thinking  his  papa  was  the  greatest 
wit  and  wonder  in  the  whole  world.  And  a  great  merit,  as 
it  appeared  to  me,  on  the  part  of  these  worthy  parents  was, 
that  they  consented  not  only  to  make,  but  to  take  jokes 
from  their  young  ones- :  nor  was  the  parental  authority  in 
the  least  weakened  by  this  kind  familiar  intercourse. 

A  word  with  regard  to  the  ladies  so  far.  Those  I  have 
seen  appear  to  the  full  as  well  educated  and  refined,  and 
far  more  frank  and  cordial,  than  the  generality  of  the  fair 
creatures  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel.  I  have  not 
heard  anything  about  poetry,  to  be  sure,  and  in  only  one 
house  have  seen  an  album ;  but  I  have  heard  some  capital 
music,  of  an  excellent  family  sort  —  that  sort  which  is 
used,  namely,  to  set  young  people  dancing,  which  they 
have  done  merrily  for  some  nights.  In  respect  of  drinking, 
among  the  gentry  teetotalism  does  not,  thank  heaven !  as 
yet  appear  to  prevail ;  but  although  the  claret  has  been 
invariably  good,  there  has  been  no  improper  use  of  it.* 
Let  all  English  be  recommended  to  be  very  careful  of  whis¬ 
key,  which  experience  teaches  to  be  a  very  deleterious 
drink.  Natives  say  that  it  is  wholesome,  and  may  be  some¬ 
times  seen  to  use  it  with  impunity  ;  but  the  whiskey-fever 
is  naturally  more  fatal -to  strangers  than  inhabitants  of  the 
country ;  and  whereas  an  Irishman  will  sometimes  imbibe 
a  half-dozen  tumblers  of  the  poison,  two  glasses  will  be 
often  found  to  cause  headaches,  heartburns,  and  fevers,  to  a 
person  newly  arrived  in  the  country.  The  said  whiskey  is 
always  to  be  had  for  the  asking,  but  is  not  produced  at  the 
bettermost  sort  of  tables. 

Before  setting  out  on  our  second  day’s  journey,  we  had 

time  to  accompany  the  well -pleased  owner  of  H - town 

over  some  of  his  fields  and  out-premises.  Nor  can  there  be 

a  pleasanter  sight  to  owner  or  stranger.  Mr.  P - farms 

four  hundred  acres  of  land  about  his  house ;  and  employs 
on  this  estate  no  less  than  a  hundred  and  ten  persons.  He 
says  there  is  full  work  for  every  one  of  them ;  and  to  see 

*  The  only  instances  of  intoxication  that  I  have  heard  of  as  yet 
have  been  on  the  part  of  two  “  cyouncillors,”  undeniably  drunk  and 
noisy  yesterday  after  the  bar  dinner  at  Waterford. 
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the  elaborate  state  of  cultivation  in  which  the  land  was,  it 
is  easy  to  understand  how  such  an  agricultural  regiment 
were  employed.  The  estate  is  like  a  well-ordered  garden : 
we  walked  into  a  huge  field  of  potatoes,  and  the  landlord 
made  us  remark  that  there  was  not  a  single  weed  between 
the  furrows ;  and  the  whole  formed  a  vast  flower-bed  of  a 
score  of  acres.  Every  bit  of  land  up  to  the  hedge-side  was 
fertilized  and  full  of  produce :  the  space  left  for  the  plough 
having  afterwards  been  gone  over,  and  yielding  its  fullest 
proportion  of  “fruit.”  In  a  turnip-field  were  a  score  or 
more  of  women  and  children,  who  were  marching  through 
the  ridges,  removing  the  young  plants  where  two  or  three 
had  grown  together,  and  leaving  only  the  most  healthy. 
Every  individual  root  in  the  field  was  thus  the  object  of 
culture ;  and  the  owner  said  that  this  extreme  cultivation 
answered  his  purpose,  and  that  the  employment  of  all  these 
hands  (the  women  and  children  earn  6d.  and  Sd.  a  day  all 
the  year  round),  which  gained  him  some  reputation  as  a 
philanthropist,  brought  him  profit  as  a  farmer  too ;  for  his 
crops  were  the  best  that  land  could  produce.  He  has  fur¬ 
ther  the  advantage  of  a  large  stock  for  manure,  and  does 
everything  for  the  land  which  art  can  do. 

Here  we  saw  several  experiments  in  manuring :  an  acre 
of  turnips  prepared  with  bone-dust ;  another  with  “  Mur¬ 
ray’s  Composition,”  whereof  I  do  not  pretend  to  know  the 
ingredients ;  another  with  a  new  manure  called  guano.  As 
far  as  turnips  and  a  first  year’s  crop  went,  the  guano  car¬ 
ried  the  day.  The  plants  on  the  guano  acre  looked  to  be 
three  weeks  in  advance  of  their  neighbors,  and  were 
extremely  plentiful  and  healthy.  I  went  to  see  this  field 
two  months  after  the  above  passage  was  written :  the  guano 
acre  still  kept  the  lead ;  the  bone-dust  ran  guano  very  hard ; 
and  composition  was  clearly  distanced. 

Behind  the  house  is  a  fine  village  of  corn  and  hayricks, 
and  a  street  of  out-buildings,  where  all  the  work  of  the 
farm  is  prepared.  Here  were  numerous  people  coming  with 
pails  for  buttermilk,  which  the  good-natured  landlord  made 
over  to  them.  A  score  of  men  or  more  were  busied  about 
the  place  ;  some  at  a  grindstone,  others  at  a  forge  —  other 
fellows  busied  in  the  cart-houses  and  stables,  all  of  which 
were  as  neatly  kept  as  in  the  best  farm  in  England.  A  lit¬ 
tle  further  on  was  a  flower-garden,  a  kitchen-garden,  a  hot¬ 
house  just  building,  a  kennel  of  fine  pointers  and  setters: 
—  indeed  a  noble  feature  of  country  neatness,  thrift,  and 
nlenty. 
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We  went  into  the  cottages  and  gardens  of  several  of  Mr. 

P - ’s  laborers,  which  were  all  so  neat  that  I  could  not 

help  fancying  they  were  pet  cottages,  erected  under  the 
landlord’s  own  superintendence,  and  ornamented  to  his  or¬ 
der.  But  he  declared  that  it  was  not  so ;  that  the  only 
benefit  his  laborers  got  from  him  was  constant  work,  and  a 
house  rent-free ;  and  that  the  neatness  of  the  gardens  and 
dwellings  was  of  their  own  doing.  By  making  them  a  pres¬ 
ent  of  the  house,  he  said  he  made  them  a  present  of  the  pig 
and  live  stock,  with  which  almost  every  Irish  cotter  pays 
his  rent,  so  that  each  workman  could  have  a  bit  of  meat 
for  his  support ;  —  would  that  all  laborers  in  the  empire 
had  as  much  !  With  regard  to  the  neatness  of  the  houses, 
the  best  way  to  insure  this,  he  said,  was  for  the  master  con¬ 
stantly  to  visit  them  —  to  awaken  as  much  emulation  as  he 
could  amongst  the  cottagers,  so  that  each  should  make  his 
place  as  good  as  his  neighbor’s  —  and  to  take  them  good- 
humoredly  to  task  if  they  failed  in  the  requisite  care. 

And  so  this  pleasant  day’s  visit  ended.  A  more  practical 
person  would  have  seen,  no  doubt,  and  understood  much 
more  than  a  mere  citizen  could,  whose  pursuits  have  been 
very  different  from  those  noble  and  useful  ones  here  spoken 
of.  But  a  man  has  no  call  to  be  a  judge  of  turnips  or  live 
stock,  in  order  to  admire  such  an  establishment  as  this,  and 
heartily  to  appreciate  the  excellence  of  it.  There  are  some 
happy  organizations  in  the  world  which  possess  the  great 
virtue  of  prosperity.  It  implies  cheerfulness,  simplicity, 
shrewdness,  perseverance,  honesty,  good  health.  See  how, 
before  the  good-humored  resolution  of  such  characters,  ill- 
luck  gives  way,  and  fortune  assumes  their  own  smiling 
complexion !  Such  men  grow  rich  without  driving  a  single 
hard  bargain ;  their  condition  being  to  make  others  prosper 
along  with  themselves.  Thus,  his  very  charity,  another  in¬ 
formant  tells  me,  is  one  of  the  causes  of  my  host’s  good  for¬ 
tune.  He  might  have  three  pounds  a  year  from  each  of 
forty  cottagers,  but  instead  prefers  a  hundred  healthy 
workmen ;  or  he  might  have  a  fourth  of  the  number  of 
workmen,  and  a  farm  yielding  a  produce  proportionately 
less ;  but  instead  of  saving  the  money  of  their  wages,  pre¬ 
fers  a  farm  the  produce  of  which,  as  I  have  heard  from  a 
gentleman  whom  I  take  to  be  good  authority,  is  unequalled 
elsewhere. 

Besides  the  cottages,  we  visited  a  pretty  school  where 
children  of  an  exceeding  smallness  were  at  their  work,  — 
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the  children  of  the  Catholic  peasantry.  The  few  Protes¬ 
tants  of  the  district  do  not  attend  the  national-school,  nor 
learn  their  alphabet  or  their  multiplication-table  in  com¬ 
pany  with  their  little  Roman  Catholic  brethren.  The  cler¬ 
gyman  who  lives  hard  by  the  gate  of  H - town,  in  his 

communication  with  his  parishioners  cannot  fail  to  see  how 
much  misery  is  relieved  and  how  much  good  is  done  by  his 
neighbor  ;  but  though  the  two  gentlemen  are  on  good  terms, 
the  clergyman  will  not  break  bread  with  his  Catholic  fellow- 
Christian.  There  can  be  no  harm,  I  hope,  in  mentioning 
this  fact,  as  it  is  rather  a  public  than  a  private  matter ; 
and,  unfortunately,  it  is  only  a  stranger  that  is  surprised 
by  such  a  circumstance,  which  is  quite  familiar  to  residents 
of  the  country.  There  are  Catholic  inns  and  Protestant 
inns  in  the  towns ;  Catholic  coaches  and  Protestant  coaches 
on  the  roads  j  nay,  in  the  North,  I  have  since  heard  of  a 
High  Church  coach  and  a  Low  Church  coach  adopted  by 
travelling  Christians  of  either  party. 


CHAPTEE  III. 


FROM  CARLOW  TO  WATERFORD. 


HE  next  morning  being 
fixed  for  the  commence¬ 
ment  of  our  journey  to¬ 
wards  Waterford,  a  carriage 
made  its  appearance  in  due 
time  before  the  hall-door : 
an  amateur  stage-coach, 
with  four  fine  horses,  that 
were  to  carry  us  to  Cork. 


The  crew  of  the  “  drag,” 
for  the  present,  consisted 
of  two  young  ladies,  and 
two  who  will  not  be  old, 
please  heaven !  for  these 
thirty  years  ;  three  gentle¬ 
men  whose  collected 
weights  might  amount  to 
fifty-four  stone :  and  one 
of  smaller  proportions,  being  as  yet  only  twelve  years  old: 
to  these  were  added  a  couple  of  grooms  and  a  lady’s  maid. 
Subsequently  we  took  in  a  dozen  or  so  more  passengers, 
who  did  not  seem  in  the  slightest  degree  to  inconvenience 
the  coach  or  the  horses  ;  and  thus  was  formed  a  tolerably 
numerous  and  merry  party.  The  governor  took  the  reins, 
with  his  geranium  in  his  button-hole,  and  the  place  on  the 
box  was  quarrelled  for  without  ceasing,  and  taken  by  turns. 

Our  day’s  journey  lay  through  a  country  more  pictu¬ 
resque,  though  by  no  means  so  prosperous  and  well  cultiva¬ 
ted  as  the  district  through  which  we  had  passed  on  our 
drive  from  Dublin.  This  trip  carried  us  through  the  Coun¬ 
ty  of  Carlow  and  the  town  of  that  name  :  a  wretched  place 
enough,  with  a  fine  court-house,  and  a  couple  of  fine 
churches  :  the  Protestant  church  a  noble  structure,  and  the 
Catholic  cathedral,  said  to  be  built  after  some  continental 
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model.  The  Catholics  point  to  the  structure  with  consider¬ 
able  pride  :  it  was  the  first,  I  believe,  of  the  many  hand¬ 
some  cathedrals  for  their  worship  which  have  been  built 
of  late  years  in  this  country  by  the  noble  contributions  of 
the  poor  man’s  penny,  and  by  the  untiring  energies  and  sac¬ 
rifices  of  the  clergy.  Bishop  Boyle,  the  founder  of  the 
church,  has  the  place  of  honor  within  it ;  nor,  perhaps,  did 
any  Christian  pastor  ever  merit  the  affection  of  his  flock 
more  than  that  great  and  high-minded  man.  He  was  the 
best  champion  the  Catholic  Church  and  cause  ever  had  in 
Ireland :  in  learning,  and  admirable  kindness  and  virtue,  the 
best  example  to  the  clergy  of  his  religion :  and  if  the  coun¬ 
try  is  now  filled  with  schools,  where  the  humblest  peasant 
in  it  can  have  the  benefit  of  a  liberal  and  wholesome  educa¬ 
tion,  it  owes  this  great  boon  mainly  to  his  noble  exertions, 
and  to  the  spirit  which  they  awakened. 

As  for  the  architecture  of  the  cathedral,  I  do  not  fancy 
a  professional  man  would  find  much  to  praise  in  it;  it 
seems  to  me  overloaded  with  ornaments,  nor  were  its  innu¬ 
merable  spires  and  pinnacles  the  more  pleasing  to  the  eye 
because  some  of  them  were  out  of  the  perpendicular.  The 
interior  is  quite  plain,  not  to  say  bare  and  unfinished. 
Many  of  the  chapels  in  the  country  that  I  have  since  seen 
are  in  a  similar  condition ;  for  when  the  walls  are  once 
raised,  the  enthusiasm  of  the  subscribers  to  the  building 
seems  somewhat  characteristically  to  grow  cool,  and  you 
enter  at  a  porch  that  w~ould  suit  a  palace,  with  an  interior 
scarcely  more  decorated  than  a  barn.  A  wide  large  floor, 
some  confession-boxes  against  the  blank  walls  here  and 
there,  with  some  humble  pictures  at  the  “  stations,”  and  the 
statue,  under  a  mean  canopy  of  red  woollen  stuff,  were  the 
chief  furniture  of  the  cathedral. 

The  severe  homely  features  of  the  good  bishop  were  not 
very  favorable  subjects  for  Mr.  Hogan’s  chisel ;  but  a  figure 
of  prostrate  weeping  Ireland,  kneeling  by  the  prelate’s  side, 
and  for  whom  he  is  imploring  protection,  has  much  beauty. 
In  the  chapels  of  Dublin  and  Cork  some  of  this  artist’s 
work  may  be  seen,  and  his  countrymen  are  exceedingly 
proud  of  him. 

Connected  with  the  Catholic  cathedral  is  a  large  tumble¬ 
down-looking  divinity  college ;  there  are  upwards  of  a  hun¬ 
dred  students  here,  and  the  college  is  licensed  to  give  de¬ 
grees  in  arts  as  well  as  divinity ;  at  least  so  the  officer  of 
the  church  said,  as  he  showed  us  the  place  through  the  bars 
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of  the  sacristy-windows,  in  which  apartment  may  be  seen 
sundry  crosses,  a  pastoral  letter  of  Dr.  Doyle,  and  a  num¬ 
ber  of  ecclesiastical  vestments  formed  of  laces,  poplins,  and 
velvets  handsomely  laced  with  gold.  There  is  a  convent 
by  the  side  of  the  cathedral,  and,  of  course,  a  parcel  of 
beggars  all  about,  and  indeed  all  over  the  town,  profuse  in 
their  prayers  and  invocations  of  the  Lord,  and  whining  flat¬ 
teries  of  the  persons  whom  they  address.  One  wretched 
old  tottering  hag  began  whining  the  Lord’s  Prayer  as  a 
proof  of  her  sincerity,  and  blundered  in  the  very  midst  of 
it,  and  left  us  thoroughly  disgusted  after  the  very  first  sen¬ 
tence. 

It  was  market-day  in  the  town,  which  is  tolerably  full  of 
poor-looking  shops,  the  streets  being  thronged  with  don¬ 
key-carts,  and  people  eager  to  barter  their  small  wares. 
Here  and  there  were  picture-stalls,  with  huge  hideous-col¬ 
ored  engravings  of  the  Saints  :  and  indeed  the  objects  of 
barter  upon  the  banks  of  the  clear  bright  river  Barrow 
seemed  scarcely  to  be  of  more  value  than  the  articles  which 
change  hands,  as  one  reads  of,  in  a  town  of  African  huts 
and  traders  on  the  banks  of  the  Quorra.  Perhaps  the  very 
bustle  and  cheerfulness  of  the  people  served  only,  to  a  Lon¬ 
doner’s  eye,  to  make  it  look  the  more  miserable.  It  seems 
as  if  they  had  no  right  to  be  eager  about  such  a  parcel  of 
wretched  rags  and  trifles  as  were  exposed  to  sale. 

There  are  some  old  towers  of  a  castle  here,  looking  finely 
from  the  river ;  and  near  the  town  is  a  grand  modern  resi¬ 
dence  belonging  to  Colonel  Bruen,  with  an  oak-park  on  one 
side  of  the  road,  and  a  deer-park  on  the  other.  These  re¬ 
tainers  of  the  Colonel’s  lay  in  their  rushy  green  enclosures, 
in  great  numbers,  and  seemingly  in  flourishing  condition. 

The  road  from  Carlow  to  Leighlin  Bridge  is  exceedingly 
beautiful :  noble  pure  hills  rising  on  either  side,  and  the 
broad  silver  Barrow  flowing  through  rich  meadows  of  that 
astonishing  verdure  which  is  only  to  be  seen  in  this  coun¬ 
try.  Here  and  there  was  a  country-house,  or  a  tall  mill  by 
a  stream  side :  but  the  latter  buildings  were  for  the  most 
part  empty,  the  gaunt  windows  gaping  without  glass,  and 
their  great  wheels  idle.  Leighlin  Bridge,  lying  up  and 
down  a  hill  by  the  river  contains  a  considerable  number  of 
pompous-looking  warehouses,  that  looked  for  the  most  part 
to  be  doing  no  more  business  than  the  mills  on  the  Carlow 
road,  but  stood  by  the  roadside  staring  at  the  coach  as  it 
were,  and  basking  in  the  sun,  swaggering,  idle,  insolvent, 
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and  out-at-elbows.  There  are  one  or  two  very  pretty,  mod¬ 
est,  comfortable-looking  country  places  about  Leighlin 
Bridge,  and  on  the  road  thence  to  a  miserable  village  called 
the  Boyal  Oak,  a  beggarly  sort  of  bustling  place. 

Here  stands  a  dilapidated  hotel  and  posting-house  :  and 
indeed  on  every  road,  as  yet,  I  have  been  astonished  at  the 
great  movement  and  stir ;  the  old  coaches  being  invariably 
crammed,  cars  jingling  about  equally  full,  and  no  want  of 
gentlemen’s  carriages  to  exercise  the  horses  of  the  “  Boyal 
Oak”  and  similar  establishments.  In  the  time  of  the 
rebellion,  the  landlord  of  this  “  Boyal  Oak,”  a  great  char¬ 
acter  in  those  parts,  was  a  fierce  United  Irishman.  One 
day  it  happened  that  Sir  John  Anderson  came  to  the  inn, 
and  was  eager  for  horses  on.  The  landlord,  who  knew  Sir 
John  to  be  a  Tory,  vowed  and  swore  he  had  no  horses  ; 
that  the  judges  had  the  last  going  to  Kilkenny ;  that  the 
yeomanry  had  carried  off  the  best  of  them ;  that  he  could 
not  give  a  horse  for  love  or  money.  “  Poor  Lord  Edward  !  ” 
said  Sir  John,  sinking  down  in  a  chair,  and  clasping  his 
hands,  “  my  poor  dear  misguided  friend,  and  must  you  die 
for  the  loss  of  a  few  hours  and  the  want  of  a  pair  of  horses  ? 

“Lord  What?  ”  says  the  landlord. 

“Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,”  replied  Sir  John.  “The 
Government  has  seized  his  papers,  and  got  scent  of  his- 
hiding-place.  If  I  can’t  get  to  him  before  two  hours,  Sirr 
will  have  him.” 

“  My  dear  Sir  J ohn,”  cried  the  landlord,  “  it’s  not  two 
horses  but  it’s  eight  I’ll  give  you,  and  may  the  judges  go 
hang  for  me  !  Here,  Larry  !  Tim  !  First  and  second  pair 
for  Sir  J  ohn  Anderson  ;  and  long  life  to  you,  Sir  J  ohn,  and 
the  Lord  reward  you  for  your  good  deed  this  day !  ” 

Sir  John,  my  informant  told  me,  had  invented  this  pre¬ 
dicament  of  Lord  Edward’s  in  order  to  get  the  horses ;  and 
by  way  of  corroborating  the  whole  story,  pointed  out  an 
old  chaise  which  stood  at  the  inn-door  with  its  window 
broken,  a  great  crevice  in  the  panel,  some  little  wretches 
crawling  underneath  the  wheels,  and  two  huge  blackguards 
lolling  against  the  pole.  “  And  that,”  says  he,  “  is  no  doubt 
the  very  post-chaise  Sir  John  Anderson  had.”  It  certainly 
looked  ancient  enough. 

Of  course,  as  we  stopped  for  a  moment  in  the  place, 
troops  of  slatternly,  ruffianly-looking  fellows  assembled 
round  the  carriage,  dirty  heads  peeped  out  of  all  the  dirty 
windows,  beggars  came  forward  with  a  joke  and  a  prayer, 
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and  troops  of  children  raised  their  shouts  and  halloos.  I 
confess,  with  regard  to  the  beggars,  that  I  have  never  yet 
had  the  slightest  sentiment  of  compassion  for  the  very  old¬ 
est  or  dirtiest  of  them,  or  been  inclined  to  give  them  a 
penny :  they  come  crawling  round  you  with  lying  prayers 
and  loathsome  compliments,  that  make  the  stomach  turn ; 
they  do  not  even  disguise  that  they  are  lies ;  for,  refuse 
them,  and  the  wretches  turn  off  with  a  laugh  and  a  joke,  a 
miserable  grinning  cynicism  that  creates  distrust  and  in¬ 
difference,  and  must  be,  one  would  think,  the  very  best  way 
to  close  the  purse,  not  to  open  it,  for  objects  so  unworthy. 

How  do  all  these  people  live  ?  one  can’t  help  wondering ; 
—  these  multifarious  vagabonds,  without  work  or  work- 
house,  or  means  of  subsistence  ?  The  Irish  Poor  Law  Re¬ 
port  says  that  there  are  twelve  hundred  thousand  people  in 
Ireland  —  a  sixth  of  the  population  —  who  have  no  means 
of  livelihood  but  charity,  and  whom  the  State,  or  individual 
members  of  it,  must  maintain.  How  can  the  State  support 
such  an  enormous  burden ;  or  the  twelve  hundred  thousand 
be  supported  ?  What  a  strange  history  it  would  be,  could 
one  but  get  it  true,  —  that  of  the  manner  in  which  a  score 
of  these  beggars  have  maintained  themselves  for  a  fort¬ 
night  past ! 

Soon  after  quitting  the  “  Royal  Oak,”  our  road  branches 
off  to  the  hospitable  house  where  our  party,  consisting  of  a 
dozen  persons,  was  to  be  housed  and  fed  for  the  night. 
Fancy  the  look  which  an  English  gentleman  of  moderate 
means  would  assume,  at  being  called  on  to  receive  such  a 
company  !  A  pretty  road  of  a  couple  of  miles,  thickly 
grown  with  ash  and  oak  trees,  under  which  the  hats  of 
coach-passengers  suffered  some  danger,  leads  to  the  house 

of  D - .  A  young  son  of  the  house,  on  a  white  pony, 

was  on  the  lookout,  and  great  cheering  and  shouting  took 
place  among  the  young  people  as  we  came  in  sight. 

Trotting  away  by  the  carriage-side  he  brought  us  through 
a  gate  with  a  pretty  avenue  of  trees  leading  to  the  pleasure- 
grounds  of  the  house  —  a  handsome  building  commanding 
noble  views  of  river,  mountains,  and  plantations.  Our 
entertainer  only  rents  the  place  ;  so  I  may  say,  without  any 
imputation  against  him,  that  the  house  was  by  no  means  so 
handsome  within  as  without,  —  not  that  the  want  of  finish 
in  the  interior  made  our  party  the  less  merry,  or  the  host’s 
entertainment  less  hearty  and  cordial. 

The  gentleman  who  built  and  owns  the  house,  like  many 
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other  proprietors  in  Ireland,  found  his  mansion  too  expen¬ 
sive  for  his  means,  and  has  relinquished  it.  I  asked  what 
his  income  might  be,  and  no  wonder  that  he  was  compelled 
to  resign  his  house  ;  which  a  man  with  four  times  the 
income  in  England  would  scarcely  venture  to  inhabit. 
There  were  numerous  sitting-rooms  below;  a  large  suite  of 
rooms  above,  in  which  our  large  party,  with  their  servants, 
disappeared  without  any  seeming  inconvenience,  and  which 
already  accommodated  a  family  of  at  least  a  dozen  persons, 
and  a  numerous  train  of  domestics.  There  was  a  great 
court-yard  surrounded  by  capital  offices,  with  stabling  and 
coach-houses  sufficient  for  a  half-dozen  of  country  gentle¬ 
men.  An  English  squire  of  ten  thousand  a  year  might  live 
in  such  a  place — the  original  owner,  I  am  told,  had  not 
many  more  hundreds. 

Our  host  has  wisely  turned  the  chief  part  of  the  pleasure- 
ground  round  the  house  into  a  farm ;  nor  did  the  land  look 
a  bit  the  worse,  as  I  thought,  for  having  rich  crops  of 
potatoes  growing  in  place  of  grass,  and  fine  plots  of  waving 
wheat  and  barley.  The  care,  skill,  and  neatness  every¬ 
where  exhibited,  and  the  immense  luxuriance  of  the  crops, 
could  not  fail  to  strike  even  a  cockney :  and  one  of  our 
party,  a  very  well  known,  practical  farmer,  told  me  that 
there  was  at  least  five  hundred  pounds’  worth  of  produce 
upon  the  little  estate  of  some  sixty  acres,  of  which  only 
five-and-twenty  were  under  the  plough. 

As  at  H - town,  on  the  previous  day,  several  men  and 

women  appeared  sauntering  in  the  grounds,  and  as  the 
master  came  up,  asked  for  work,  or  sixpence,  or  told  a 
story  of  want.  There  are  lodge-gates  at  both  ends  of  the 
demesne ;  but  it  appears  the  good-natured  practice  of  the 
country  admits  a  beggar  as  well  as  any  other  visitor.  To  a 
couple  our  landlord  gave  money,  to  another  a  little  job  of 
work  ;  another  he  sent  roughly  out  of  the  premises :  and  I 
could  judge  thus  what  a  continual  tax  upon  the  Irish  gen¬ 
tleman  these  travelling  paupers  must  be,  of  whom  his 
ground  is  never  free. 

There,  loitering  about  the  stables  and  out-houses,  were 
several  people  who  seemed  to  have  acquired  a  sort  of  right 
to  be  there  :  women  and  children  who  had  a  claim  upon  the 
buttermilk ;  men  who  did  an  odd  job  now  and  then  ;  loose 
hangers-on  of  the  family :  and  in  the  lodging-houses  and 
inns  I  have  entered,  the  same  sort  of  ragged  vassals  are  to 
be  found  ;  in  a  house  however  poor,  you  are  sure  to  see 
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some  poorer  dependant  who  is  a  stranger,  taking  a  meal  of 
potatoes  in  the  kitchen ;  a  Tim  or  Mike  loitering  hard  by, 
ready  to  run  on  a  message,  or  carry  a  bag.  This  is  written, 
for  instance,  at  a  lodging  over  a  shop  at  Cork.  There  sits 
in  the  shop  a  poor  old  fellow  quite  past  work,  but  who 
totters  up  and  down  stairs  to  the  lodgers,  and  does  what  little 
he  can  for  his  easily-won  bread.  There  is  another  fellow 
outside  who  is  sure  to  make  his  bow  to  anybody  issuing 
from  the  lodging,  and  ask  if  his  honor  wants  an  errand 
done  ?  Neither  class  of  such  dependants  exists  with  us. 
What  housekeeper  in  London  is  there  will  feed  an  old  man 


of  seventy  that’s  good  for  nothing,  or  encourage  such  a  dis¬ 
reputable  hanger-on  as  yonder  shuffling,  smiling  cad  ? 

Nor  did  Mr.  M - ’s  “ irregulars”  disappear  with  the 

day ;  for  when,  after  a  great  deal  of  merriment,  and  kind, 
happy  dancing  and  romping  of  young  people,  the  fineness 
of  the  night  suggested  the  propriety  of  smoking  a  certain 
cigar  (it  is  never  more  acceptable  than  at  that  season),  the 
young  squire  voted  that  we  should  adjourn  to  the  stables 
for  the  purpose,  where  accordingly  the  cigars  were  dis¬ 
cussed.  There  were  still  the  inevitable  half-dozen  hangers- 
on  :  one  came  grinning  with  a  lantern,  all  nature  being  in 
universal  blackness  except  his  grinning  face ;  another  ran 
obsequiously  to  the  stables  to  show  a  favorite  mare  —  I 
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think  it  was  a  mare  — though  it  may  have  been  a  mule,  and 
your  humble  servant  not  much  the  wiser.  The  cloths  were 
taken  off ;  the  fellows  with  the  candles  crowded  about ;  and 
the  young  squire  bade  me  admire  the  beauty  of  her  fore-leg, 
which  I  did  with  the  greatest  gravity.  “Did  you  ever  see 
such  a  fore-leg  as  that  in  your  life  ?  ”  says  the  young 
squire,  and  further  discoursed  upon  the  horse’s  points,  the 
amateur  grooms  joining  in  chorus. 

There  was  another  young  squire  of  our  party,  a  pleasant 
gentlemanlike  young  fellow,  who  danced  as  prettily  as  any 
Frenchman,  and  who  had  ridden  over  from  a  neighboring 
house  :  as  I  went  to  bed,  the  two  lads  were  arguing  whether 

young  Squire  B - should  go  home  or  stay  at  D - that 

night.  There  was  a  bed  for  him  —  there  was  a  bed  for 
everybody  it  seemed,  and  a  kind  welcome  too.  How  differ¬ 
ent  Avas  all  this  to  the  ways  of  a  severe  English  house. 

Next  morning  the  whole  of  our  merry  party  assembled 
round  a  long,  jovial  breakfast-table,  stored  with  all  sorts  of 
good  things  ;  and  the  biggest  and  jovialest  man  of  all,  who 
had  just  come  in  fresh  from  a  walk  in  the  fields,  and  voAved 
that  he  was  as  hungry  as  a  hunter,  and  Avas  cutting  some 
slices  out  of  an  inviting  ham  on  the  side-table,  suddenly 
let  fall  his  knife  and  fork  Avith  dismay.  “Sure,  John, 
don’t  you  knoAv  it’s  Friday  ?  ”  cried  a  lady  from  the  table  ; 
and  back  John  came  with  a  most  lugubrious  queer  look  on 
his  jolly  face,  and  fell  to  Avork  upon  bread-and-butter,  as 
resigned  as  possible,  amidst  no  small  laughter,  as  may  be 
Avell  imagined.  On  this  I  Avas  bound,  as  a  Protestant,  to 
eat  a  large  slice  of  pork,  and  discharged  that  duty  nobly, 
and  Avith  much  self-sacrifice. 

The  famous  “  drag  ”  which  had  brought  us  so  far,  seemed 
to  be  as  hospitable  and  elastic  as  the  house  Avhich  Ave  uoav 
left,  for  the  coach  accommodated,  inside  and  out,  a  consid¬ 
erable  party  from  the  house ;  and  we  took  our  road  leisure¬ 
ly,  in  a  cloudless,  scorching  day,  towards  Waterford.  The 
first  place  we  passed  through  was  the  little  town  of  Goa\t- 
ran,  near  Avhich  is  a  grand,  well-ordered  park,  belonging  to 
Ford  Clifden,  and  where  his  mother  resides,  Avith  whose 
beautiful  face,  in  Lawrence’s  pictures,  every  reader  must 
be  familiar.  The  kind  English  lady  has  done  the  greatest 
good  in  the  neighborhood,  it  is  said,  and  the  little  toA\m 
bears  marks  of  her  beneficence,  in  its  neatness,  prettiness, 
and  order.  Close  by  the  church  there  are  the  ruins  of  a 
fine  old  abbey  here,  and  a  still  finer  one  a  few  miles  on,  at 
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Thomastown,  most  picturesquely  situated  amidst  trees  and 
meadow,  on  the  river  Nore.  The  place  within,  however,  is 
dirty  and  ruinous  —  the  same  wretched  suburbs,  the  same 
squalid  congregation  of  beggarly  loungers,  that  are  to  be 
seen  elsewhere.  The  monastic  ruin  is  very  fine,  and  the 
road  hence  to  Thomastown  rich  with  varied  cultivation  and 
beautiful  verdure,  pretty  gentlemen’s  mansions  shining 
among  the  trees  on  either  side  of  the  way.  There  was  one 
place  along  this  rich  tract  that  looked  very  strange  and 
ghastly  —  a  huge  old  pair  of  gate  pillars,  flanked  by  a  ruin* 
ous  lodge,  and  a  wide  road  winding  for  a  mile  up  a  hill. 
There  had  been  a  park  once,  but  all  the  trees  were  gone ; 
thistles  were  growing  in  the  yellow  sickly  land,  and  rank 
thin  grass  on  the  road.  Tar  away  you  saw  in  this  desolate 
tract  a  ruin  of  a  house :  many  a  butt  of  claret  has  been 
emptied  there,  no  doubt,  and  many  a  merry  party  come  out 
with  hound  and  horn.  But  what  strikes  the  Englishman 
with  wonder  is  not  so  much,  perhaps,  that  an  owner  of  the 
place  should  have  been  ruined  and  a  spendthrift,  as  that 
the  land  should  lie  there  useless  ever  since.  If  one  is  not 
successful  with  us  another  man  will  be,  or  another  will  try, 
at  least.  Here  lies  useless  a  great  capital '  of  hundreds  of 
acres  of  land ;  barren,  where  the  commonest  effort  might 
make  it  productive,  and  looking  as  if  for  a  quarter  of  a  cen¬ 
tury  past  no  soul  ever  looked  or  cared  for  it.  You  might 
travel  five  hundred  miles  through  England  and  not  see  such 
a  spectacle. 

A  short  distance  from  Thomastown  is  another  abbey; 
and  presently,  after  passing  through  the  village  of  Knock- 
topher,  we  came  to  a  posting-place  called  Ballyhale, 
of  the  moral  aspect  of  which  the  following  scrap  taken 
in  the  place  will  give  a  notion. 

A  dirty,  old,  contented,  decrepit  idler  was  lolling  in  the 
sun  at  a  shop-door,  and  hundreds  of  the  population  of 
the  dirty,  old,  decrepit,  contented  place  were  employed  in  the 
like  way.  A  dozen  of  boys  were  playing  at  pitch-and-toss ; 
other  male  and  female  beggars  were  sitting  on  a  wall  look¬ 
ing  into  a  stream ;  scores  of  ragamuffins,  of  course,  round 
the  carriage ;  and  beggars  galore  at  the  door  of  the  little 
ale-house  or  hotel.  A  gentleman’s  carriage  changed  horses 
as  we  were  baiting  here.  It  was  a  rich  sight  to  see  the 
cattle,  and  the  Avay  of  starting  them:  “Halloo!  Yoop  — 
hoop  !  ”  a  dozen  ragged  hostlers  and  amateurs  running  by 
the  side  of  the  miserable  old  horses,  the  postilion  shrieking, 
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yelling,  and  belaboring  them  with  his  whip.  Down  goes 
one  horse  among  the  new  laid  stones  j  the  postilion  has  him 
up  with  a  cut  of  the  whip  and  a  curse,  and  takes  advantage 
of  the  start  caused  by  the  stumble  to  get  the  brute  into  a 
gallop,  and  to  go  down  the  hill.  “  I  know  it  for  a  fact,”  a 
gentleman  of  our  party  says,  “that  no  horses  ever  got  out 
of  Ballyhale  without  an  accident  of  some  kind.” 

11  Will  your  honor  like  to  come  and  see  a  big  pig  ?  ”  here 
asked  a  man  of  the  above  gentleman,  well  known  as  a  great 
farmer  and  breeder.  We  all  went  to  see  the  big  pig,  not 
very  fat  as  yet,  but,  upon  my  word,  it  is  as  big  as  a  pony. 


The  country  round  is,  it  appears,  famous  for  the  breeding 
of  such,  especially  a  district  called  the  Welsh  mountains, 
through  which  we  had  to  pass  on  our  road  to  Waterford. 

This  is  a  curious  country  to  see,  and  has  curious  inhabi¬ 
tants  :  for  twenty  miles  there  is  no  gentleman’s  house  : 
gentlemen  dare  not  live  there.  The  place  was  originally 
tenanted  by  a  clan  of  Welshes ;  hence  its  name  ;  and  they 
maintain  themselves  in  their  occupancy  of  the  farms  in 
Tipperary  fashion,  by  simply  putting  a  ball  into  the  body 
of  any  man  who  would  come  to  take  a  farm  over  any  one 
of  them.  Some  of  the  crops  in  the  fields  of  the  Welsh 
country  seemed  very  good,  and  the  fields  well  tilled  j  but 


1 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK.  45 

it  is  common  to  see,  by  tlie  side  of  one  field  that  is  well 
cultivated,  another  that  is  absolutely  barren ;  and  the 
whole  tract  is  extremely  wretched.  Appropriate  histories 
and  reminiscences  accompany  the  traveller :  at  a  chapel 
near  Mullinavat  is  the  spot  where  sixteen  policemen  were 
murdered  in  the  tithe-campaign  ;  farther  on  you  come  to  a 
lime-kiln,  where  the  guard  of  a  mail-coach  was  seized  and 
roasted  alive.  I  saw  here  the  first  hedge-school  I  have 
seen:  a  crowd  of  half-savage-looking  lads  and  girls  looked 
up  from  their  studies  in  the  ditch,  their  college  or  lecture- 
room  being  in  a  mud  cabin  hard  by. 

And  likewise,  in  the  midst  of  this  wild  tract,  a  fellow  met 
us  who  was  trudging  the  road  with  a  fish-basket  over  his 
shoulder,  and  who  stopped  the  coach,  hailing  two  of  the 
gentlemen  in  it  by  name,  both  of  whom  seemed  to  be  much 
amused  by  his  humor.  He  was  a  handsome  rogue,  a  poach¬ 
er,  or  salmon-taker,  by  profession,  and  presently  poured  out 
such  a  flood  of  oaths,  and  made  such  a  monstrous  display 
of  grinning  wit  and  blackguardism  as  I  have  never  heard 
equalled  by  the  best  Billingsgate  practitioner,  and  as  it 
would  be  more  than  useless  to  attempt  to  describe.  Bless¬ 
ings,  jokes,  and  curses  trolled  off  the  rascal’s  lips  with  a 
volubility  which  caused  his  Irish  audience  to  shout  with 
laughter,  but  which  were  quite  beyond  a  cockney.  It  was 
a  humor  so  purely  national  as  to  be  understood  by  none  but 
natives,  I  should  think.  I  recollect  the  same  feeling  of 
perplexity  while  sitting,  the  only  Englishman,  in  a  company 
of  jocular  Scotchmen.  They  bandied  about  puns,  jokes, 
imitations,  and  applauded  with  shrieks  of  laughter  what,  I 
confess,  appeared  to  me  the  most  abominable  dulness  ;  nor 
was  the  salmon-taker’s  jocularity  any  better.  I  think  it 
rather  served  to  frighten  than  to  amuse ;  and  I  am  not  sure 
but  that  I  looked  out  for  a  band  of  jocular  cut-throats  of 
this  sort  to  come  up  at  a  given  guffaw,  and  playfully  rob  us 
all  round.  However,  he  went  away  quite  peaceably,  calling 
down  for  the  party  the  benediction  of  a  great  number  of 
saints,  who  must  have  been  somewhat  ashamed  to  be  ad¬ 
dressed  by  such  a  rascal. 

Presently  we  caught  sight  of  the  valley  through  which 
the  Suir  flows,  and  descended  the  hill  towards  it,  and  went 
over  the  thundering  old  wooden  bridge  to  Waterford. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


FROM  WATERFORD  TO  CORK. 

HE  view  of  the  town 
from  the  bridge  and  the 
heights  above  it  is  very 
imposing ;  as  is  the  river 
both  ways.  Very  large 
vessels  sail  up  almost  to 
the  doors  of  the  houses, 
and  the  quays  are  flanked 
by  tall  red  warehouses, 
that  look  at  a  little  dis¬ 
tance  as  if  a  world  of 
business  might  be  doing 
within  them.  But  as 
you  get  into  the  place, 
not  a  soul  is  there  to 
greet  you,  except  the 
usual  society  of  beggars, 
and  a  sailor  or  two,  or  a 
green-coated  policeman  sauntering  down  the  broad  pave¬ 
ment.  We  drove  up  to  the  “  Coach  Inn,”  a  huge,  hand¬ 
some,  dirty  building,  of  which  the  discomforts  have  been 
pathetically  described  elsewhere.  The  landlord  is  a  gentle¬ 
man  and  considerable  horse-proprietor,  and  though  a  per¬ 
fectly  well-bred,  active,  and  intelligent  man,  far  too  much 
of  a  gentleman  to  play  the  host  well :  at  least  as  an  English¬ 
man  understands  that  character. 

Opposite  the  town  is  a  tower  of  questionable  antiquity 
and  undeniable  ugliness ;  for  though  the  inscription  says  it 
was  built  in  the  year  one  thousand  and  something,  the  same 
document  adds  that  it  was  rebuilt  in  1819  —  to  either  of 
which  dates  the  traveller  is  thus  welcomed.  The  quays 
stretch  for  a  considerable  distance  along  the  river,  poor, 
patched-windowed,  mouldy-looking  shops  forming  the  base¬ 
ment-story  of  most  of  the  houses.  We  went  into  one,  a 
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jeweller’s,  to  make  a  purchase  —  it  might  have  been  of  a 
gold  watch  for  anything  the  owner  knew ;  but  he  was  talk¬ 
ing  with  a  friend  in  his  back-parlor,  gave  us  a  look  as  we 
entered,  allowed  us  to  stand  some  minutes  in  the  empty 
shop,  and  at  length  to  walk 


out  without  being  served. 


In 


Mil' 


another  shop  a  boy  was  loll¬ 
ing  behind  a  counter,  but 
could  not  say  whether  the 
articles  we  wanted  were  to  be 
had;  turned  out  a  heap  of 
drawers,  and  could  not  find 
them ;  and  finally  went  for 
the  master,  who  could  not 
come.  True  commercial  in¬ 
dependence,  and  an  easy  way 
enough  of  life. 

In  one  of  the  streets  lead¬ 
ing  from  the  quay  is  a  large, 
d  i  u  g  y  Catholic  chapel,  of 
some  pretensions  within ; 
but,  as  usual,  there  had  been 
a  failure  for  want  of  money, 
and  the  front  of  the  chapel 
was  unfinished,  presenting 
the  butt-end  of  a  portico,  and 
walls  on  which  the  stone  coat¬ 
ing  was  to  be  laid.  But  a 
much  finer  ornament  to  the 
church  than  any  of  the  ques¬ 
tionable  gewgaws  which 
adorned  the  ceiling  was  the 
piety,  stern,  simple,  and  un¬ 
affected,  of  the  people  with¬ 
in.  Their  whole  soul  seemed  to  be  in  their  prayers,  as  rich 
and  poor  knelt  indifferently  on  the  flags.  There  is  of  course 
an  episcopal  cathedral,  well  and  neatly  kept,  and  a  hand¬ 
some  Bishop’s  palace:  near  it  was  a  convent  of  nuns,  and  a 
little  chapel-bell  clinking  melodiously.  I  was  prepared  to 
fancy  something  romantic  of  the  place ;  but  as  we  passed 
the  convent  gate,  a  shoeless  slattern  of  a  maid  opened  the 
door  —  the  most  dirty  and  unpoetical  of  housemaids. 

Assizes  were  held  in  the  town,  and  we  ascended  to  the 
court-house  through  a  steep  street,  a  sort  of  rag-fair,  but 
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more  villainous  and  miserable  than  any  rag-fair  in  St. 
Giles’s :  the  houses  and  stock  of  the  Seven  Dials  look  as  if 
they  belonged  to  capitalists  when  compared  with  the  scare¬ 
crow  wretchedness  of  the  goods  here  hung  out  for  sale. 
Who  wanted  to  buy  such  things  ?  I  wondered.  One  would 
have  thought  that  the  most  part  of  the  articles  had  passed 
the  possibility  of  barter  for  money,  even  out  of  the  reach  of 
the  lialf-farthings  coined  of  late.  All  the  street  was  lined 
with  wretched  hucksters  and  their  merchandise  of  goose¬ 
berries,  green  apples,  children’s  dirty  cakes,  cheap  crocker¬ 
ies,  brushes,  and  tinware ;  among  which  objects  the  people 
were  swarming  about  busily. 

Before  the  court  is  a  wide  street,  where  a  similar  market 
was  held,  with  a  vast  number  of  donkey-carts  urged  hither 
and  thither,  and  great  shrieking,  chattering,  and  bustle. 
It  is  five  hundred  years  ago  since  a  poet  who  accompanied 
Bichard  II.  in  his  voyage  hither  spoke  of  u  Watreforde  ou 
moult  vilaine  et  orde  y  sont  la  genteT  They  don’t  seem  to 
be  much  changed  now,  but  remain  faithful  to  their  ancient 
habits. 

About  the  court-house  swarms  of  beggars  of  course  were 
collected,  varied  by  personages  of  a  better  sort :  gray-coated 
farmers,  and  women  with  their  picturesque  blue  cloaks,  who 
had  trudged  in  from  the  country  probably.  The  court¬ 
house  is  as  beggarly  and  ruinous  as  the  rest  of  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  ;  smart-looking  policemen  kept  order  about  it,  and 
looked  very  hard  at  me  as  I  ventured  to  take  a  sketch. 

The  figures  as  I  saw  them  were  accurately  disposed  as 
follows  :  the  man  in  the  dock,  the  policeman  seated  easily 
above  him,  the  woman  looking  down  from  a  gallery.  The 
man  was  accused  of  stealing  a  sack  of  wool,  and,  having  no 
counsel,  made  for  himself  as  adroit  a  defence  as  any  one  of 
the  counsellors  (they  are  without  robes  or  wigs  here,  by  the 
way)  could  have  made  for  him.  He  had  been  seen  examin¬ 
ing  a  certain  sack  of  wool  in  a  coffee-shop  at  Dungarvan, 
and  next  day  was  caught  sight  of  in  Waterford  Market, 
standing  under  an  archway  from  the  rain,  with  the  sack  by 
his  side. 

“  Wasn’t  there  twenty  other  people  under  the  arch  ?  ” 
said  he  to  a  witness,  a  noble-looldng,  beautiful  girl  —  the 
girl  was  obliged  to  own  there  were.  “Did  you  see  me 
touch  the  wool,  or  stand  nearer  to  it  than  a  dozen  of  the 
dacent  people  there  ?  ”  and  the  girl  confessed  she  had  not 
“  And  this  it  is,  my  lord,”  says  he  to  the  bench,  “  they  at- 
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tack  me  because  I  am  poor  and  ragged,  but  they  never 
think  of  charging  the  crime  on  a  rich  farmer.” 

But  alas  for  the  defence  !  another  witness  saw  the  prison¬ 
er  with  his  legs  round  the  sack,  and  being  about  to  charge 
him  with  the  theft,  the  prisoner  fled  into  the  arms  of  a  po¬ 
liceman,  to  whom  his  first  words  were,  “  I  know  nothing  about 
the  sack.”  So,  as  the  sack  had  been  stolen,  as  he  had  been 
seen  handling  it  four  minutes  before  it  was  stolen,  and 
holding  it  for  sale  the  day  after,  it  was  concluded  that 
Patrick  Malony  had  stolen  the  sack,  and 
he  was  accommodated  with  eighteen 
months  accordingly. 

In  another  case  we  had  a  woman  and 
her  child  on  the  table ;  and  others  fol¬ 
lowed,  in  the  judgment  of  which  it  was 
impossible  not  to  admire  the  extreme 
leniency,  acuteness,  and  sensibility  of  the 
presiding,  Chief  Justice  Penne- 
:  —  the  man  against  whom  all  the 
Liberals  in  Ireland,  and  every  one  else 
who  has  read  his  charge  too,  must  be  angry, 
for  the  ferocity  of  his  charge  against  a  Bel¬ 
fast  newspaper  editor.  It  seems  as  if  no 
parties  here  will  be  dispassionate  when 
they  get  to  a  party  question,  and  that  nat¬ 
ural  kindness  has  no  claim  when  Whig 
and  Tory  come  into  collision. 

The  witness  is  here  placed  on  a  table  instead  of  a  wit¬ 
ness-box  ;  nor  was  there  much  farther  peculiarity  to  remark, 
except  in  the  dirt  of  the  court,  the  absence  of  the  barristerial 
wig  and  gown,  and  the  great  coolness  with  which  a  fellow 
who  seemed  a  sort  of  clerk,  usher,  and  Irish  interpreter  to 
the  court,  recommended  a  prisoner,  who  was  making  rather 
a  long  defence,  to  be  quiet.  I  asked  him  why  the  man 
might  not  have  his  say.  “  Sure,”  says  he,  “  he’s  said  all  he 
has  to  say,  and  there’s  no  use  in  any  more.”  But  there  was 
no  use  in  attempting  to  convince  Mr.  Usher  that  the  prison¬ 
er  was  best  judge  on  this  point :  in  fact  the  poor  devil  shut 
his  mouth  at  the  admonition,  and  was  found  guilty  with 
perfect  justice. 

A  considerable  poor-house  has  been  erected  at  Waterford, 
but  the  beggars  of  the  place  as  yet  prefer  their  liberty,  and 
less  certain  means  of  gaining  support.  We  asked  one  who 
was  calling  down  all  the  blessings  of  all  the  saints  and  am 
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gels  upon  us,  and  telling  a  most  piteous  tale  of  poverty, 
why  she  did  not  go  to  the  poor-house.  The  woman’s  look 
at  once  changed  from  a  sentimental  whine  to  a  grin.  “Dey 
owe  two  hundred  pounds  at  dat  house,”  said  she,  “and 
faith,  an  honest  woman  can’t  go  dere.”  With  which  won¬ 
derful  reason  ought  not  the  most  squeamish  to  be  content  ? 

After  describing,  as  accurately  as  words  may,  the  features 
of  a  landscape,  and  stating  that  such  a  mountain  was  to 
the  left,  and  such  a  river  or  town  to  the  right,  and  putting 
down  the  situations  and  names  of  the  villages,  and  the 
bearings  of  the  roads,  it  has  no  doubt  struck  the  reader  of 
books  of  travels  that-  the  writer  has  not  given  him  the 
slightest  idea  of  the  country,  and  that  he  would  have  been 
just  as  wise  without  perusing  the  letter-press  landscape 
through  which  he  has  toiled.  It  will  be  as  well  then, 
under  such  circumstances,  to  spare  the  public  any  length¬ 
ened  description  of  the  road  from  Waterford  to  Dungarvan; 
which  was  the  road  we  took,  followed  by  benedictions 
delivered  gratis  from  the  beggarhood  of  the  former  city. 
Not  very  far  from  it  you  see  the  dark  plantations  of  the 
magnificent  domain  of  Curraghmore,  and  pass  through  a 
country,  blue,  hilly,  and  bare,  except  where  gentlemen’s 
seats  appear  with  their  ornaments  of  wood.  Presently, 
after  leaving  Waterford,  we  came  to  a  certain  town  called 
Kilmacthomas,  of  which  all  the  information  I  have  to  give 
is,  that  it  is  situated  upon  a  hill  and  river,  and  that  you 
may  change  horses  there.  The  road  was  covered  with 
carts  of  seaweed,  which  the  people  were  bringing  for 
manure  from  the  shore  some  four  miles  distant ;  and 
beyond  Kilmacthomas  we  beheld  the  Cummeragh  Moun¬ 
tains,  “  often  named  in  maps  the  Nennavoulagh,”  either  of 
which  names  the  reader  may  select  at  pleasure. 

Thence  we  came  to  “  Cush  cam,”  at  which  village  be  it 
known  that  the  turnpike-man  kept  the  drag  a  very  long 
time  waiting.  “I  think  the  fellow  must  be  writing  a 
book,”  said  the  coachman,  with  a  most  severe  look  of 
drollery  at  a  cockney  tourist,  who  tried,  under  the  circum¬ 
stances,  to  blush,  and  not  to  laugh.  I  wish  I  could  relate 
or  remember  half  the  mad  jokes  that  flew  about  among  the 
jolly  Irish  crew  on  the  top  of  the  coach,  and  which  would 
have  made  a  journey  through  the  Desert  jovial.  When 
the  ’pike-man  had  finished  his  composition  (that  of  a  turn¬ 
pike-ticket,  which  he  had  to  fill),  we  drove  on  to  Dungar- 
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van  ;  the  two  parts  of  which  town,  separated  by  the  river 
Colligan,  have  been  joined  by  a  causeway  three  hundred 
yards  along,  and  a  bridge  erected  at  an  enormous  outlay  by 
the  Duke  of  Devonshire.  In  former  times,  before  his 
Grace  spent  his  eighty  thousand  pounds  upon  the  cause- 
way,  this  wide  estuary  was  called  “  Dungarvan  Prospect/’ 
because  the  ladies  of  the  country,  walking  over  the  river 
at  low  water,  took  off  their  shoes  and  stockings  (such  as 
had  them),  and  tucking  up  their  clothes,  exhibited  —  what 
I  have  never  seen,  and  cannot  therefore  be  expected  to 
describe.  A  large  and  handsome  Catholic  chapel,  a  square 
with  some  pretensions  to  regularity  of  building,  a  very 
neat  and  comfortable  inn,  and  beggars  and  idlers  still  more 
numerous  than  at  Waterford,  were  what  we  had  leisure  to 
remark  in  half  an  hour’s  stroll  through  the  town. 

Near  the  prettily  situated  village  of  Cappoquin  is  the 
Trappist  House  of  Mount  Meilleraie,  of  which  we  could  only 
see  the  pinnacles.  The  brethren  were  presented  some  years 
since  with  a  barren  mountain,  which  they  have  cultivated 
most  successfully.  They  have  among  themselves  work¬ 
men  to  supply  all  their  frugal  wants :  ghostly  tailors  and 
shoemakers,  spiritual  gardeners  and  bakers,  working  m 
silence,  and  serving  heaven  after  their  way.  If  this 
reverend  community,  for  fear  of  the  opportunity  of  sinful 
talk,  choose  to  hold  their  tongues,  the  next  thing  will  be 
to  cut  them  out  together,  and  so  render  the  danger  impossi¬ 
ble  :  if  being  men  of  education  and  intelligence,  they 
incline  to  turn  butchers  and  cobblers,  and  smother  their 
intellects  by  base  and  hard  menial  labor,  who  knows  but 
one  day  a  sect  may  be  more  pious  still,  and,  rejecting  even 
butchery  and  bakery  as  savoring  too  much  of  worldly 
convenience  and  pride,  take  to  a  wild-beast  life  at  once  ? 
Let  us  concede  that  suffering,  and  mental  and  bodily  de¬ 
basement,  are  the  things  most  agreeable  to  heaven,  and 
there  is  no  knowing  where  such  piety  may  stop.  I  was 
very  glad  we  had  not  time  to  see  the  grovelling  place  ;  and 
as  for  seeing  shoes  made  or  fields  tilled  by  reverend 
amateurs,  we  can  find  cobblers  and  ploughboys  to  do  the 
work  better. 

By  the  way,  the  Quakers  have  set  up  in  Ireland  a  sort  of 
monkery  of  their  own.  Not  far  from  Carlow  we  met  a 
couple  of  cars  drawn  by  white  horses,  and  holding  white 
Quakers  and  Quakeresses,  in  white  hats,  clothes,  shoes,  with 
wild  maniacal-looking  faces,  bumping  along  the  road.  Let 
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us  hope  that  we  may  soon  get  a  community  of  Fakeers 
and  howling  Dervishes  into  the  country.  It  would  be  a 
refreshing  thing  to  see  such  ghostly  men  in  one’s  travels, 
standing  at  the  corners  of  roads  and  praising  the  Lord  by 
standing  on  one  leg,  or  cutting  and  hacking  themselves 
with  knives  like  the  prophets  of  Baal.  Is  it  not  as  pious 
for  a  man  to  deprive  himself  of  his  leg  as  of  his  tongue, 
and  to  disfigure  his  body  with  the  gashes  of  a  knife,  as 
with  the  hideous  white  raiment  of  the  illuminated  Quakers  ? 

While  these  reflections  were  going  on,  the  beautiful 
Blackwater  river  suddenly  opened  before  us,  and  driving 
along  it  for  three  miles  through  some  of  the  most  beautiful, 
rich  country  ever  seen,  we  came  to  Lismore.  Nothing  can 
be  certainly  more  magnificent  than  this  drive.  Parks  and 
rocks  covered  with  the  grandest  foliage ;  rich,  handsome 
seats  of  gentlemen  in  the  midst  of  fair  lawns  and  beautiful 
bright  plantations  and  sliubberies ;  and  at  the  end,  the 
graceful  spire  of  Lismore  church,  the  prettiest  I  have  seen 
in,  or,  I  think,  out  of  Ireland.  Nor  in  any  country  that  I 
have  visited  have  I  seen  a  view  more  noble  —  it  is  too  rich 
and  peaceful  to  be  what  is  called  romantic,  but  lofty,  large, 
and  generous ,  if  the  term  may  be  used  ;  the  river  and  banks 
as  fine  as  the  Rhine ;  the  castle  not  as  large,  but  as  noble 
and  picturesque  as  Warwick.  As  you  pass  the  bridge,  the 
banks  stretch  away  on  either  side  in  amazing  verdure,  and 
the  castle-walks  remind  one  somewhat  of  the  dear  old 
terrace  of  St.  Germains,  with  its  groves,  and  long  grave 
avenues  of  trees. 

The  salmon-fishery  of  the  Blackwater  is  let,  as  I  hear, 
for  a  thousand  a  year.  In  the  evening,  however,  we  saw 
some  gentlemen  who  are  likely  to  curtail  the  profits  of  the 
farmer  of  the  fishery  —  a  company  of  ragged  boys,  to  wit 
—  whose  occupation,  it  appears,  is  to  poach.  These  young 
fellows  were  all  lolling  over  the  bridge,  as  the  moon  rose 
rather  mistily,  and  pretended  to  be  deeply  enamoured  of  the 
view  of  the  river.  They  answered  the  questions  of  one  of 
our  party  with  the  utmost  innocence  and  openness,  and 
one  would  have  supposed  the  lads  were  so  many  Arcadians, 
but  for  the  arrival  of  an  old  woman,  who,  suddenly  coming 
up  among  them,  poured  out,  upon  one  and  all,  a  volley  of 
curses,  both  deep  and  loud,  saying  that  perdition  would  be 
their  portion,  and  calling  them  “  shchamers  ”  at  least  a 
hundred  times.  Much  to  my  wonder,  the  young  men  did 
not  reply  to  the  voluble  old  lady  for  some  time,  who  then 
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told  us  the  cause  of  her  anger.  She  had  a  son,  —  “  Look 
at  him  there,  the  villain.”  The  lad  was  standing,  looking 
very  unhappy.  “  His  father,  that’s  now  dead,  paid  a  fistful 
of  money  to  bind  him  ’prentice  at  Dungarvan :  but  these 
shchamers  followed  him  there ;  made  him  break  his  indem 
tures,  and  go  poaching  and  thieving  and  shchaming  with 
them.”  The  poor  old  woman  shook  her  hands  in  the  air, 
and  shouted  at  the  top  of  her  deep  voice  :  there  was  some^ 
think  very  touching  in  her  grotesque  sorrow;  nor  did  the 
lads  make  light  of  it  at  all,  contenting  themselves  with  a 
surly  growl,  or  an  oath,  if  directly  appealed  to  by  the 
poor  creature. 

So,  cursing  and  raging,  the  woman  went  away.  The  son, 
a  lad  of  fourteen,  evidently  the  fag  of  the  big  bullies  round 
about  him,  stood  dismally  away  from  them,  his  head  sunk 
down.  I  went  up  and  asked  him,  “  Was  that  his  mother  ?  ” 
He  said,  “Yes.”  “Was  she  good  and  kind  to  him  when 
he  was  at  home  ?  ”  He  said,  “  Oh,  yes.”  “  Why  not  come 
back  to  her?”  I  asked  him;  but  he  said  “he  couldn’t.” 
Whereupon  I  took  his  arm,  and  tried  to  lead  him  away  by 
main  force ;  but  he  said,  “  Thank  you,  sir,  but  I  can’t  go 
back,”  and  released  his  arm.  We  stood  on  the  bridge  some 
minutes  longer,  looking  at  the  view  ;  but  the  boy,  though 
he  kept  away  from  his  comrades,  would  not  come.  I 
wonder  what  they  have  done  together,  that  the  poor  boy  is 
past  going  home  ?  The  place  seemed  to  be  so  quiet  and 
beautiful,  and  far  away  from  London,  that  I  thought  crime 
couldn’t  have  reached  it ;  and  yet  here  it  lurks  somewhere 
among  six  boys  of  sixteen,  each  with  a  stain  in  his,  heart, 
and  some  black  history  to  tell.  The  poor  widow’s  yonder 
was  the  only  family  about  which  I  had  a  chance  of  know¬ 
ing  anything  in  this  remote  place ;  nay,  in  all  Ireland :  and 
God  help  us,  hers  was  a  sad  lot !  — a  husband  gone  dead,  — 
an  only  child  gone  to  ruin.  It  is  awful  to  think  that  there 
are  eight  millions  of  stories  to  be  told  in  this  island. 
Seven  million  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  thousand 
nine  hundred  and  ninety-eight  more  lives  that  I,  and  all 
brother  cockneys,  know  nothing  about.  Well,  please  God, 
they  are  not  all  like  this. 

That  day  I  heard  another  history.  A  little  old  disrepu¬ 
table  man  in  tatters,  with  a  huge  steeple  of  a  hat,  came 
shambling  down  the  street,  one  among  the  five  hundred 
blackguards  there.  A  fellow  standing  under  the  “Sun” 
portico  (a  sort  of  swaggering,  chattering,  cringing  touter , 
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and  master  of  ceremonies  to  the  gutter,)  told  us  something 
with  regard  to  the  old  disreputable  man.  His  son  had 
been  hanged  the  day  before  at  Clonmel,  for  one  of  the 
Tipperary  murders.  That  blackguard  in  our  eyes  instantly 
looked  quite  different  from  all  other  blackguards:  I  saw 
him  gesticulating  at  the  corner  of  a  street,  and  watched 
him  with  wonderful  interest. 

The  church  with  the  handsome  spire  that  looks  so  grace¬ 
ful  among  the  trees  is  a  cathedral  church,  and  one  of  the 
neatest-kept  and  prettiest  edifices  I  have  seen  in  Ireland. 
In  the  old  graveyard  Protestants  and  Catholics  lie  together 
— -  that  is,  not  together ;  for  each  has  a  side  of  the  ground 
where  they  sleep,  and,  so  occupied,  do  not  quarrel.  The 
sun  was  shining  down  upon  the  brilliant  grass  —  and  I 
don’t  think  the  shadows  of  the  Protestant  graves  are  any 
longer  or  shorter  than  those  of  the  Catholics  !  Is  it  the 
right  or  the  left  side  of  the  graveyard  which  is  nearest 
heaven  I  wonder  ?  Look,  the  sun  shines  upon  both  alike, 
“  and  the  blue  sky  bends  over  all.” 

Raleigh’s  house  is  approached  by  a  grave  old  avenue, 
and  well-kept  wall,  such  as  is  rare  in  this  country ;  and 
the  court  of  the  castle  within  has  the  solid,  comfortable, 
quiet  look,  equally  rare.  It  is  like  one  of  our  colleges  at 
Oxford :  there  is  a  side  of  the  quadrangle  with  pretty  ivy- 
covered  gables ;  another  part  of  the  square  is  more  mod¬ 
ern  ;  and  by  the  main  body  of  the  castle  is  a  small  chapel 
exceedingly  picturesque.  The  interior  is  neat  and  in 
excellent  order  ;  but  it  was  unluckily  done  up  some  thirty 
years  ago  (as  I  imagine  from  the  style),  before  our  archi¬ 
tects  had  learned  Gothic,  and  all  the  ornamental  work  is 
consequently  quite  ugly  and  out  of  keeping.  The  church 
has  probably  been  arranged  by  the  same  hand.  In  the  castle 
are  some  plainly-furnished  chambers,  one  or  two  good 
pictures,  and  a  couple  of  oriel  windows,  the  views  from 
which  up  and  down  the  river  are  exceedingly  lovely.  You 
hear  praises  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  as  a  landlord 
wherever  you  go  among  his  vast  estates :  it  is  a  pity  that, 
with  such  a  noble  residence  as  this,  and  with  such  a  won¬ 
derful  country  round  about  it,  his  Grace  should  not  inhabit 
it  more. 

Of  the  road  from  Lismore  to  Fermoy  it  does  not  behoove 
me  to  say  much,  for  a  pelting  rain  came  on  very  soon  after 
we  quitted  the  former  place,  and  accompanied  us  almost 
without  ceasing  to  Fermoy.  Here  we  had  a  glimpse  of  a 
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bridge  across  the  Blackwater,  which  we  had  skirted  in  our 
journey  from  Lismore.  Now  enveloped  in  mist  and  cloud, 
now  spanned  by  a  rainbow,  at  another  time  basking  in 
sunshine,  Nature  attired  the  charming  prospect  for  us 
in  a  score  of  different  ways ;  and  it  appeared  before  us  like 
a  coquettish  beauty  who  was  trying  what  dress  in  her 
wardrobe  might  most  become  her.  At  Ferrnoy  we  saw  a  vast 
barrack,  and  an  overgrown  inn,  where,  however,  good  fare 
was  provided ;  and  thence  hastening  came  by  Rathcormack, 
and  Watergrass  Hill,  famous  for  the  residence  of  Father 
Prout,  whom  my  friend,  the  Rev.  Francis  Sylvester,  has 
made  immortal ;  from  which  descending  we  arrived  at  the 
beautiful  wooded  village  of  Glanmire,  with  its  mills,  and 
steeples,  and  streams,  and  neat  school-houses,  and  pleasant 
country  residences.  This  brings  us  down  upon  the  superb 
stream  which  leads  from  the  sea  to  Cork. 

The  view  for  three  miles  on  both  sides  is  magnificently 
beautiful.  Fine  gardens,  and  parks,  and  villas  covered  the 
shore  on  each  bank ;  the  river  is  full  of  brisk  craft  moving 
to  the  city  or  out  to  sea ;  and  the  city  finely  ends  the 
view,  rising  upon  two  hills  on  either  side  of  the  stream. 
I  do  not  know  a  town  to  which  there  is  an  entrance  more 
beautiful,  commodious,  and  stately. 

Passing  by  numberless  handsome  lodges,  and,  nearer  the 
city,  many  terraces  in  neat  order,  the  road  conducts  us 
near  a  large  tract  of  some  hundred  acres  which  have  been 
reclaimed  from  the  sea,  and  are  destined  to  form  a  park  and 
pleasure-ground  for  the  citizens  of  Cork.  In  the  river,  and 
up  to  the  bridge,  some  hundreds  of  ships  were  lying ;  and  a 
fleet  of  steamboats  opposite  the  handsome  house  of  the 
St.  George’s  Steam-Packet  Company.  A  church  stands 
prettily  on  the  hill  above  it,  surrounded  by  a  number 
of  new  habitations  very  neat  and  white.  On  the  road 
is  a  handsome  Roman  Catholic  chapel,  or  a  chapel  which 
will  be  handsome  so  soon  as  the  necessary  funds  are 
raised  to  complete  it.  But,  as  at  Waterford,  the  chapel 
has  been  commenced,  and  the  money  has  failed,  and  the 
fine  portico  which  is  to  decorate  it  one  day  as  yet  only 
exists  on  the  architect’s  paper.  Saint  Patrick’s  bridge, 
over  which  we  pass,  is  a  pretty  building;  and  Patrick 
Street,  the  main  street  of  the  town,  has  an  air  of  business 
and  cheerfulness,  and  looks  densely  thronged. 

As  the  carriage  drove  up  to  those  neat,  comfortable,  and 
extensive  lodgings  which  Mrs.  MacQ’Boy  has  to  let,  a 
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magnificent  mob  was  formed  round  the  vehicle,  and  we 
had  an  opportunity  of  at  once  making  acquaintance  with 
some  of  the  dirtiest  rascally  faces  that  all  Ireland  presents. 
Besides  these  professional  rogues  and  beggars,  who  make 
a  point  to  attend  on  all  vehicles,  everybody  else  seemed  to 
stop  too,  to  see  that  wonder,  a  coach  and  four  horses. 
People  issued  from  their  shops,  heads  appeared  at  win¬ 
dows.  I  have  seen  the  Queen  pass  in  state  in  London, 
and  not  bring  together  a  crowd  near  so  great  as  that  which 
assembled  in  the  busiest  street  of  the  second  city  of  the 
kingdom  just  to  look  at  a  green  coach  and  four  bay  horses. 
Have  they  nothing  else  to  do? — or  is  it  that  they  will 
do  nothing  but  stare,  swagger,  and  be  idle  in  the  streets  ? 


CHAPTER  V. 


CORK - THE  AGRICULTURAL  SHOW - FATHER  MATHEW. 

MAN  has  no  need  to  be  an  agriculturist  in  order  to 


take  a  warm  interest  in  the  success  of  the  Irish 


Agricultural  Society,  and  to  see  what  vast  good  may  result 
from  it  to  the  country.  The  National  Education  scheme 


n 


—  a  noble  and  liberal  one,  at  least  as  far  as  a  stranger  can 
see,  which  might  have  united  the  Irish  people,  and  brought 
peace  into  this  most  distracted  of  all  countries  —  failed 
unhappily  of  one  of  its  greatest  ends.  The  Protestant 
clergy  have  always  treated  the  plan  with  bitter  hostility : 
and  I  do  believe,  in  withdrawing  from  it,  have  struck  the 
greatest  blow  to  themselves  as  a  body,  and  to  their  own 
influence  in  the  country,  which  has  been  dealt  to  them 
for  many  a  year.  Rich,  charitable,  pious,  well-educated, 
to  be  found  in  every  parish  in  Ireland,  had  they  chosen 
to  fraternize  with  the  people  and  the  plan,  they  might 
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have  directed  the  educational  movement ;  they  might  have 
attained  the  influence  which  is  now  given  over  entirely  to 
the  priest ;  and  when  the  present  generation,  educated 
in  the  national  schools,  were  grown  up  to  manhood,  they 
might  have  had  an  interest  in  almost  every  man  in  Ireland. 
Are  they  as  pious,  and  more  polished,  and  better  educated 
than  their  neighbors  the  priests  ?  There  is  no  doubt  of 
it;  and  by  constant  communion  with  the  people,  they 
would  have  gained  all  the  benefits  of  the  comparison,  and 
advanced  the  interests  of  their  religion  far  more  than  now 
they  can  hope  to  do.  Look  at  the  national  school :  through¬ 
out  the  country  it  is  commonly  by  the  chapel  side  —  it  is  a 
Catholic  school,  directed  and  fostered  by  the  priest ;  and 
as  no  people  are  more  eager  for  learning,  more  apt  to 
receive  it,  or  more  grateful  for  kindness  than  the  Irish, 
he  gets  all  the  gratitude  of  the  scholars  who  flock  to 
the  school,  and  all  the  future  influence  over  them,  which 
naturally  and  justly  comes  to  him.  The  Protestant  wants 
to  better  the  condition  of  these  people :  he  says  that 
the  woes  of  the  country  are  owing  to  its  prevalent  relig¬ 
ion  ;  and  in  order  to  carry  his  plans  of  amelioration  into 
effect,  he  obstinately  refuses  to  hold  communion  with 
those  whom  he  is  desirous  to  convert  to  what  he  believes 
are  sounder  principles  and  purer  doctrines.  The  clergy¬ 
man  will  reply,  that  points  of  principle  prevented  him : 
with  this  fatal  doctrinal  objection,  it  is  not,  of  course,  the 
province  of  a  layman  to  meddle ;  but  this  is  clear,  that  the 
parson  might  have  had  an  influence  over  the  country,  and 
he  would  not ;  that  he  might  have  rendered  the  Catholic 
population  friendly  to  him,  and  he  would  not ;  but,  instead, 
has  added  one  cause  of  estrangement  and  hostility  more 
to  the  many  which  already  existed  against  him.  This  is 
one  of  the  attempts  at  union  in  Ireland,  and  one  can’t 
but  think  with  the  deepest  regret  and  sorrow  of  its 
failure. 

Mr.  O’Connell  and  his  friends  set  going  another  scheme 
for  advancing  the  prosperity  of  the  country,  —  the  notable 
project  of  home  manufactures,  and  of  a  coalition  against 
foreign  importation.  This  was  a  union  certainly,  but  a 
union  of  a  different  sort  to  that  noble  and  peaceful  one 
which  the  National  Education  Board  proposed.  It  was  to 
punish  England,  while  it  pretended  to  secure  the  indepen¬ 
dence  of  Ireland,  by  shutting  out  our  manufacturers  from 
the  Irish  markets ;  which  were  one  day  or  other,  it  was 
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presumed,  to  be  filled  by  native  produce.  Large  bodies  of 
tradesmen  and  private  persons  in  Dublin  and  other  towns 
in  Ireland  associated  together,  vowing  to  purchase  no 
articles  of  ordinary  consumption  or  usage  but  what 
were  manufactured  in  the  country.  This  bigoted  old- 
world  scheme  of  restriction  —  not  much  more  liberal 
than  Swing’s  crusade  against  the  threshing-machines,  or 
the  coalitions  in  England  against  machinery  —  failed,  as 
it  deserved  to  do.  For  the  benefit  of  a  few  tradesmen, 
who  might  find  their  account  in  selling  at  dear  rates 
their  clumsy  and  imperfect  manufactures,  it  was  found 
impossible  to  tax  a  people  that  are  already  poor  enough  ; 
nor  did  the  party  take  into  account  the  cleverness  of 
the  merchants  across  sea,  who  were  by  no  means 
disposed  to  let  go  their  Irish  customers.  The  famous 
Irish  frieze  uniform  which  was  to  distinguish  these  pa¬ 
triots,  and  which  O’Connell  lauded  so  loudly  and  so  simply, 
came  over  made  at  half-price  from  Leeds  and  Glasgow, 
and  was  retailed  as  real  Irish  by  many  worthies  who  had 
been  first  to  join  the  union.  You  may  still  see  shops  here 
and  therewith  their  pompous  announcement  of  u  Irish  Man¬ 
ufactures  ” ;  but  the  scheme  is  long  gone  to  ruin :  it  could 
not  stand  against  the  vast  force  of  English  and  Scotch 
capital  and  machinery,  any  more  than  the  Ulster  spinning- 
wheel  against  the  huge  factories  and  steam-engines  which 
one  may  see  about  Belfast. 

The  scheme  of  the  Agricultural  Society  is  a  much  more 
feasible  one  ;  and  if,  please  God,  it  can  be  carried  out, 
likely  to  give  not  only  prosperity  to  the  country,  but  union 
likewise  in  a  great  degree.  As  yet  Protestants  and  Catho¬ 
lics  concerned  in  it  have  worked  well  together ;  and  it  is 
a  blessing  to  see  them  meet  upon  any  ground  without 
heartburning  and  quarrelling.  Last  year  Mr.  Purcell, 
who  is  well  known  in  Ireland  as  the  principal  mail-coach 
contractor  for  the  country,  —  who  himself  employs  more 
workmen  in  Dublin  than  perhaps  any  other  person  there, 
and  has  also  more  land  under  cultivation  than  most  of 
the  great  landed  proprietors  in  the  country,  —  wrote  a  letter 
to  the  newspapers,  giving  his  notions  of  the  fallacy  of  the 
exclusive-dealing  system,  and  pointing  out  at  the  same  time 
how  he  considered  the  country  might  be  benefited  —  by  agri¬ 
cultural  improvement,  namely.  He  spoke  of  the  neglected 
state  of  the  country,  and  its  amazing  natural  fertility ; 
and,  for  the  benefit  of  all,  called  upon  the  landlords  and 
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landholders  to  use  their  interest  and  develop  its  vast 
agricultural  resources.  Manufactures  are  at  best  but  of 
slow  growth,  and  demand  not  only  time  but  capital ; 
meanwhile,  until  the  habits  of  the  people  should  grow 
to  be  such  as  to  render  manufactures  feasible,  there 
was  a  great  neglected  treasure,  lying  under  their  feet, 
which  might  be  the  source  of  prosperity  to  all.  He 
pointed  out  the  superior  methods  of  husbandry  employed 
in  Scotland  and  England,  and  the  great  results  obtained 
upon  soils  naturally  much  poorer ;  and,  taking  the  High¬ 
land  Society  for  an  example,  the  establishment  of  which 
had  done  so  much  for  the  prosperity  of  Scotland,  he  pro¬ 
posed  the  formation  in  Ireland  of  a  similar  association. 

The  letter  made  an  extraordinary  sensation  throughout 
the  country.  Noblemen  and  gentry  of  all  sides  took  it  up ; 
and  numbers  of  these  wrote  to  Mr.  Purcell,  and  gave  him 
their  cordial  adhesion  to  the  plan.  A  meeting  was  held, 
and  the  Society  formed:  subscriptions  were  set  on  foot, 
headed  by  the  Lord  Lieutenant  (Fortescue)  and  the  Duke 
of  Leinster,  each  with  a  donation  of  20(F. ;  and  the  trustees 
had  soon  5,000Z.  at  their  disposal :  with,  besides,  an  annual 
revenue  of  1,000Z.  The  subscribed  capital  is  funded ;  and 
political  subjects  strictly  excluded.  The  Society  has  a 
show  yearly  in  one  of  the  principal  towns  of  Ireland:  it 
corresponds  with  the  various  local  agricultural  associations 
throughout  the  country ;  encourages  the  formation  of  new 
ones ;  and  distributes  prizes  and  rewards.  It  has  further 
in  contemplation,  to  establish  a  large  Agricultural  school 
for  farmers’  sons ;  and  has  formed  in  Dublin  an  Agricul¬ 
tural  Bazaar  and  Museum. 

It  was  the  first  meeting  of  the  Society  which  we  were 
come  to  see  at  Cork.  Will  it  be  able  to  carry  its  excellent 
intentions  into  effect  ?  Will  the  present  enthusiasm  of  its 
founders  and  members  continue  ?  Will  one  political  party 
or  another  get  the  upper  hand  in  it  ?  One  can’t  help 
thinking  of  these  points  with  some  anxiety  —  of  the  latter 
especially :  as  yet,  happily,  the  clergy  of  either  side  have 
kept  aloof,  and  the  union  seems  pretty  cordial  and  sincere. 

There  are  in  Cork,  as  no  doubt  in  every  town  of  Ireland 
sufficiently  considerable  to  support  a  plurality  of  hotels, 
some  especially  devoted  to  the  Conservative  and  Liberal 
parties.  Two  dinners  were  to  be  given  apropos  of  the 
Agricultural  meeting ;  and  in  order  to  conciliate  all  parties, 
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it  was  determined  that  the  Tory  landlord  should  find  the 
cheap  ten-shilling  dinner  for  one  thousand,  the  Whig  land¬ 
lord  the  genteel  guinea  dinner  for  a  few  select  hundreds. 

I  wish  Mr.  Cuff,  of  the  “  Freemasons’  Tavern,”  could 
have  been  at  Cork  to  take  a  lesson  from  the  latter  gentle¬ 
man  :  for  he  would  have  seen  that  there  are  means  of  hav¬ 
ing  not  merely  enough  to  eat,  but  enough  of  the  very  best, 
for  the  sum  of  a  guinea ;  that  persons  can  have  not  only 
wine,  but  good  wine,  and  if  inclined  (as  some  topers  are  on 
great  occasions)  to  pass  to  another  bottle,  —  a  second,  a 
third,  or  a  fifteenth  bottle,  for  what  I  know  is  very  much 
at  their  service.  It  was  a  fine  sight  to  see  Mr.  MacDowall 
presiding  over  an  ice-well  and  extracting  the  bottles  of 
champagne.  With  what  calmness  he  did  it !  How  the 
corks  popped,  and  the  liquor  fizzed,  and  the  agriculturalists 
drank  the  bumpers  off !  And  how  good  the  wine  was  too 
— the  greatest  merit  of  all !  Mr.  MacDowall  did  credit  to 
his  liberal  politics  by  his  liberal  dinner. 

“Sir,”  says  a  waiter  whom  I  asked  for  currant-jelly  for 
the  haunch  —  (there  were  a  dozen  such  smoking  on  various 
parts  of  the  table  —  think  of  that,  Mr.  Cuff !)  —  “  Sir,”  says 
the  waiter,  “there’s  no  jelly,  but  I’ve  brought  you  some  very 
fine  lobster-sauce .”  I  think  this  was  the  most  remarkable 
speech  of  the  evening ;  not  excepting  that  of  my  Lord 
Bernard,  who,  to  three  hundred  gentlemen  more  or  less  con¬ 
nected  with  farming,  had  actually  the  audacity  to  quote  the 
words  of  the  great  agricultural  poet  of  Borne  — 

“  O  fortunatos  nimium  sua 

How  long  are  our  statesmen  in  England  to  continue  to 
back  their  opinions  by  the  Latin  grammar  ?  Are  the  Irish 
agriculturalists  so  very  happy,  if  they  did  but  know  it  —  at 
least  those  out  of  doors  ?  Well,  those  within  were  jolly 
enough.  Champagne  and  claret,  turbot  and  haunch,  are 
gifts  of  the  justissima  tellies ,  with  which  few  husbandmen 
will  be  disposed  to  quarrel :  —  no  more  let  us  quarrel  either 
with  eloquence  after  dinner. 

If  the  Liberal  landlord  had  shown  his  principles  in  his 
dinner,  the  Conservative  certainly  showed  his,  by  conserv¬ 
ing  as  much  profit  as  possible  for  himself.  We  sat  down 
one  thousand  to  some  two  hundred  and  fifty  cold  joints  of 
meat.  Every  man  was  treated  with  a  pint  of  wine,  and 
very  bad  too,  so  that  there  was  the  less  cause  to  grumble 
because  more  was  not  served.  Those  agriculturalists  who 
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had  a  mind  to  drink  whiskey-and-water  had  to  pay  extra 
for  their  punch.  Nay,  after  shouting  in  vain  for  half  an 
hour  to  a  waiter  for  some  cold  water,  the  unhappy  writer 
could  only  get  it  by  promising  a  shilling.  The  sum  was 
paid  on  delivery  of  the  article ;  but  as  everybody  round 
was  thirsty  too,  I  got  but  a  glassful  from  the  decanter, 
which  only  served  to  make  me  long  for  more.  The  waiter 
(the  rascal !)  promised  more,  but  never  came  near  us  after¬ 
wards  :  he  had  got  his  shilling,  and  so  he  left  us  in  a  hot 
room,  surrounded  by  a  thousand  hot  fellow-creatures,  one 
of  them  making  a  dry  speech.  The  agriculturalists  were  not 
on  this  occasion  nimium  fortunati. 

To  have  heard  a  nobleman,  however,  who  discoursed  to 
the  meeting,  you  would  have  fancied  that  we  were  the 
luckiest  mortals  under  the  broiling  July  sun.  He  said  he 
could  conceive  nothing  more  delightful  than  to  see,  “on 
proper  occasions,”  —  (mind,  on  proper  occasions  /)  —  “  the 
landlord  mixing  with  his  tenantry  ;  and  to  look  around  him 
at  a  scene  like  this,  and  see  the  condescension  with  which 
the  gentry  mingled  with  the  farmers  !”  Prodigious  conde¬ 
scension,  truly  !  This  neat  speech  seemed  to  me  an  oratorio 
slap  on  the  face  to  about  nine  hundred  and  seventy  persons 
present ;  and  being  one  of  the  latter,  I  began  to  hiss  by 
way  of  acknowledgment  of  the  compliment,  and  hoped  that 
a  strong  party  would  have  destroyed  the  harmony  of  the 
evening,  and  done  likewise.  But  not  one  hereditary  bonds¬ 
man  would  join  in  the  compliment  —  and  they  were  quite 
right  too.  The  old  lord  who  talked  about  condescension  is 
one  of  the  greatest  and  kindest  landlords  in  Ireland.  If  he 
thinks  he  condescends  by  doing  his  duty  and  mixing  with 
men  as  good  as  himself,  the  fault  lies  with  the  latter. 
Why  are  they  so  ready  to  go  down  on  their  knees  to  my 
lord  ?  A  man  can’t  help  “  condescending  ”  to  another  who 
will  persist  in  kissing  his  shoestrings.  They  respect  rank 
in  England  —  the  people  seem  almost  to  adore  it  here. 

As  an  instance  of  the  intense  veneration  for  lords  which 
distinguishes  this  county  of  Cork,  I  may  mention  what 
occurred  afterwards.  The  members  of  the  Cork  Society 
gave  a  dinner  to  their  guests  of  the  Irish  Agricultural 
Association.  The  founder  of  the  latter,  as  Lord  Downshire 
stated,  was  Mr.  Purcell :  and  as  it  was  agreed  on  all  hands 
that  the  Society  so  founded  was  likely  to  prove  of  the 
greatest  benefit  to  the  country,  one  might  have  supposed 
that  any  compliment  paid  to  it  might  have  been  paid  to  it 
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through  its  founder.  Not  so.  The  Society  asked  the  lords 
to  dine,  and  Mr.  Purcell  to  meet  the  lords. 

After  the  grand  dinner  came  a  grand  ball,  which  was 
indeed  one  of  the  gayest  and  prettiest  sights  ever  seen;  nor 
was  it  the  less  agreeable  because  the  ladies  of  the  city 
mixed  with  the  ladies  from  the  country,  and  vied  with  them 
in  grace  and  beauty.  The  charming  gayety  and  frankness 
of  the  Irish  ladies  have  been  noted  and  admired  by  every 
foreigner  who  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  mingle  in  their 
society ;  and  I  hope  it  is  not  detracting  from  the  merit  of 
the  upper  classes  to  say  that  the  lower  are  not  a  whit  less 
pleasing.  I  never  saw  in  any  country  such  a  general  grace 
of  manner  and  ladyhood.  In  the  midst  of  their  gayety,  too,  it 
must  be  remembered  that  they  are  the  chastest  of  women,  and 
that  no  country  in  Europe  can  boast  of  such  a  general  purity. 

In  regard  of  the  Munster  ladies,  I  had  the  pleasure  to  be 
present  at  two  or  three  evening-parties  at  Cork,  and  must 
say  that  they  seem  to  excel  the  English  ladies  not  only  in 
wit  and  vivacity,  but  in  the  still  more  important  article 
of  the  toilet.  They  are  as  well  dressed  as  Frenchwomen, 
and  incomparably  handsomer ;  and  if  ever  this  book  reaches 
a  thirtieth  edition,  and  I  can  find  out  better  words  to  ex¬ 
press  admiration,  they  shall  be  inserted  here.  Among  the 
ladies’  accomplishments,  I  may  mention  that  I  have  heard 
in  two  or  three  private  families  such  fine  music  as  is  rarely 
to  be  met  with  out  of  a  capital.  In  one  house  we  had  a 
supper  and  songs  afterwards,  in  the  old  honest  fashion. 
Time  was  in  Ireland  when  the  custom  was  a  common  one  ; 
but  the  world  grows  languid  as  it  grows  genteel ;  and  I 
fancy  it  requires  more  than  ordinary  spirit  and  courage  now 
for  a  good  old  gentleman,  at  the  head  of  his  kind  family 
table,  to  strike  up  a  good  old  family  song. 

The  delightful  old  gentleman  who  sung  the  song  here 
mentioned  could  not  help  talking  of  the  Temperance  move¬ 
ment  with  a  sort  of  regret,  and  said  that  all  the  fun  had 
gone  out  of  Ireland  since  Father  Mathew  banished  the 
whiskey  from  it.  Indeed,  any  stranger  going  amongst  the 
people  can  perceive  that  they  are  now  anything  but  gay.  I 
have  seen  a  great  number  of  crowds  and  meetings  of  people 
in  all  parts  of  Ireland,  and  found  them  all  gloomy.  There 
is  nothing  like  the  merry-making  one  reads  of  in  the  Irish 
novels.  Lever  and  Maxwell  must  be  taken  as  chroniclers 
of  the  old  times  — the  pleasant  but  wrong  old  times  —  foi 
which  one  can’t  help  having  an  antiquarian  fondness. 
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On  the  day  we  arrived  at  Cork,  and  as  the  passengers 
descended  from  “the  drag,”  a  stout,  handsome,  honest- 
looking  man,  of  some  two-and-forty  years,  was  passing  by, 
and  received  a  number  of  bows  from  the  crowd  around.  It 
was  Theobald  Mathew,  with  whose  face  a  thousand  little 
print-shop  windows  had  already  rendered  me  familiar.  He 
shook  hands  with  the  master  of  the  carriage  very  cordially, 
and  just  as  cordially  with  the  master’s  coachman,  a  disciple 
of  temperance,  as  at  least  half  Ireland  is  at  present.  The 
day  after  the  famous  dinner  at  MacDo  wall’s,  some  of  us 
came  down  rather  late,  perhaps  in  consequence  of  the 
events  of  the  night  before  —  (I  think  it  was  Lord  Bernard’s 
quotation  from  Virgil,  or  else  the  absence  of  the  currant- 


jelly  for  the  venison,  that  occasioned  a  slight  headache 
among  some  of  us,  and  an  extreme  longing  for  soda-water), 
—  and  there  was  the  Apostle  of  Temperance  seated  at  the 
table  drinking  tea.  Some  of  us  felt  a  little  ashamed  of 
ourselves,  and  did  not  like  to  ask  somehow  for  the  soda- 
water  m  such  an  awful  presence  as  that.  Besides,  it  would 
have  been  a  confession  to  a  Catholic  priest,  and,  as  a  Pro¬ 
testant,  I  am  above  it. 

The  world  likes  to  know  how  a  great  man  appears  even 
to  a  valet-de-cliambre,  and  I  suppose  it  is  one’s  vanity  that 
is  flattered  in  such  rare  company  to  find  the  great  man 
quite  as  unassuming  as  the  very  smallest  personage  pres¬ 
ent  ;  and  so  like  to  other  mortals,  that  we  would  not  know 
him  to  be  a  great  man  at  all,  did  we  not  know  his  name, 
and  what  he  had  done.  There  is  nothing  remarkable  in 
Mr.  Mathew’s  manner,  except  that  it  is  exceedingly  simple, 
hearty,  and  manly,  and  that  he  does  not  wear  the  downcast, 
demure  look  which,  I  know  not  why,  certainly  characterizes 
the  chief  part  of  the  gentlemen  of  his  profession.  Whence 
comes  that  general  scowl  which  darkens  the  faces  of  the 
Irish  priesthood  ?  I  have  met  a  score  of  these  reverend 
gentlemen  in  the  country,  and  not  one  of  them  seemed  to 
look  or  speak  frankly,  except  Mr.  Mathew,  and  a  couple 
more.  He  is  almost  the  only  man,  too,  that  I  have  met  in 
Ireland,  who,  in  speaking  of  public  matters,  did  not  talk  as 
a  partisan.  With  the  state  of  the  country,  of  landlord, 
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tenant,  and  peasantry,  lie  seemed  to  be  most  curiously  and 
intimately  acquainted  ;  speaking  of  their  wants,  differences, 
and  the  means  of  bettering  them,  with  the  minutest  practf 
cal  knowledge.  And  it  was  impossible  in  hearing  him  to 
know,  but  from  previous  acquaintance  with  his  character,, 
whether  he  was  Whig  or  Tory,  Catholic  or  Protestant. 
Why  does  not  Government  make  a  Privy  Councillor  of  him  ? 
—  that  is,  if  he  would  honor  the  Eight  Honorable  body  by 
taking  a  seat  amongst  them.  His  knowledge  of  the  people 
is  prodigious,  and  their  confidence  in  him  as  great ;  and 
what  a  touching  attachment  that  is  which  these  poor  fellows 
show  to  any  one  who  has  their  cause  at  heart  —  even  to  any 
one  who  says  he  has  ! 

Avoiding  all  political  questions,  no  man  seems  more 
eager  than  he  for  the  practical  improvement  of  this  country. 
Leases  and  rents,  farming  improvements,  reading-societies, 
music-societies  —  he  was  full  of  these,  and  of  his  schemes 
of  temperance  above  all.  He  never  misses  a  chance  of 
making  a  convert,  and  has  his  hand  ready  and  a  pledge  in 
his  pocket  for  sick  or  poor.  One  of  his  disciples  in  a  livery- 
coat  came  into  the  room  with  a  tray  —  Mr.  Mathew  recog¬ 
nized  him,  and  shook  him  by  the  hand  directly ;  so  he  did 
with  the  strangers  who  were  presented  to  him ;  and  not 
with  a  courtly  popularity-hunting  air,  but,  as  it  seemed, 
from  sheer  hearty  kindness,  and  a  desire  to  do  every  one 
good. 

When  breakfast  was  done  —  (he  took  but  one  cup  of  tea, 
and  says  that,  from  having  been  a  great  consumer  of  tea 
and  refreshing  liquids  before,  a  small  cup  of  tea,  and  one 
glass  of  water  at  dinner,  now  serve  him  for  his  day’s  bever¬ 
age)  —  he  took  the  ladies  of  our  party  to  see  his  burying- 
ground,  —  a  new  and  handsome  cemetery,  lying  a  little  way 
out  of  the  town,  and  where,  thank  God !  Protestants  and 
Catholics  may  lie  together,  without  clergymen  quarrelling 
over  their  coffins. 

It  is  a  handsome  piece  of  ground,  and  was  formerly  a  bo¬ 
tanic  garden ;  but  the  funds  failed  for  that  undertaking,  as 
they  have  for  a  thousand  other  public  enterprises  in  this 
poor  disunited  country ;  and  so  it  has  been  converted  into 
a  hortus  siccus  for  us  mortals.  There  is  already  a  pretty 
large  collection.  In  the  midst  is  a  place  for  Mathew  him¬ 
self —  honor  to  him,  living  or  dead!  Meanwhile,  numerous 
stately  monuments  have  been  built,  flowers  planted  here 
and  there  over  dear  remains,  and  the  garden  in  which  they 

VOL.  II. - 5 


66 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


lie  is  rich,  green,  and  beautiful.  Here  is  a  fine  statue,  by 
Hogan,  of  a  weeping  genius  that  broods  over  the  tomb  of 
an  honest  merchant  and  clothier  of  the  city.  He  took  a 
liking  to  the  artist,  his  fellow-townsman,  and  ordered  his 
own  monument,  and  had  the  gratification  to  see  it  arrive 
from  Rome  a  few  weeks  before  his  death.  A  prettier  thing 
even  than  the  statue  is  the  tomb  of  a  little  boy,  which  has 
been  shut  in  by  a  large  and  curious  grille  of  iron-work. 
The  father  worked  it,  a  blacksmith,  whose  darling  the  child 
was,  and  he  spent  three  years  in  hammering  out  this 
mausoleum.  It  is  the  beautiful  story  of  the  pot  of  oint¬ 
ment  told  again  at  the  poor  blacksmith’s  anvil ;  and  who 
can  but  like  him  for  placing  this  fine  gilded  cage  over  the 
body  of  his  poor  little  one  ?  Presently  you  come  to  a 
Frenchwoman’s  tomb,  with  a  French  epitaph  by  a  French 
husband,  and  a  pot  of  artificial  flowers  in  a  niche  —  a  wig, 
and  a  pot  of  rouge,  as  it  were,  just  to  make  the  dead  look 
passably  well.  It  is  his  manner  of  showing  his  sympathy 
for  an  immortal  soul  that  has  passed  away.  The  poor  may 
be  buried  here  for  nothing ;  and  here,  too,  once  more 
thank  God  !  each  may  rest  without  priests  or  parsons 
scowling  hell-fire  at  his  neighbor  unconscious  under  the 
grass. 


CHAPTER  YI. 


CORK - THE  URSULINE  CONVENT 


HERE  is  a  large  Ursuline  convent  at  Blackrock,  near 


_L  Cork,  and  a  lady  who  had  been  educated  there  was 
kind  enough  to  invite  me  to  join  a  party  to  visit  the  place. 
Was  not  this  a  great  privilege  for  a  heretic  ?  I  have 
peeped  into  convent  chapels  abroad,  and  occasionally  caught 
glimpses  of  a  white  veil  or  black  gown ;  but  to  see  the 


pious  ladies  in  their  own  retreat  was  quite  a  novelty  — 
much  more  exciting  than  the  exhibition  of  Long  Horns 
and  Short  Horns  by  which  we  had  to  pass  on  our  road  to 
Blackrock. 

The  three  miles’  ride  is  very  pretty.  As  far  as  Nature 
goes,  she  has  done  her  best  for  the  neighborhood ;  and  the 
noble  hills  on  the  opposite  coast  of  the  river,  studded  with 
innumerable  pretty  villas  and  garnished  with  fine  trees  and 
meadows,  the  river  itself  dark  blue  under  a  brilliant  cloud¬ 
less  heaven,  and  lively  with  its  multiplicity  of  gay  craft, 
accompany  the  traveller  along  the  road ;  except  here  and 
there  where  the  view  is  shut  out  by  fine  avenues  of  trees, 
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a  beggarly  row  of  cottages,  or  a  villa  wall.  Kows  of  dirty 
cabins,  and  smart  bankers’  country-houses,  meet  one  at 
every  turn ;  nor  do  the  latter  want  for  fine  names,  you  may 
be  sure.  The  Irish  grandiloquence  displays  itself  finely  in 
the  invention  of  such ;  and,  to  the  great  inconvenience,  I 
should  think,  of  the  postman,  the  names  of  the  houses  ap< 
pear  to  change  with  the  tenants  ;  for  1  saw  many  old  houses 
with  new  placards  in  front,  setting  forth  the  last  title  of 
the  house. 

I  had  the  box  of  the  carriage  (a  smart  vehicle  that  would 
have  done  credit  to  the  ring),  and  found  the  gentleman  by 
my  side  very  communicative.  He  named  the  owners  of 
the  pretty  mansions  and  lawns  visible  on  the  other  side  of 
the  river  :  they  appear  almost  all  to  be  merchants,  who  have 
made  their  fortunes  in  the  city.  In  the  like  manner, 
though  the  air  of  the  town  is  extremely  fresh  and  pure  to 
a  pair  of  London  lungs,  the  Cork  shopkeeper  is  not  satisfied 
with  it,  but  contrives  for  himself  a  place  (with  an  euphon¬ 
ious  name,  no  doubt)  in  the  suburbs  of  the  city.  These 
stretch  to  a  great  extent  along  the  beautiful,  liberal-looking 
banks  of  the  stream. 

I  asked  the  man  about  the  Temperance,  and  whether  he 
was  a  temperance  man  ?  He  replied  by  pulling  a  medal  out 
of  his  waistcoat  pocket,  saying  that  he  always  carried  it 
about  with  him  for  fear  of  temptation.  He  said  that  he 
took  the  pledge  two  years  ago,  before  which  time,  as  he 
confessed,  he  had  been  a  sad  sinner  in  the  way  of  drink.  “  I 
used  to  take,”  said  he,  “  from  eighteen  to  twenty  glasses  of 
whiskey  a  day ;  I  was  always  at  the  drink ;  I’d  be  often  up 
all  night  at  the  public :  I  was  turned  away  by  my  present 
master  on  account  of  it ;  ”  and  all  of  a  sudden  he  resolved 
to  break  it  off.  I  asked  him  whether  he  had  not  at  first 
experienced  ill-health  from  the  suddenness  of  the  change  in 
his  habits ;  but  he  said  —  and  let  all  persons  meditating  a 
conversion  from  liquor  remember  the  fact  —  that  the  absti¬ 
nence  never  affected  him  in  the  least,  but  that  he  went  on 
growing  better  and  better  in  health  every  day,  stronger  and 
more  able  of  mind  and  body. 

The  man  was  a  Catholic,  and  in  speaking  of  the  numer¬ 
ous  places  of  worship  along  the  road  as  we  passed,  I’m 
sorry  to  confess,  dealt  some  rude  cuts  with  his  whip  regard¬ 
ing  the  Protestants.  Coachman  as  he  was,  the  fellow’s 
remarks  seemed  to  be  correct :  for  it  appears  that  the  relig¬ 
ious  world  of  Cork  is  of  so  excessively  enlightened  a  kind, 
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that  one  church  will  not  content  one  pious  person ;  but 
that,  on  the  contrary,  they  will  be  at  Church  of  a  morning, 
at  Independent  church  of  an  afternoon,  at  a  Darbyite  con¬ 
gregation  of  an  evening,  and  so  on,  gathering  excitement  or 
information  from  all  sources  which  they  could  come  at.  Is 
not  this  the  case  ?  are  not  some  of  the  ultra-serious  as  eager 
after  a  new  preacher,  as  the  ultra-worldly  for  a  new  dancer  ? 
don’t  they  talk  and  gossip  about  him  as  much  ?  Though 
theology  from  the  coach-box  is  rather  questionable  (after  all, 
the  man  was  just  as  much  authorized  to  propound  his 
notions  as  many  a  fellow  from  an  amateur  pulpit),  yet  he 
certainly  had  the  right  here  as  far  as  his  charge  against 
certain  Protestants  went. 

The  reasoning  from  it  was  quite  obvious,  and  I’m  sure 
was  in  the  man’s  mind,  though  he  did  not  utter  it,  as  we 
drove  by  this  time  into  the  convent  gate.  “Here,”  says 
coachman,  “  is  our  church.  I  don’t  drive  my  master  and 
mistress  from  church  to  chapel,  and  from  chapel  to  con¬ 
venticle,  hunting  after  new  preachers  every  Sabbath.  I 
bring  them  every  Sunday  and  set  them  down  at  the  same 
place,  where  they  know  that  everything  they  hear  must 
be  right.  Their  fathers  have  done  the  same  thing  before 
them ;  and  the  young  ladies  and  gentlemen  will  come  here 
too ;  and  all  the  new-fangled  doctors  and  teachers  may  go 
roaring  through  the  land,  and  still  here  we  come  regularly, 
not  caring  a  whit  for  the  vagaries  of  others,  knowing  that 
we  ourselves  are  in  the  real  old  right  and  original  way.” 

I  am  sure  this  is  what  the  fellow  meant  by  his  sneer  at 
the  Protestants,  and  their  gadding  from  one  doctrine  to 
another;  but  there  was  no  call  and  no  time  to  have  a 
battle  with  him,  as  by  this  time  we  had  entered  a  large 
lawn  covered  with  haycocks,  and  prettily,  as  I  think,  orna¬ 
mented  with  a  border  of  blossoming  potatoes,  and  drove  up 
to  the  front  door  of  the  convent.  It  is  a  huge  old  square 
house,  with  many  windows,  having  probably  been  some 
flaunting  squire’s  residence ;  but  the  nuns  have  taken  off 
somewhat  from  the  rakish  look,  by  flinging  out  a  couple  of 
wings  with  chapels,  or  buildings  like  chapels,  at  either  end. 

A  large,  lofty,  clean,  trim  hall  was  open  to  a  flight  of 
steps,  and  we  found  a  young  lady  in  the  hall,  playing, 
instead  of  a  pious  sonata  —  which  I  vainly  thought  was 
the  practice  in  such  godly  seminaries  of  learning  —  that 
abominable  rattling  piece  of  music  called  La  Violette,  which 
it  has  been  my  lot  to  hear  executed  by  other  young  ladies ; 
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and  which  (with  its  like)  has  always  appeared  to  me  to  be 
constructed  upon  this  simple  fashion  —  to  take  a  tune,  and 
then,  as  it  were,  to  fling  it  down  and  up  stairs.  As  soon  as 
the  young  lady  playing  “  The  Violet  ”  saw  us,  she  quitted 
the  hall  and  retired  to  an  inner  apartment,  where  she 
resumed  that  delectable  piece  at  her  leisure.  Indeed  there 
were  pianos  all  over  the  educational  part  of  the  house. 

We  were  shown  into  a  gay  parlor  (where  hangs  a  pretty 
drawing  representing  the  melancholy  old  convent  which 
the  sisters  previously  inhabited  in  Cork),  and  presently 
Sister  No.  Two-Eight  made  her  appearance  —  a  pretty  and 
graceful  lady,  attired  as  on  the  next  page. 

“’Tis  the  prettiest  nun  of  the  whole  house/’  whispered 
the  lady  who  had  been  educated  at  the  convent ;  and  I 
must  own  that  slim,  gentle,  and  pretty  as  this  young  lady 
was,  and  calculated  with  her  kind  smiling  face  and  little 
figure  to  frighten  no  one  in  the  world,  a  great  six-foot 
Protestant  could  not  help  looking  at  her  with  a  little 
tremble.  I  had  never  been  in  a  nun’s  company  before  ; 
I’m  afraid  of  such  —  I  don’t  care  to  own  —  in  their  black 
mysterious  robes  and  awful  veils.  As  priests  in  gorgeous 
vestments,  and  little  rosy  incense-boys  in  red,  bob  their 
heads  and  knees  up  and  down  before  altars,  or  clatter 
silver  pots  full  of  smoking  odors,  I  feel  I  don’t  know  what 
sort  of  thrill  and  secret  creeping  terror.  Here  I  was,  in  a 
room  with  a  real  live  nun,  pretty  and  pale  —  I  wonder  has 
she  any  of  her  sisterhood  immured  in  oubliettes  down  be¬ 
low;  is  her  poor  little  weak,  delicate  body  scarred  all  over 
with  scourgings,  iron  collars,  hair  shirts  ?  What  has  she 
had  for  dinner  to-day  ?  —  as  we  passed  the  refectory  there 
was  a  faint  sort  of  a  vapid  nun-like  vegetable  smell,  speak¬ 
ing  of  fasts  and  wooden  platters ;  and  I  could  picture  to 
myself  silent  sisters  eating  their  meal  —  a  grim  old  yellow 
one  in  the  reading-desk,  croaking  out  an  extract  from  a 
sermon  for  their  edification. 

But  is  it  policy,  or  hypocrisy,  or  reality  ?  These  nuns 
affect  extreme  happiness  and  content  with  their  condition : 
a  smiling  beatitude,  which  they  insist  belongs  peculiarly 
to  them,  and  about  which  the  only  doubtful  point  is  the 
manner  in  which  it  is  produced  before  strangers.  Young 
ladies  educated  in  convents  have  often  mentioned  this  fact 
—  how  the  nuns  persist  in  declaring  and  proving  to  them 
their  own  extreme  enjoyment  of  life. 

Were  all  the  smiles  of  that  kind-looking  Sister  Two* 
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Eight  perfectly  sincere  ?  Whenever  she  spoke  her  face 
was  lighted  up  with  one.  She  seemed  perfectly  radiant 
with  happiness,  tripping  lightly  before  us,  and  distributing 
kind  compliments  to  each,  which  made  me  in  a  very  few 
minutes  forget  the  introductory  fright  which  her  poor 
little  presence  had  occasioned. 

She  took  us  through  the  hall  (where  was  the  vegetable 
savor  before  mentioned),  and  showed  us  the  contrivance  by 
which  the  name  of  Two-Eight  was  ascertained.  Each  nun 
has  a  number,  or  a  combination  of  numbers,  prefixed  to  her 
name ;  and  a  bell  is  pulled  a  corresponding  number  of 
times,  by  which  each  sister  knows 
when  she  is  wanted.  Poor  souls  ! 
are  they  always  on  the  lookout 
for  that  bell,  that  the  ringing  of 
it  should  be  supposed  infallibly  to 
awaken  their  attention  ? 

From  the  hall  the  sister  con¬ 
ducted  us  through  ranges  of  apart¬ 
ments,  and  I  had  almost  said 
avenues  of  pianofortes,  whence 
here  and  there  a  startled  pensioner 
would  rise  hinnuleo  similis ,  at  our 
approach,  seeking  a  imvidam  ma- 
trem  in  the  person  of  a  demure 
old  stout  mother  hard  by.  We 
were  taken  through  a  hall  deco¬ 
rated  with  a  series  of  pictures 
of  Pope  Pius  VI., — wonderful  adventures,  truly,  in  the 
life  of  the  gentle  old  man.  In  one  you  see  him  grace¬ 
fully  receiving  a  Prince  and  Princess  of  Russia  (tremendous 
incident !).  The  Prince  has  a  pigtail,  the  Princess  powder 
and  a  train,  the  Pope  a  —  but  never  mind,  we  shall  never 
get  through  the  house  at  this  rate. 

Passing  through  Pope  Pius’s  gallery,  we  came  into  a 
long,  clean,  lofty  passage,  with  many  little  doors  on  each 
side ;  and  here  I  confess  my  heart  began  to  thump  again. 
These  were  the  doors  of  the  cells  of  the  Sisters.  Bon 
Dieu  !  and  is  it  possible  that  I  shall  see  a  nun’s  cell  ? 
Do  I  not  recollect  the  nun’s  cell  in  u  The  Monk,”  or  in 
“  The  Romance  of  the  Forest  ”  ?  or,  if  not  there,  at  any 
rate,  in  a  thousand  noble  romances,  read  in  early  days  of 
half-holiday  perhaps  —  romances  at  twopence  a  volume. 

Come  in,  in  the  name  of  the  saints !  Here  is  the  cell.  I 
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took  off  my  liat  and  examined  the  little  room  with  much 
curious  wonder  and  reverence.  There  was  an  iron  bed, 
with  comfortable  curtains  of  green  serge.  There  was  a 
little  clotlies-chest  of  yellow  wood,  neatly  cleaned,  and 
a  wooden  chair  beside  it,  and  a  desk  on  the  chest,  and 
about  six  pictures  on  the  wall  —  little  religious  pictures  :  a 
saint  with  gilt  paper  round  him ;  the  Virgin  showing  on 
her  breast  a  bleeding  heart,  with  a  sword  run  through  it ; 
and  other  sad  little  subjects,  calculated  to  make  the  inmate 
of  the  cell  think  of  the  sufferings  of  the  saints  and  martyrs 
of  the  Church.  Then  there  was  a  little  crucifix,  and  a  wax- 
candle  on  the  ledge  ;  and  here  was  the  place  where  the 
poor  black-veiled  things  were  to  pass  their  lives  forever ! 

After  having  seen  a  couple  of  these  little  cells,  we  left 
the  corridors  in  which  they  were,  and  were  conducted,  with 
a  sort  of  pride  on  the  nun’s  part,  I  thought,  into  the  grand 
room  of  the  convent  —  a  parlor  with  pictures  of  saints,  and 
a  gay  paper,  and  a  series  of  small  fineries,  such  only  as 
women  very  idle  know  how  to  make.  There  were  some 
portraits  in  the  room,  one  an  atrocious  daub  of  an  ugly 
old  woman,  surrounded  by  children  still  more  hideous. 
Somebody  had  told  the  poor  nun  that  this  was  a  fine  thing, 
and  she  believed  it  —  heaven  bless  her!  —  quite  implicitly: 
nor  is  the  picture  of  the  ugly  old  Canadian  woman  the  first 
reputation  that  has  been  made  this  way. 

Then  from  the  fine  parlor  we  went  to  the  museum.  I 
don’t  know  how  we  should  be  curious  of  such  trifles  ;  but 
the  chronicling  of  small-beer  is  the  main  business  of  life  — 
people  only  differing,  as  Tom  Moore  wisely  says  in  one  of 
his  best  poems,  about  their  own  peculiar  tap.  The  poor 
nun’s  little  collection  of  gimcracks  was  displayed  in  great 
state  :  there  were  spars  in  one  drawer ;  and,  I  think,  a 
Chinese  shoe  and  some  Indian  wares  in  another ;  and  some 
medals  of  the  Popes,  and  a  couple  of  score  of  coins ;  and  a 
clean  glass  case,  full  of  antique  works  of  French  theology 
of  the  distant  period  of  Louis  XV.,  to  judge  by  the  bind¬ 
ings  —  and  this  formed  the  main  part  of  the  museum. 
“  The  chief  objects  were  gathered  together  by  a  single 
nun,”  said  the  sister,  with  a  look  of  wonder,  as  she  went 
prattling  on,  and  leading  us  hither  and  thither,  like  a  child 
showing  her  toys. 

What  strange  mixture  of  pity  and  pleasure  is  it  which 
comes  over  you  sometimes  when  a  child  takes  you  by  the 
hand,  and  leads  you  up  solemnly  to  some  little  treasure  of 
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its  own  —  a  feather,  or  a  string  of  glass  beads  ?  I  declare 
I  have  often  looked  at  such  with  more  delight  than  at  dia¬ 
monds  ;  and  felt  the  same  sort  of  soft  wonder  examining 
the  nun’s  little  treasure-chamber.  There  was  something 
touching  in  the  very  poverty  of  it :  —  had  it  been  liner,  it 
would  not  have  been  half  so  good. 

And  now  we  had  seen  all  the  wonders  of  the  house  but 
the  chapel,  and  thither  we  were  conducted  ;  all  the  ladies 
of  our  part}^  kneeling  down  as  they  entered  the  building, 
and  saying  a  short  prayer. 


This,  as  I  am  on  sentimental  confessions.  I  must  own 
affected  me  too.  It  was  a  very  pretty  and  tender  sight.  I 
should  have  liked  to  kneel  down  too,  but  was  ashamed ; 
our  northern  usages  not  encouraging —  among  men  at  least 
—  that  sort  of  abandonment  of  dignity.  Do  any  of  us  dare 
to  sing  psalms  in  church  ?  and  don’t  we  look  with  rather 
a  sneer  at  a  man  who  does  ? 

The  chapel  had  nothing  remarkable  in  it  except  a  very 
good  organ,  as  I  was  told ;  for  we  were  allowed  only  to  see 
the  exterior  of  that  instrument,  our  pious  guide  with  much 
pleasure  removing  an  oil-cloth  which  covered  the  mahogany. 
At  one  side  of  the  altar  is  a  long  high  grille ,  through  which 
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you  see  a  hall,  where  the  nuns  have  their  stalls,  and  sit  in 
chapel  time ;  and  beyond  this  hall  is  another  small  chapel; 
with  a  couple  of  altars,  and  one  beautiful  print  in  one  of 
them — a  German  Holy  Family —  a  prim,  mystical,  tender 
piece,  just  befitting  the  place. 

In  the  grille  is  a  little  wicket  and  a  ledge  before  it.  It 
is  to  this  wicket  that  women  are  brought  to  kneel ;  and  a 
bishop  is  in  the  chapel  on  the  other  side,  and  takes  their 
hands  in  his,  and  receives  their  vows.  I  had  never  seen 
the  like  before,  and  own  that  I  felt  a  sort  of  shudder  at 
looking  at  the  place.  There  rest  the  girl’s  knees  as  she 
offers  herself  up,  and  forswears  the  sacred  affections  which 
God  gave  her ;  there  she  kneels  and  denies  forever  the 
beautiful  duties  of  her  being :  —  no  tender  maternal 
yearnings,  no  gentle  attachments  are  to  be  had  for  her 
or  from  her,  —  there  she  kneels  and  commits  suicide  upon 
her  heart.  O  honest  Martin  Luther !  thank  God,  you 
came  to  pull  that  infernal,  wicked,  unnatural  altar  down 
- — that  cursed  Paganism  !  Let  people,  solitary,  worn  out 
by  sorrow  or  oppressed  with  extreme  remorse,  retire  to 
such  places ;  fly  and  beat  your  breasts  in  caverns  and 
wildernesses,  0  women,  if  you  will,  but  be  Magdalens 
first.  It  is  shameful  that  any  young  girl,  with  any  voca¬ 
tion  however  seemingly  strong,  should  be  allowed  to  bury 
herself  in  this  small  tomb  of  a  few  acres.  Look  at  yonder 
nun, — pretty,  smiling,  graceful,  and  young,  —  what  has 
God’s  world  done  to  her,  that  she  should  run  from  it,  or  she 
done  to  the  world,  that  she  should  avoid  it  ?  What  call  has 
she  to  give  up  all  her  duties  and  affections  ?  and  would  she 
not  be  best  serving  God  with  a  husband  at  her  side,  and  a 
child  on  her  knee  ? 

The  sights  in  the  house  having  been  seen,  the  nun  led  us 
through  the  grounds  and  gardens.  There  was  the  hay  in 
front,  a  fine  yellow  cornfield  at  the  back  of  the  house, 
and  a  large  melancholy-looking  kitchen-garden ;  in  all  of 
which  places  the  nuns,  for  certain  hours  in  the  day,  are 
allowed  to  take  recreation.  “The  nuns  here  are  allowed 
to  amuse  themselves  more  than  ours  at  New  Hall,”  said 
a  little  girl  who  is  educated  at  that  English  convent :  “  do 
you  know  that  here  the  nuns  may  make  hay?”  What  a 
privilege  is  this !  We  saw  none  of  the  black  sisterhood 
availing  themselves  of  it,  however:  the  hay  was  neatly 
piled  into  cocks  and  ready  for  housing;  so  the  poor  souls 
must  wait  until  next  year  before  they  can  enjoy  this 
blessed  sport  once  more. 
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Turning  into  a  narrow  gate  with  the  nun  at  our  head,  we 
found  ourselves  in  a  little  green,  quiet  inclosure  —  it  was 
the  burial-ground  of  the  convent.  The  poor  things  know 
the  places  where  they  are  to  lie :  she  who  was  with  us 
talked  smilingly  of  being  stretched  there  one  day,  and 
pointed  out  the  resting-place  of  a  favorite  old  sister  who  had 
died  three  months  back,  and  been  buried  in  the  very  midst 
of  the  little  ground.  And  here  they  come  to  live  and  die. 
The  gates  are  open,  but  they  never  go  out.  All  their 
world  lies  in  a  dozen  acres  of  ground ;  and  they  sacrifice 
their  lives  in  early  youth,  many  of  them  passing  from 
the  grave  upstairs  in  the  house  to  the  one  scarcely  nar¬ 
rower  in  the  churchyard  here ;  and  are  seemingly  not 
unhappy. 

I  came  out  of  the  place  quite  sick ;  and  looking  before 
me,  —  there,  thank  God !  was  the  blue  spire  of  Monks- 
town  church  soaring  up  into  the  free  sky  —  a  river  in 
front  rolling  away  to  the  sea  —  liberty,  sunshine,  all  sorts 
of  glad  life  and  motion  round  about :  and  I  couldn’t  but 
thank  heaven  for  it,  and  the  Being  whose  service  is  free¬ 
dom,  and  who  has  given  us  affections  that  we  may  use  them 
—  not  smother  and  kill  them;  and  a  noble  world  to  live 
in,  that  we  may  admire  it  and  Him  who  made  it  —  not 
shrink  from  it,  as  though  we  dared  not  live  there,  but  must 
turn  our  backs  upon  it  and  its  bountiful  Provider. 

And  in  conclusion,  if  that  most  cold-blooded  and  precise 
of  all  personages,  the  respectable  and  respected  English 
reader,  may  feel  disposed  to  sneer  at  the  above  sentimental 
homily,  or  to  fancy  that  it  has  been  written  for  effect  — 
let  him  go  and  see  a  convent  for  himself.  I  declare  I 
think  for  my  part  that  we  have  as  much  right  to  permit 
Sutteeism  in  India  as  to  allow  women  in  the  United  King¬ 
dom  to  take  these  wicked  vows,  or  Catholic  bishops  to 
receive  them ;  and  that  Government  has  as  good  a  right 
to  interpose  in  such  cases  as  the  police  have  xo  prevent  a 
man  from  hanging  himself,  or  the  doctor  to  refuse  a  glass 
of  prussic-acid  to  any  one  who  may  have  a  wish  to  go  out 
of  the  world. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


CORK. 


MIDST  the  bustle  and  gayeties  of  the  Agricultural 


meeting,  the  working-day  aspect  of  the  city  was  not 
to  be  judged  of:  but  I  passed  a  fortnight  in  the  place 
afterwards,  during  which  time  it  settled  down  to  its  calm 
and  usual  condition.  The  flashy  French  and  plated  goods’ 
shops,  which  made  a  show  for  the  occasion  of  the  meeting, 
disappeared;  you  were  no  longer  crowded  and  jostled  by 
smart  male  and  female  dandies  in  walking  down  Patrick 
Street  or  the  Mall ;  the  poor  little  theatre  had  scarcely  a 
soul  on  its  bare  benches :  I  went  once,  but  the  dreadful 
brass-band  of  a  dragoon  regiment  blew  me  out  of  doors. 
This  music  could  be  heard  much  more  pleasantly  at  some 
distance  off  in  the  street. 

One  sees  in  this  country  many  a  grand  and  tall  iron  gate 
leading  into  a  very  shabby  field  covered  with  thistles  ;  and 
the  simile  to  the  gate  will  in  some  degree  apply  to  this  fa¬ 
mous  city  of  Cork,  —  which  is  certainly  not  a  city  of  pal¬ 
aces,  but  of  which  the  outlets  are  magnificent.  That  to¬ 
wards  Killarney  leads  by  the  Lee,  the  old  avenue  of  Mar- 
dyke,  and  the  rich  green  pastures  stretching  down  to  the 
river ;  and  as  you  pass  by  the  portico  of  the  county  jail, 
as  fine  and  as  glancing  as  a  palace,  you  see  the  wooded 
heights  on  the  other  side  of  the  fair  stream,  crowded  with 
a  thousand  pretty  villas  and  terraces,  presenting  every  im¬ 
age  of  comfort  and  prosperity.  The  entrance  from  Cove 
has  been  mentioned  before  ;  nor  is  it  easy  to  find  anywhere 
a  nobler,  grander,  and  more  cheerful  scene. 

Along  the  quays  up  to  St.  Patrick’s  Bridge  there  is  a  cer¬ 
tain  bustle.  Some  forty  ships  may  be  lying  at  anchor  along 
the  walls  of  the  quay,  and  its  pavements  are  covered  with 
goods  of  various  merchandise  :  here  a  cargo  of  hides  ;  yon¬ 
der  a  company  of  soldiers,  their  kits,  and  their  Dollies, 
who  are  taking  leave  of  the  red-coats  at  the  steamer’s  side. 
Then  you  shall  see  a  fine,  squeaking,  shrieking  drove  of 
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pigs  embarking  by  the  same  conveyance,  and  insinuated  in¬ 
to  the  steamer  by  all  sorts  of  coaxing,  threatening,  and 
wheedling.  Seamen  are  singing  and  yeehoing  on  board ; 
grimy  colliers  smoking  at  the  liquor-shops  along  the  quay; 
and  as  for  the  bridge  —  there  is  a  crowd  of  idlers  on  that , 
you  may  be  sure,  sprawling  over  the  balustrade  forever  and 
ever,  with  long  ragged  coats,  steeple  hats,  and  stumpy  doo- 
deens. 

Then  along  the  Coal  Quay  you  may  see  a  clump  of  jin¬ 
gle-drivers,  who  have  all  a  word  for  your  honor;  and  in 
Patrick  Street,  at  three  o’clock,  when  “  The  Bakes  of  Mal¬ 
low  ”  gets  under  weigh  (a  cracked  old  coach  with  the  paint 
rubbed  off,  some  smart  horses,  and  an  exceedingly  dingy 
harness)  —  at  three  o’clock,  you  will  be  sure  to  see  at  least 
forty  persons  waiting  to  witness  the  departure  of  the  said 
coach :  so  that  the  neighborhood  of  the  inn  has  an  air  of 
some  bustle. 

At  the  other  extremity  of  the  town,  if  it  be  assize  time, 
you  will  see  some  five  hundred  persons  squatting  by  the 
court-house,  or  buzzing  and  talking  within.  The  rest  of 
the  respectable  quarter  of  the  city  is  pretty  free  from 
anything  like  bustle :  there  is  no  more  life  in  Patrick 
Street  than  in  Bussell  Square  of  a  sunshiny  day :  and  as 
for  the  Mall,  it  is  as  lonely  as  the  chief  street  of  a  German 
Besidenz. 

I  have  mentioned  the  respectable  quarter  of  the  city  — 
for  there  are  quarters  in  it  swarming  with  life,  but  of  such 
a  frightful  kind  as  no  pen  need  care  to  describe:  alleys 
where  the  odors  and  rags  and  darkness  are  so  hideous  that 
one  runs  frightened  away  from  them.  In  some  of  them, 
they  say,  not  the  policeman,  only  the  priest  can  penetrate. 
I  asked  a  Boman  Catholic  clergyman  of  the  city  to  take  me 
into  some  of  these  haunts,  but  he  refused  very  justly  ;  and 
indeed  a  man  may  be  quite  satisfied  with  what  he  can 
see  in  the  mere  outskirts  of  the  districts,  without  caring  to 
penetrate  further.  Not  far  from  the  quays  is  an  open 
space  where  the  poor  hold  a  market  or  bazaar.  Here  is  live¬ 
liness  and  business  enough  :  ragged  women  chattering  and 
crying  their  beggarly  wares  !  ragged  boys  gloating  over 
dirty  apple  and  pie  stalls ;  fish  frying,  and  raw,  and  stink¬ 
ing  ;  clothes-booths,  where  you  might  buy  a  wardrobe  for 
scarecrows ;  old  nails,  hoops,  bottles,  and  marine-wares ; 
old  battered  furniture,  that  has  been  sold  against  starvation. 
In  the  streets  round  about  this  place,  on  a  sunshiny  day, 
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all  the  black  gaping  windows  and  mouldy  steps  are  covered 
with  squatting  lazy  figures  —  women,  with  bare  breasts, 
nursing  babies,  and  leering  a  joke  as  you  pass  by  —  ragged 
children  paddling  everywhere.  It  is  but  two  minutes’  walk 
out  of  Patrick  Street,  where  you  come  upon  a  fine  flashy 
shop  of  plated-goods,  or  a  grand  French  emporium  of  dolls, 
walking-sticks,  carpet-bags,  and  perfumery.  The  markets 
hard  by  have  a  rough,  old-fashioned,  cheerful  look ;  it’s  a 
comfort  after  the  misery  to  hear  a  red  butcher’s  wife  cry¬ 
ing  after  you  to  buy  an  honest  piece  of  meat. 

The  poor-house,  newly  established,  cannot  hold  a  fifth 
part  of  the  poverty  of  this  great  town  :  the  richer  inhabi¬ 
tants  are  untiring  in  their  charities,  and  the  Catholic  cler¬ 
gyman  before  mentioned  took  me  to  see  a  delivery  of  rice, 
at  which  he  presides  every  day  until  the  potatoes  shall 
come  in.  This  market,  over  which  he  presides  so  kindly, 
is  held  in  an  old  bankrupt  warehouse,  and  the  rice  is  sold 
considerably  under  the  prime  cost  to  hundreds  of  struggling 
applicants  who  come  when  lucky  enough  to  have  where¬ 
withal  to  pay. 

That  the  city  contains  much  wealth  is  evidenced  by  the 
number  of  handsome  villas  round  about  it,  where  the  rich 
merchants  dwell ;  but  the  warehouses  of  the  wealthy  pro¬ 
vision-merchants  make  no  show  to  the  stranger  walking  the 
streets ;  and  of  the  retail-shops,  if  some  are  spacious  and 
handsome,  most  look  as  if  too  big  for  the  business  carried 
on  within.  The  want  of  ready  money  was  quite  curious. 
In  three  of  the  principal  shops  I  purchased  articles,  and 
tendered  a  pound  in  exchange  — not  one  of  them  had  silver 
enough ;  and  as  for  a  five-pound  note,  which  I  presented  at 
one  of  the  topping  book-sellers’,  his  boy  went  round  to  vari¬ 
ous  places  in  vain,  and  finally  set  forth  to  the  Bank,  where 
change  was  got.  In  another  small  shop  I  offered  half  a 
crown  to  pay  for  a  sixpenny  article  —  it  was  all  the  same. 
“  Tim,”  says  the  good  woman,  “  run  out  in  a  hurry  and 
fetch  the  gentleman  change.”  Two  of  the  shopmen,  seeing 
an  Englishman,  were  very  particular  to  tell  me  in  what 
years  they  themselves  had  been  in  London.  It  seemed  a 
merit  in  these  gentlemen’s  eyes  to  have  once  dwelt  in  that 
city :  and  I  see  in  the  papers  continually  ladies  advertising 
as  governesses,  and  specifying  particularly  that  they  are 
“English  ladies.” 

I  received  six  57  post-office  orders  ;  I  called  four  times 
on  as  many  different  days  at  the  Post  Office  before  the  capi- 
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tal  could  be  forthcoming,  getting  on  the  third  application 
20 /.  (after  making  a  great  clamor,  and  vowing  that  such 
things  were  unheard-of  in  England),  and  on  the  fourth  call 
the  remaining  10/.  I  saw  poor  people,  who  may  have  come 
from  the  country  with  their  orders,  refused  payment  of  an 
order  of  some  40s. ;  and  a  gentleman  who  tendered  a  pound- 
note  in  payment  of  a  foreign  letter,  was  told  to  “leave  his 
letter  and  pay  some  other  time.”  Such  things  could  not 
take  place  in  the  hundred-and-second  city  in  England  ;  and 
as  I  do  not  pretend  to  doctrinize  at  all,  I  leave  the  reader 
to  draw  his  own  deductions  with  regard  to  the  commercial 
condition  and  prosperity  of  the  second  city  in  Ireland. 

Half  a  dozen  of  the  public  buildings  I  saw  were  spacious 
and  shabby  beyond  all  cockney  belief.  Adjoining  the  “  Im¬ 
perial  Hotel  ”  is  a  great,  large,  handsome,  desolate  reading- 
room,  which  was  founded  by  a  body  of  Cork  merchants  and 
tradesmen,  and  is  the  very  picture  of  decay.  Hot  Palmyra 
—  not  the  Russell  Institution  in  Great  Coram  Street  — 
presents  a  more  melancholy  appearance  of  faded  greatness. 
Opposite  this  is  another  institution  called  the  Cork  Library, 
where  there  are  plenty  of  books  and  plenty  of  kindness  to 
the  stranger  ;  but  the  shabbiness  and  faded  splendor  of  the 
place  are  quite  painful.  There  are  three  handsome  Catholic 
churches  commenced  of  late  years  ;  not  one  of  them  is  com¬ 
plete  :  two  want  their  porticoes ;  the  other  is  not  more  than 
thirty  feet  from  the  ground,  and  according  to  the  architec¬ 
tural  plan  was  to  rise  as  high  as  a  cathedral.  There  is  an 
Institution,  with  a  fair  library  of  scientific  works,  a  museum, 
and  a  drawing-school  with  a  supply  of  casts.  The  place 
is  in  yet  more  dismal  condition  than  the  Library  :  the 
plasters  are  spoiled  incurably  for  want  of  a  sixpenny  feather¬ 
brush  ;  the  dust  lies  on  the  walls,  and  nobody  seems  to  heed 
it.  Two  shillings  a  year  would  have  repaired  much  of  the 
evil  which  has  happened  to  this  institution  ;  and  it  is  folly 
to  talk  of  inward  dissensions  and  political  differences  as 
causing  the  ruin  of  such  institutions  :  kings  or  law  don’t 
cause  or  cure  dust  and  cobwebs,  but  indolence  leaves  them 
to  accumulate,  and  imprudence  will  not  calculate  its  income, 
and  vanity  exaggerates  its  own  powers,  and  the  fault  is  laid 
upon  that  tyrant  of  a  sister  kingdom.  The  whole  country 
is  filled  with  failures  ;  swaggering  beginnings  that  could 
not  be  carried  through  ;  grand  enterprises  begun  dashingly, 
and  ending  in  shabby  compromises  or  downright  ruin. 

I  have  said  something  in  praise  of  the  manners  of  the 
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Cork  ladies  :  in  regard  of  tlie  gentlemen,  a  stranger  too 
must  remark  tlie  extraordinary  degree  of  literary  taste  and 
talent  amongst  them,  and  the  wit  and  vivacity  of  their  con¬ 
versation.  The  love  for  literature  seems  to  an  Englishman 
doubly  curious.  What,  generally  speaking,  do  a  company 
of  grave  gentlemen  and  ladies  in  Baker  Street  know  about 
it  ?  Who  ever  reads  books  in  the  City,  or  how  often  does 
one  hear  them  talked  about  at  a  Club  ?  The  Cork  citizens 
are  the  most  book-loving  men  I  ever  met.  The  town  has 
sent  to  England  a  number  of  literary  men,  of  reputation  too, 
and  is  not  a  little  proud  of  their  fame.  Everybody  seemed 
to  know  what  Maginn  was  doing,  and  that  Father  Prout  had 
a  third  volume  ready,  and  what  was  Mr.  Croker’s  last  arti¬ 
cle  in  the  Quarterly.  The  young  clerks  and  shopmen 
seemed  as  much  an  fait  as  their  employers,  and  many  is 
the  conversation  I  heard  about  the  merits  of  this  writer  or 
that  —  Dickens,  Ainsworth,  Lover,  Lever. 

I  think,  in  walking  the  streets,  and  looking  at  the  ragged 
urchins  crowding  there,  every  Englishman  must  remark  that 
the  superiority  of  intelligence  is  here,  and  not  with  us.  I 
never  saw  such  a  collection  of  bright-eyed,  wild,  clever, 
eager  faces.  Mr.  Maclise  has  carried  away  a  number  of 
them  in  his  memory  ;  and  the  lovers  of  his  admirable  pic¬ 
tures  will  find  more  than  one  Munster  countenance  under  a 
helmet  in  company  of  Macbeth,  or  in  a  slashed  doublet 
alongside  of  Prince  Hamlet,  or  in  the  very  midst  of  Spain 
in  company  with  Senor  Gil  Bias.  Gil  Bias  himself  came 
from  Cork,  and  not  from  Oviedo. 

I  listened  to  two  boys  almost  in  rags  :  they  were  lolling 
over  the  quay  balustrade,  and  talking  about  one  of  the 
Ptolemys !  and  talking  very  well  too.  One  of  them  had 
been  reading  in  u  Bollin,”  and  was  detailing  his  information 
with  a  great  deal  of  eloquence  and  fire.  Another  day,  walk¬ 
ing  in  the  Mardyke,  I  followed  three  boys,  not  half  so  well 
dressed  as  London  errand-boys :  one  was  telling  the  other 
about  Captain  Boss’s  voyages,  and  spoke  with  as  much 
brightness  and  intelligence  as  the  best-read  gentleman’s  son 
in  England  could  do.  He  was  as  much  of  a  gentleman  too, 
the  ragged  young  student ;  his  manner  as  good,  though  per¬ 
haps  more  eager  and  emphatic ;  his  language  was  extreme¬ 
ly  rich,  too,  and  eloquent.  Does  the  reader  remember  his 
school-days,  when  half  a  dozen  lads  in  the  bedrooms  took  it 
by  turns  to  tell  stories  ?  how  poor  the  language  generally 
was,  and  how  exceedingly  poor  the  imagination !  Both 
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of  those  ragged  Irish  lads  had  the  making  of  gentlemen, 
scholars,  orators,  in  them.  Apropos  of  love  of  reading,  let 
me  mention  here  a  Dublin  story.  Dr.  Lever,  the  celebrated 
author  of  “Harry  Lorrequer,”  went  into  Dycer’s  stables  to 
buy  a  horse.  The  groom  who  brought  the  animal  out,  di¬ 
rectly  he  heard  who  the  gentleman  was,  came  out  and 
touched  his  cap,  and  pointed  to  a  little  book  in  his  pocket 
in  a  pink  cover.  “  I  can't  do  without  it,  sir,"  says  the  man. 
It  was  “  Harry  Lorrequer.”  I  wonder  does  any  one  of  Mr. 
RymelTs  grooms  take  in  “Pickwick,”  or  would  they  have 
any  curiosity  to  see  Mr.  Dickens,  should  he  pass  that 
way  ? 

The  Corkagians  are  eager  for  a  Munster  University;  ask¬ 
ing  for,  and  having  a  very  good  right  to,  the  same  privilege 
which  has  been  granted  to  the  chief  city  of  the  North  of 
Ireland.  It  would  not  fail  of  being  a  great  benefit  to  the 
city  and  to  the  country  too,  which  would  have  no  need  to 
go  so  far  as  Dublin  for  a  school  of  letters  and  medicine ; 
nor,  Whig  and  Catholic  for  the  most  part,  to  attend  a  Tory 
and  Protestant  University.  The  establishing  of  an  open 
college  in  Munster  would  bring  much  popularity  to  any 
Ministry  that  should  accord  such  a  boon.  People  would  cry 
out,  “  Popery  and  Infidelity,”  doubtless,  as  they  did  when 
the  London  University  was  established ;  as  the  same  party 
in  Spain  would  cry  out,  “  Atheism  and  Heresy.”  But  the 
time,  thank  God !  is  gone  by  in  England  when  it  was 
necessary  to  legislate  for  them;  and  Sir  Robert  Peel,  in 
giving  his  adherence  to  the  National  Education  scheme,  has 
sanctioned  the  principle  of  which  this  so  much  longed-for 
college  would  only  be  a  consequence. 

The  medical  charities  and  hospitals  are  said  to  be  very 
well  arranged,  and  the  medical  men  of  far  more  than  ordi¬ 
nary  skill.  Other  public  institutions  are  no  less  excellent. 
I  was  taken  over  the  Lunatic  Asylum,  where  everything 
was  conducted  with  admirable  comfort,  cleanliness,  and 
kindness  ;  and  as  for  the  county  jail,  it  is  so  neat,  spacious, 
and  comfortable,  that  we  can  only  pray  to  see  every  cot¬ 
tager  in  the  country  as  cleanly,  well  lodged,  and  well  fed  as 
the  convicts  are.  They  get  a  pound  of  bread  and  a  pint  of 
milk  twice  a  day :  there  must  be  millions  of  people  in  this 
wretched  country,  to  whom  such  food  would  be  a  luxury 
that  their  utmost  labors  can  never  by  possibility  procure 
for  them ;  and  in  going  over  this  admirable  institution, 
where  everybody  is  cleanly,  healthy,  and  well  clad,  I  could 
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not  but  think  of  the  rags  and  filth  of  the  horrid  starvation 
market  before  mentioned;  so  that  the  prison  seemed  al¬ 
most  a  sort  of  premium  for  vice.  But  the  people  like  their 
freedom,  such  as  it  is,  and  prefer  to  starve  and  be  ragged  as 
they  list.  They  will  not  go  to  the  poor-houses,  except  at 
the  greatest  extremity,  and  leave  them  on  the  slightest 
chance  of  existence  elsewhere. 

Walking  away  from  this  palace  of  a  prison,  you  pass 
amidst  all  sorts  of  delightful  verdure,  cheerful  gardens,  and 
broad  green  luscious  pastures,  down  to  the  beautiful  River 
Lee.  On  one  side,  the  river  shines  away  towards  the  city 
with  its  towers  and  purple  steeples ;  on  the  other  it  is  bro¬ 
ken  by  little  water-falls  and  bound  in  by  blue  hills,  an  old 
castle  towering  in  the  distance,  and  innumerable  parks  and 
villas  lying  along  the  pleasant  wooded  banks.  How  beau¬ 
tiful  the  scene  is,  how  rich  and  how  happy !  Yonder,  in 
the  old  Mardyke  Avenue,  you  hear  the  voices  of  a  score  of 
children,  and  along  the  bright  green  meadows,  where  the 
cows  are  feeding,  the  gentle  shadows  of  the  clouds  go  pla}r- 
ing  over  the  grass.  Who  can  look  at  such  a  charming 
scene  but  with  a  thankful  swelling  heart  ? 

In  the  midst  of  your  pleasure,  three  beggars  have  hobbled 
up,  and  are  howling  supplications  to  the  Lord.  One  is  old 
and  blind,  and  so  diseased  and  hideous  that  straightway  all 
the  pleasure  of  the  sight  round  about  vanishes  from  you  — 
that  livid  ghastly  face  interposing  between  you  and  it. 
And  so  it  is  throughout  the  south  and  west  of  Ireland ;  the 
traveller  is  haunted  by  the  face  of  the  popular  starvation. 
It  is  not  the  exception,  it  is  the  condition  of  the  people. 
In  this  fairest  and  richest  of  countries,  men  are  suffering 
and  starving  by  millions.  There  are  thousands  of  them  at 
this  minute  stretched  in  the  sunshine  at  their  cabin  doors 
with  no  work,  scarcely  any  food,  no  hope  seemingly. 
Strong  countrymen  are  lying  in  bed  u  for  the  hunger  ”  —  be¬ 
cause  a  man  lying  on  his  back  does  not  need  so  much  food 
as  a  person  afoot.  Many  of  them  have  torn  up  the  unripe 
potatoes  from  their  little  gardens,  to  exist  now,  and  must 
look  to  winter,  when  they  shall  have  to  suffer  starvation 
and  cold  too.  The  epicurean,  and  traveller  for  pleasure, 
had  better  travel  anywhere  than  here :  where  there  are 
miseries  that  one  does  not  dare  to  think  of ;  where  one 
is  always  feeling  how  helpless  pity  is,  and  how  hope* 
less  relief,  and  is  perpetually  made  ashamed  of  being 
happy.  .  .  . 
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I  have  just  been  strolling  up  a  pretty  little  height  called 
Grattan’s  Hill,  that  overlooks  the  town  and  the  river,  and 
where  the  artist  that  comes  Cork-wards  may  find  many 
subjects  for  his  pencil.  There  is  a  kind  of  pleasure-ground 
at  the  top  of  this  eminence  —  a  broad  walk  that  draggles 
up  to  a  ruined  wall,  with  a  ruined  niche  in  it,  and  a  bat¬ 
tered  stone  bench.  On  the  side  that  shelves  down  to  the 
water  are  some  beeches,  and  opposite  them  a  row  of  houses 
from  which  you  see  one  of  the  prettiest  prospects  possible 
—  the  shining  river  with  the  craft  along  the  quays,  and  the 
busy  city  in  the  distance,  the  active  little  steamers  puffing 
away  towards  Cove,  the  farther  bank  crowned  with  rich 
woods,  and  pleasant-looking  country-houses :  perhaps  they 
are  tumbling,  rickety  and  ruinous,  as  those  houses  close  by 
us,  but  you  can’t  see  the  ruin  from  here. 

What  a  strange  air  of  forlorn  gayety  there  is  about  the 
place  !  —  the  sky  itself  seems  as  if  it  did  not  know  whether 
to  laugh  or  cry,  so  full  is  it  of  clouds  and  sunshine.  Little 
fat,  ragged,  smiling  children  are  clambering  about  the 
rocks,  and  sitting  on  mossy  door-steps,  tending  other 
children  yet  smaller,  fatter,  and  more  dirty.  “  Stop  till  I 
get  you  a  posy  ”  (pronounced  pawaivawsee ),  cries  one 
urchin  to  another.  “Tell  me  who  is  it  ye  love,  Jooly  ?  ” 
exclaims  another,  cuddling  a  red-faced  infant  with  a  very 
dirty  nose.  More  of  the  same  race  are  perched  about  the 
summer-house,  and  two  wenches  with  large  purple  feet 
are  flapping  some  carpets  in  the  air.  It  is  a  wonder  the 
carpets  will  bear  this  kind  of  treatment  at  all,  and  do  not 
be  off  at  once  to  mingle  with  the  elements :  I  never  saw 
things  that  hung  to  life  by  such  a  frail  thread. 

This  dismal  pleasant  place  is  a  suburb  of  the  second  city 
in  Ireland,  and  one  of  the  most  beautiful  spots  about  the 
town.  What  a  prim,  bustling,  active,  green-railinged, 
tea-gardened,  gravel-walked  place  would  it  have  been  in 
the  five-hundredth  town  in  England !  —  but  you  see  the 
people  can  be  quite  as  happy  in  the  rags  and  without  the 
paint,  and  I  hear  a  great  deal  more  heartiness  and  affection 
from  these  children  than  from  their  fat  little  brethren 
Across  the  Channel. 

If  a  man  wanted  to  study  ruins,  here  is  a  house  close  at 
hand,  not  forty  years  old  no  doubt,  but  yet  as  completely 
gone  to  wreck  as  Netley  Abbey.  It  is  quite  curious  to 
study  that  house ;  and  a  pretty  ruinous  fabric  of  improvi¬ 
dence,  extravagance,  happiness,  and  disaster  may  the  imag- 
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ination  build  out  of  it !  In  the  first  place,  the  owners  did 
not  wait  to  finish  it  before  they  went  to  inhabit  it !  This 
is  written  in  just  such  another  place;  —  a  handsome  draw¬ 
ing-room  with  a  good  carpet,  a  lofty  marble  mantel-piece, 
and  no  paper  on  the  walls.  The  door  is  prettily  painted 
white  and  blue,  and  though  not  six  weeks  old,  a  great 
piece  of  the  wood-work  is  off  already  (Peggy  uses  it 
to  prevent  the  door  from  banging  to)  ;  and  there  are  some 
fine  chinks  in  every  one  of  the  panels,  by  which  my  neigh¬ 
bor  may  see  all  my  doings. 

A  couple  of  score  of  years,  and  this  house  will  be  just 
like  yonder  place  on  Grattan’s  Hill. 

Like  a  young  prodigal,  the  house  begins  to  use  its  con¬ 
stitution  too  early  ;  and  when  it  should  yet  (in  the  shape 
of  carpenters  and  painters)  have  all  its  masters  and  guar¬ 
dians  to  watch  and  educate  it,  my  house  on  Grattan’s  Hill 
must  be  a  man  at  once,  and  enjoy  all  the  privileges  of 
strong  health !  I  would  lay  a  guinea  they  were  making 
punch  in  that  house  before  they  could  keep  the  rain  out  of 
it !  that  they  had  a  dinner-party  and  ball  before  the  floors 
were  firm  or  the  wainscots  painted,  and  a  fine  tester-bed  in 
the  best  room,  where  my  lady  might  catch  cold  in  state,  in 
the  midst  of  yawning  chimneys,  creaking  window-sashes, 
and  smoking  plaster. 

Now  look  at  the  door  of  the  coach-house,  with  its  first 
coat  of  paint  seen  yet,  and  a  variety  of  patches  to  keep  the 
feeble  barrier  together.  The  loft  was  arched  once,  but  a 
great  corner  has  tumbled  at  one  end,  leaving  a  gash  that 
unites  the  windows  with  the  coach-house  door.  Several  of 
the  arch-stones  are  removed,  and  the  whole  edifice  is  about 
as  rambling  and  disorderly  as  —  as  the  arrangement  of 
this  book,  say.  Very  tall  tufts  of  mouldy  moss  are  on  the 
drawing-room  windows,  with  long  white  heads  of  grass. 
As  I  am  sketching  this  —  honk  !  —  a  great  lean  sow  comes 
trampling  through  the  slush  within  the  court-yard,  breaks 
down  the  flimsy  apparatus  of  rattling  boards  and  stones 
which  had  passed  for  the  gate,  and  walks  with  her  seven 
squeaking  little  ones  to  disport  on  the  grass  on  the  hill. 

The  drawing-room  of  the  tenement  mentioned  just  now, 
with  its  pictures,  and  pulleyless  windows,  and  lockless 
doors,  was  tenanted  by  a  friend  who  lodged  there  with 
a  sick  wife  and  a  couple  of  little  children ;  one  of 
whom  was  an  infant  in  arms.  It  is  not,  however,  the 
lodger  —  who  is  an  Englishman  —  but  the  kind  landlady 
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and  her  family  who  may  well  be  described  here  —  for  their 
like  are  hardly  to  be  found  on  the  other  side  of  the  Chan¬ 
nel.  Mrs.  Fagan  is  a  young  widow  who  has  seen  better 
days,  and  that  portrait  over  the  grand  mantel-piece  is  the 
picture  of  her  husband  that  is  gone,  a  handsome  young 
man,  and  well  to  do  at  one  time  as  a  merchant.  But 
the  widow  (she  is  as  pretty,  as  lady-like,  as  kind,  and  as 
neat  as  ever  widow  could  be)  has  little  left  to  live  upon 
but  the  rent  of  her  lodgings  and  her  furniture ;  of  which 
we  have  seen  the  best  in  the  drawing-room. 

She  has  three  fine  children  of  her  own :  there  is  Minny, 
and  Katey,  and  Patsey,  and  they  occupy  indifferently  the 
dining-room  on  the  ground-floor  or  the  kitchen  opposite ; 
where  in  the  midst  of  a  great  smoke  sits  an  old  nurse,  by  a 
copper  of  potatoes  which  is  always  bubbling  and  full. 
Patsey  swallows  quantities  of  them,  that’s  clear :  his 
cheeks  are  as  red  and  shining  as  apples,  and  when  he  roars, 
you  are  sure  that  his  lungs  are  in  the  finest  condition. 
Next  door  to  the  kitchen  is  the  pantry,  and  there  is  a 
bucketful  of  the  before-mentioned  fruit  and  a  grand  service 
of  china  for  dinner  and  dessert.  The  kind  young  widow 
shows  them  with  no  little  pride,  and  says  with  reason  that 
there  are  few  lodging-houses  in  Cork  that  can  match  such 
china  as  that.  They  are  relics  of  the  happy  old  times 
when  Fagan  kept  his  gig  and  horse,  doubtless,  and  had  his 
friends  to  dine  —  the  happy  prosperous  days  which  she  has 
exchanged  for  poverty  and  the  sad  black  gown. 

Patsey,  Minny,  and  Katey  have  made  friends  with  the 
little  English  people  upstairs ;  the  elder  of  whom,  in  the 
course  of  a  month,  has  as  fine  a  Munster  brogue  as  ever 
trolled  over  the  lips  of  any  born  Corkagian.  The  old 
nurse  carries  out  the  whole  united  party  to  walk,  with  the 
exception  of  the  English  baby,  that  jumps  about  in  the 
arms  of  a  countrywoman  of  her  own.  That  is,  unless  one 
of  the  four  Miss  Fagans  takes  her ;  for  four  of  them  there 
are,  four  other  Miss  Fagans,  from  eighteen  downwards  to 
fourteen: — handsome,  fresh,  lively,  dancing,  bouncing 
girls.  You  may  always  see  two  or  three  of  them  smil¬ 
ing  at  the  parlor-window,  and  they  laugh  and  turn  away 
their  heads  when  any  young  fellow  looks  and  admires 
them. 

Now  it  stands  to  reason  that  a  young  widow  of  five-and- 
twenty  can’t  be  the  mother  of  four  young  ladies  of  eigh¬ 
teen  downwards  :  and,  if  anybody  wants  to  know  how  they 
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came  to  he  living  with  the  poor  widow  their  cousin,  the 
answer  is,  they  are  on  a  visit.  Peggy  the  maid  says  their 
papa  is  a  gentleman  of  property,  and  can  “  spend  his  eight 
hundred  a  year.” 

Why  don’t  they  remain  with  the  old  gentleman  then, 
instead  of  quartering  on  the  poor  widow,  who  has  her  own 
little  mouths  to  feed  ?  The  reason  is,  the  old  gentleman 
has  gone  and  married  his  cook ;  and  the  daughters  have 
quitted  him  in  a  body,  refusing  to  sit  down  to  dinner  with 
a  person  who  ought  by  rights  to  be  in  the  kitchen.  The 
whole  family  (the  Fagans  are  of  good  family)  take  the 
quarrel  up,  and  here  are  the  young  people  under  shelter  of 
the  widow. 

Four  merrier  tender-hearted  girls  are  not  to  be  found  in 
all  Ireland ;  and  the  only  subject  of  contention  amongst 
them  is,  which  shall  have  the  English  baby :  they  are 
nursing  it,  and  singing  to  it,  and  dandling  it  by  turns  all 
day  long.  When  they  are  not  singing  to  the  baby,  they  are 
singing  to  an  old  piano :  such  an  old  wiry,  jingling,  wheezy 
piano !  It  has  plenty  of  work,  playing  jigs  and  song 
accompaniments  between  meals,  and  acting  as  a  sideboard 
at  dinner.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  at  rest  at  night  either; 
but  have  a  shrewd  suspicion  that  it  is  turned  into  a  four- 
post  bed.  And  for  the  following  reason  :  — 

Every  afternoon,  at  four  o’clock,  you  see  a  tall  old 
gentleman  walking  leisurely  to  the  house.  He  is  dressed 
in  a  long  great-coat  with  huge  pockets,  and  in  the  huge 
pockets  are  sure  to  be  some  big  apples  for  all  the  children 
—  the  English  child  amongst  the  rest,  and  she  generally  has 
the  biggest  one.  At  seven  o’clock,  you  are  sure  to  hear  a 
deep  voice  shouting  “  Paggy  !  ”  in  an  awful  tone  —  it  is  the 
old  gentleman  calling  for  his  “materials”;  which  Peggy 
brings  without  any  farther  ado ;  and  a  glass  of  punch  is 
made,  no  doubt,  for  everybody.  Then  the  party  separates  : 
the  children  and  the  old  nurse  have  long  since  trampled 
upstairs ;  Peggy  has  the  kitchen  for  her  sleeping  apart¬ 
ment,  and  the  four  young  ladies  make  it  out  somehow 
in  the  back  drawing-room.  As  for  the  old  gentleman, 
he  reposes  in  the  parlor ;  and  it  must  be  somewhere  about 
the  piano,  for  there  is  no  furniture  in  the  room  except  that, 
a  table,  a  few  old  chairs,  a  work-box,  and  a  couple  of 
albums. 

The  English  girl’s  father  met  her  in  the  street  one  day, 
talking  confidentially  with  a  tall  old  gentleman  in  a  great. 
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i?oat.  “  Who’s  your  friend  ?  ”  says  the  Englishman  after¬ 
wards  to  the  little  girl.  “  Don’t  you  know  him,  papa  ?  ”  said 
the  child  in  the  purest  brogue.  “Don’t  you  know  him  ?  — 
That’s  Uncle  James!”  And  so  it  was:  in  this  kind, 
poor,  generous,  barebacked  house,  the  English  child  found 
a  set  of  new  relations ;  little  rosy  brothers  and  sisters  to 
play  with,  kind  women  to  take  the  place  of  the  almost 
dying  mother,  a  good  old  Uncle  James  to  bring  her  home 
apples  and  care  for  her  —  one  and  all  ready  to  share 
their  little  pittance  with  her,  and  to  give  her  a  place  in 
their  simple  friendly  hearts.  God  almighty  bless  the 
widow  and  her  mite,  and  all  the  kind  souls  under  her 
roof ! 

How  much  goodness  and  generosity — how  much  purity, 
fine  feeling  —  nay,  happiness  —  may  dwell  amongst  the 
poor  whom  we  have  been  just  looking  at !  Here,  thank 
God,  is  an  instance  of  this  happy  and  cheerful  poverty  : 
and  it  is  good  to  look,  when  one  can,  at  the  heart  that 
beats  under  the  threadbare  coat  as  well  as  the  tattered  old 
garment  itself.  Well,  please  heaven,  some  of  those  people 
whom  we  have  been  looking  at  are  as  good,  and  not 
much  less  happy :  but  though  they  are  accustomed  to 
their  want,  the  stranger  does  not  reconcile  himself  to  it 
quickly ;  and  I  hope  no  Irish  reader  will  be  offended  at 
my  speaking  of  this  poverty,  not  with  scorn  or  ill-feeling, 
but  with  hearty  sympathy  and  good-will. 

One  word  more  regarding  the  Widow  Eagan’s  house. 
When  Peggy  brought  in  coals  for  the  drawing-room  fire, 
she  carried  them  —  in  what  do  you  think  ?  “In  a  coal¬ 
scuttle,  to  be  sure,”  says  the  English  reader,  down  on  you 
as  sharp  as  a  needle. 

No,  you  clever  Englishman,  it  wasn’t  a  coal-scuttle. 

“  Well,  then,  it  was  in  a  fire-shovel,”  says  that  brightest 
of  wits,  guessing  again. 

No,  it  wasn't  a  fire-shovel,  you  heaven-born  genius ; 
and  you  might  guess  from  this  until  Mrs.  Snooks  called 
you  up  to  coffee,  and  you  would  never  find  out.  It  was  in 
something  which  I  have  already  described  in  Mrs.  Fagan’s 
pantry. 

“  Oh,  I  have  you  now,  it  was  the  bucket  where  the 
potatoes  were  ;  the  thlatterny  wetch  !  ”  says  Snooks. 

Wrong  again  !  Peggy  brought  up  the  coals  —  in  a  china 
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Snooks  turns  quite  white  with  surprise  and  almost 
chokes  himself  with  his  port.  “Well,”  says  he,  “of  all 
the  wum  countwith  that  I  ever  wead  of,  hang  me  if  Ireland 
ithn’t  the  wuTiiTnetht.  Coalth  in  a  plate !  Mawyann,  do 
you  hear  that  ?  In  Ireland  they  alwayth  thend  up  their 
coalth  in  a  plate  !  ” 


CHAPTER  Yin. 


FROM  CORK  TO  BANTRY ;  WITH  AN  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  CITY 

OF  SKIBBEREEN. 


\\WA>  T 
vA  fr?i 


HAT  light  four-inside, 
four-horse  coach,  the 
“  Skibbereen  Persever¬ 
ance,^  brought  me  fifty- 
two  miles  to-day,  for  the 
sum  of  three -an  d-six- 
pence,  through  a  coun¬ 
try  which  is,  as  usual, 
somewhat  difficult  to 
describe.  We  issued 
out  of  Cork  by  the 
western  road,  in  which, 
as  the  Guide-book  says, 
there  is  something  very 
imposing.  “  The  mag¬ 
nificence  of  the  county 
court-house,  the  extent, 
solidity  and  character¬ 
istic  sternness  of  the  county  jail,”  were  visible  to  us  for 
a  few  minutes ;  when,  turning  away  southward  from  the 
pleasant  banks  of  the  stream,  the  road  took  us  towards 
Bandon,  through  a  country  that  is  bare  and  ragged-look¬ 
ing,  but  yet  green  and  pretty;  and  it  always  seems  to  me, 
like  the  people,  to  look  cheerful  in  spite  of  its  wretched¬ 
ness,  or  more  correctly,  to  look  tearful  and  cheerful  at  the 
same  time. 

The  coach,  like  almost  every  other  public  vehicle  I  have 
seen  in  Ireland,  was  full  to  the  brim  and  over  it.  What 
can  send  these  restless  people  travelling  and  hurrying 
about  from  place  to  place  as  they  do  ?  I  have  heard  one 
or  two  gentlemen  hint  that  they  had  “  business  ”  at  this 
place  or  that ;  and  found  afterwards  that  one  was  going  a 
couple  of  score  of  miles  to  look  at  a  mare,  another  to 
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examine  a  setter  dog,  and  so  on.  I  did  •  not  make  it  my 
business  to  ask  on  what  errand  the  gentlemen  on  the 
coach  were  bound ;  though  two  of  them,  seeing  an  English¬ 
man,  very  good-naturedly  began  chalking  out  a  route  for  him 
to  take,  and  showing  a  sort  of  interest  in  his  affairs  which 
is  not  with  us  generally  exhibited.  The  coach,  too,  seemed 
to  have  the  elastic  hospitality  of  some  Irish  houses ; 
it  accommodated  an  almost  impossible  number.  For  the 
greater  part  of  the  journey  the  little  guard  sat  on  the 
roof  among  the  carpet-bags,  holding  in  one  hand  a  huge 
tambour-frame,  in  the  other  a  band-box  marked  “  Foggarty, 
Hatter.”  (What  is  there  more  ridiculous  in  the  name  of 
Foggarty  than  in  that  of  Smith  ?  and  yet,  had  Smith 
been  the  name,  I  never  should  have  laughed  at  or  remarked 
it.)  Presently  by  his  side  clambered  a  green-coated  police¬ 
man  with  his  carbine,  and  we  had  a  talk  about  the  vitriol- 
throwers  at  Cork,  and  the  sentence  just  passed  upon  them. 
The  populace  has  decidedly  taken  part  with  the  vitriol- 
throwers  :  parties  of  dragoons  were  obliged  to  surround 
the  avenues  of  the  court ;  and  the  judge  who  sentenced 
them  was  abused  as  he  entered  his  carriage,  and  called  an 
old  villain,  and  many  other  opprobrious  names. 

This  case  the  reader  very  likely  remembers.  A  saw-mill 
was  established  at  Cork,  by  which  some  four  hundred 
sawyers  were  thrown  out  of  employ.  In  order  to  deter 
the  proprietors  of  this  and  all  other  mills  from  using 
such  instruments  further,  the  sawyers  determined  to 
execute  a  terrible  vengeance,  and  cast  lots  among  them¬ 
selves  which  of  their  body  should  fling  vitriol  into  the 
faces  of  the  mill-owners.  The  men  who  were  chosen 
by  the  lot  were  to  execute  this  horrible  office  on  pain 
of  death,  and  did  so,  —  frightfully  burning  and  blinding 
one  of  the  gentlemen  owning  the  mill.  Great  rewards 
were  offered  for  the  apprehension  of  the  criminals,  and 
at  last  one  of  their  own  body  came  forward  as  an 
approver,  and  the  four  principal  actors  in  this  dreadful 
outrage  were  sentenced  to  be  transported  for  life.  Crowds 
of  the  ragged  admirers  of  these  men  were  standing  round 
“  the  magnificent  county  court-house  ”  as  we  passed  the 
building.  Ours  is  a  strange  life  indeed.  What  a  history 
of  poverty  and  barbarity,  and  crime,  and  even  kindness, 
was  that  by  which  we  passed  before  the  magnificent 
county  court-house  at  eight  miles  an  hour !  What  a 
chapter  might  a  philosopher  write  on  them  !  Look  yon- 
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der  at  those  two  hundred  ragged  fellow-subjects  of  yours : 
they  are  kind,  good,  pious,  brutal,  starving.  If  a  priest 
tells  them,  there  is  scarce  any  penance  they  will  not 
perform ;  there  is  scarcely  any  pitch  of  misery  which 
they  have  not  been  known  to  endure,  nor  any  degree  of 
generosity  of  which  they  are  not  capable :  but  if  a  man 
comes  among  these  people,  and  can  afford  to  take  land 
over  their  heads,  or  if  he  invents  a  machine  which  can 
work  more  economically  than  their  labor,  they  will  shoot 
the  man  down  without  mercy,  murder  him,  or  put  him 
to  horrible  tortures,  and  glory  almost  in  what  they  do. 
There  stand  the  men ;  they  are  only  separated  from  us 
by  a  few  paces :  they  are  as  fond  of  their  mothers  and 
children  as  we  are ;  their  gratitude  for  small  kindnesses 
shown  to  them  is  extraordinary  ;  they  are  Christians  as 
we  are ;  but  interfere  with  their  interests,  and  they  will 
murder  you  without  pity. 

It  is  not  revenge  so  much  which  these  poor  fellows  take, 
as  a  brutal  justice  of  their  own.  Now,  will  it  seem  a  para¬ 
dox  to  say,  in  regard  to  them  and  their  murderous  system, 
that  the  way  to  put  an  end  to  the  latter  is  to  kill  them  no  more  ! 
Let  the  priest  be  able  to  go  amongst  them  and  say,  The  law 
holds  a  man’s  life  so  sacred  that  it  will  on  no  account  take 
it  away.  No  man,  nor  body  of  men,  has  a  right  to  meddle 
with  human  life  :  not  the  Commons  of  England  any  more 
than  the  Commons  of  Tipperary.  This  may  cost  two  or 
three  lives,  probably,  until  such  a  time  as  the  system  may 
come  to  be  known  and  understood ;  but  which  will  be  the 
greatest  economy  of  blood  in  the  end? 

By  this  time  the  vitriol-men  were  long  passed  away,  and 
we  began  next  to  talk  about  the  Cork  and  London  steam¬ 
boats  ;  which  are  made  to  pay,  on  account  of  the  number 
of  paupers  whom  the  boats  bring  over  from  London  at 
the  charge  of  that  city.  The  passengers  found  here,  as  in 
everything  else  almost  which  I  have  seen  as  yet,  another 
instance  of  the  injury  which  England  inflicts  on  them. 
“As  long  as  these  men  are  strong  and  can  work,”  says 
one,  “you  keep  them;  when  they  are  in  bad  health  you 
fling  them  upon  us.”  Nor  could  I  convince  him  that  the 
agricultural  gentlemen  were  perfectly  free  to  stay  at  home 
if  they  liked :  that  we  did  for  them  what  was  done  for 
English  paupers  —  sent  them,  namely,  as  far  as  possible 
on  the  way  to  their  parishes  ;  nay,  that  some  of  them  (as  I 
have  seen  with  my  own  eyes)  actually  saved  a  bit  of  money 
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during  the  harvest,  and  took  this  cheap  way  of  conveying 
it  and  themselves  to  their  homes  again.  But  nothing 
would  convince  the  gentleman  that  there  was  not  some 
wicked  scheming  on  the  part  of  the  English  in  the  busi¬ 
ness  ;  and,  indeed,  I  find  upon  almost  every  other  subject  a 
peevish  and  puerile  suspiciousness  which  is  worthy  of 
France  itself. 

By  this  time  we  came  to  a  pretty  village  called  Innishan- 
non  upon  the  noble  banks  of  the  Bandon  river ;  leading  for 
three  miles  by  a  great  number  of  pleasant  gentlemen’s 
seats  to  Bandon  town.  A  good  number  of  large  mills 
were  on  the  banks  of  the  stream;  and  the  chief  part  of 
them,  as  in  Carlow,  useless.  One  mill  we  saw  was  too 
small  for  the  owner’s  great  speculations ;  and  so  he  built 
another  and  larger  one :  the  big  mill  cost  him  10,000£., 
for  which  his  brothers  went  security ;  and,  a  lawsuit  being 
given  against  the  mill-owner,  the  two  mills  stopped, 
the  two  brothers  went  off,  and  yon  fine  old  house,  in  the 
style  of  Anne,  with  terraces  and  tall  chimneys  —  one  of 
the  oldest  country-houses  I  have  seen  in  Ireland  —  is  now 
inhabited  by  the  natural  son  of  the  mill-owner,  who  has 
more  such  interesting  progeny.  Then  we  came  to  a  tall, 
comfortable  house  in  a  plantation ;  opposite  to  which 
was  a  stone  castle,  in  its  shrubberies  on  tlie  other  side  of 
the  road.  The  tall  house  in  the  plantation  shot  the 
opposite  side  of  the  road  in  a  duel,  and  nearly  killed 
him ;  on  which  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  built  this 
castle,  in  order  to  plague  the  tall  house.  They  are  good 
friends  now ;  but  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  ruined 
himself  in  building  his  house.  I  asked,  “  Is  the  house 
finished?”  —  “A  good  deal  of  it  is,”  was  the  answer. — 
And  then  we  came  to  a  brewery,  about  which  was  a  similar 
story  of  extravagance  and  ruin ;  but  whether  before  or 
after  entering  Bandon,  does  not  matter. 

We  did  not,  it  appears,  pass  through  the  best  part  of 
Bandon :  I  looked  along  one  side  of  the  houses  in  the  long 
street  through  which  we  went,  to  see  if  there  was  a  window 
without  a  broken  pane  of  glass,  and  can  declare  on  my  con¬ 
science  that  every  single  window  had  three  broken  panes. 
There  we  changed  horses,  in  a  market-place,  surrounded,  as 
usual,  by  beggars ;  then  we  passed  through  a  suburb  still 
more  wretched  and  ruinous  than  the  first  street,  and  which, 
in  very  large  letters,  is  called  Boyle  Street  :  and  the  next 
stage  was  at  a  place  called  Bunmanway. 
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Here  it  was  market-day,  too,  and,  as  usual,  no  lack  of  at- 
tendants  :  swarms  of  peasants  in  their  blue  cloaks,  squatting 
by  thr  ir  stalls  here  and  there.  There  is  a  little  miserable 
old.  market-house,  where  a  few  women  were  selling  butter¬ 
milk;  another,  bullocks’  hearts,  liver,  and  such  like  scraps 
of  meat ;  another  had  dried  mackerel  on  a  board ;  and 
plenty  of  people  huckstering  of  course.  Round  the  coach 
came  crowds  of  raggery,  and  blackguards  fawning  for 
money.  I  wonder  who  gives  them  any  !  I  have  never 
seen  any  one  give  yet ;  and  were  they  not  even  so  numer¬ 


ous  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  gratify  them  all,  there  is 
something  in  their  cant  and  supplications  to  the  Lord  so 
disgusting  to  me  that  I  could  not  give  a  half-penny. 

In  regard  of  pretty  faces,  male  or  female,  this  road  is 
very  unfavorable.  I  have  not  seen  one  for  fifty  miles  : 
though,  as  it  was  market-day  all  along  the  road,  we  have 
had  the  opportunity  to  examine  vast  numbers  of  counte¬ 
nances.  The  women  are,  for  the  most  part,  stunted,  short, 
with  flat  Tartar  faces  ;  and  the  men  no  handsomer.  Every 
woman  has  bare  legs,  of  course  ;  and  as  the  weather  is  fine, 
they  are  sitting  outside  their  cabins,  with  the  pig,  and  the 
geese,  and  the  children  sporting  around. 

Before  many  doors  we  saw  a  little  flock  of  these  useful 
animals,  and  the  family  pig  almost  everywhere  :  you  might 
see  him  browsing  and  poking  along  the  hedges,  his  fore 
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and  hind  leg  attached  with  a  wisp  of  hay  to  check  his  pro¬ 
pensity  to  roaming.  Here  and  there  were  a  small  brood  of 
turkeys  ;  now  and  then  a  couple  of  sheep  or  a  single  one 
grazing  upon  a  scanty  field,  of  which  the  chief  crop  seemed 
to  be  thistles  and  stone;  and  by  the  side  of  the  cottage, 
the  potato-field  always. 

The  character  of  the  landscape  for  the  most  part  is  bare 
and  sad  ;  except  here  and  there  in  the  neighborhood  of  the 
towns,  where  people  have  taken  a  fancy  to  plant,  and  where 
nature  has  helped  them,  as  it  almost  always  will  in  this 
country.  If  we  saw  a  field  with  a  good  hedge  to  it,  we 
were  sure  to  see  a  good  crop  inside.  Many  a  field  was  there 
that  had  neither  crop  nor  hedge.  We  passed  by  and  over 
many  pretty  streams,  running  bright  through  brilliant 
emerald  meadows  :  and  I  saw  a  thousand  charming  pictures 
which  want  as  yet  an  Irish  Berghem.  A  bright  road  wind¬ 
ing  up  a  hill ;  on  it  a  country  cart,  with  its  load,  stretching 
a  huge  shadow;  the  before-mentioned  emerald  pastures 
and  silver  rivers  in  the  foreground ;  a  noble  sweep  of  hills 
rising  up  from  them,  and  contrasting  their  magnificent 
purple  with  the  green ;  in  the  extreme  distance  the  clear 
cold  outline  of  some  far-off  mountains,  and  the  white  clouds 
tumbled  about  in  the  blue  sky  overhead.  It  has  no  doubt 
struck  all  persons  who  love  to  look  at  nature,  how  different 
the  skies  are  in  different  countries.  I  fancy  Irish  or  French 
clouds  are  as  characteristic  as  Irish  or  French  landscapes. 
It  would  be  well  to  have  a  daguerreotype  and  get  a  series  of 
each.  Some  way  beyond  Dunmanway  the  road  takes  us 
through  a  noble  savage  country  of  rocks  and  heath.  Nor 
must  the  painter  forget  long  black  tracts  of  bog  here  and 
there,  and  the  water  glistening  brightly  at  the  places  where 
the  turf  has  been  cut  away.  Add  to  this,  and  chiefty  by 
the  banks  of  rivers,  a  ruined  old  castle  or  two :  some  were 
built  by  the  Danes,  it  is  said.  The  O’Connors,  the 
O’Malrony’s,  the  O’Driscolls  were  lords  of  many  others, 
and  their  ruined  towers  may  be  seen  here  and  along  the 
sea. 

Near  Dunmanway  that  great  coach,  “The  Skibbereen  In¬ 
dustry,”  dashed  by  us  at  seven  miles  an  hour ;  a  wondrous 
vehicle  :  there  were  gaps  between  every  one  of  the  panels ; 
you  could  see  daylight  through  and  through  it.  Like  our 
machine,  it  was  full,  with  three  complementary  sailors  on 
the  roof,  as  little  harness  as  possible  to  the  horses,  and  as 
long  stages  as  horses  can  well  endure ;  ours  were  each 
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eighteen-mile  stages.  About  eight  miles  from  Skibbereen 
a  one-horse  nar  met  us,  and  carried  away  an  offshoot  of 
passengers  to  Bantry.  Five  passengers  and  their  luggage, 
and  a  very  wild,  steep  road;  all  this  had  one  poor  little 
pony  to  overcome  !  About  the  towns  there  were  some 
show  of  gentlemen’s  carts,  smart  and  well  appointed,  and  on 
the  road  great  numbers  of  country  carts  :  an  army  of  them 
met  us  coming  from  Skibbereen,  and  laden  with  gray  sand 
for  manure. 

Before  you  enter  the  city  of  Skibbereen,  the  tall  new 
poor-house  presents  itself  to  the  eye  of  the  traveller ; 
of  the  common  model,  being  a  bastard-Gothic  edifice, 
with  a  profusion  of  cottage-ornee  (is  cottage  masculine  or 
feminine  in  French  ?)  —  of  cottage-ornee  roofs,  and  pinna¬ 
cles,  and  insolent-looking  stacks  of  chimneys.  It  is  built 
for  900  people,  but  as  yet  not  more  than  400  have  been 
induced  to  live  in  it ;  the  beggars  preferring  the  freedom 
of  their  precarious  trade  to  the  dismal  certainty  within  its 
walls.  Next  we  come  to  the  chapel,  a  very  large,  respecta¬ 
ble-looking  building  of  dark-gray  stone ;  and  presently, 
behold,  by  the  crowd  of  blackguards  in  waiting,  “  The 
Skibbereen  Perseverance  ”  has  found  its  goal,  and  you  are 
inducted  to  the  “  hotel  ”  opposite. 

Some  gentlemen  were  at  the  coach,  besides  those  of 
lower  degree.  Here  was  a  fat  fellow  with  large  whiskers, 
a  geranium,  and  a  cigar ;  yonder  a  tall  handsome  old  man 
that  I  would  swear  was  a  dragoon  on  half-pay.  He  had  a 
little  cap,  a  Taglioni  coat,  a  pair  of  beautiful  spaniels,  and 
a  pair  of  knee-breeches  which  showed  a  very  handsome  old 
leg ;  and  his  object  seemed  to  be  to  invite  everybody  to 
dinner  as  they  got  off  the  coach.  No  doubt  he  has  seen  the 
“  Skibbereen  Perseverance  ”  come  in  ever  since  it  was  a 
“  Perseverance.”  It  is  wonderful  to  think  what  will  inter¬ 
est  men  in  prisons  or  country  towns  ! 

There  is  a  dirty  coffee-room,  with  a  strong  smell  of  whis¬ 
key  :  indeed  three  young  “  materialists  ”  are  employed  at 
the  moment :  and  I  hereby  beg  to  offer  an  apology  to  three 
other  gentlemen' — the  captain,  another,  and  the  gentleman 
of  the  geranium,  who  had  caught  hold  of  a  sketcliing-stool 
which  is  my  property,  and  were  stretching  it,  and  sitting 
upon  it,  and  wondering  and  talking  of  it,  when  the  owner 
came  in,  and  they  bounced  off  to  their  seats  like  so  many 
school-boys.  Dirty  as  the  place  was,  this  was  no  reason  why 
it  should  not  produce  an  exuberant  dinner  of  trout  and 
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Kerry  mutton ;  after  which  Dan  the  waiter,  holding  up  a 
dingy  decanter,  asks  how  much  whiskey  I’d  have. 

That  calculation  need  not  be  made  here ;  and  if  a  man 
sleeps  well,  has  he  any  need  to  quarrel  with  the  appoint¬ 
ments  of  his  bedroom,  and  spy  out  the  deficiencies  of 
the  land  ?  As  it  was  Sunday,  it  was  impossible  for  me  to 
say  what  sort  of  shops  “  the  active  and  flourishing  town  ” 
of  Skibbereen  contains.  There  were  some  of  the  architect¬ 
ural  sort,  viz.,  with  gilt  'letters  and  cracked  mouldings,  and 
others  into  which  I  thought  I  saw  the  cows  walking ;  but  it 
was  only  into  their  little  cribs  and  paddocks  at  the  back  of 
the  shops.  There  is  a  trim  Wesleyan  chapel,  without  any 
broken  windows ;  a  neat  church  standing  modestly  on  one 
side.  The  Lower  Street  crawls  along  the  river  to  a  consid¬ 
erable  extent,  having  by-streets  and  boulevards  of  cabins 
here  and  there. 

The  people  came  flocking  into  the  place  by  hundreds,  and 
you  saw  their  blue  cloaks  dotting  the  road  and  the  bare 
open  plains  beyond.  The  men  came  with  shoes  and  stock¬ 
ings  to-day,  the  women  all  barelegged,  and  many  of  them 
might  be  seen  washing  their  feet  in  the  stream  before  they 
went  up  to  the  chapel.  The  street  seemed  to  be  lined  on 
either  side  with  blue  cloaks,  squatting  along  doorways  as  is 
their  wont.  Among  these,  numberless  cows  were  walking 
to  and  fro,  and  pails  of  milk  passing,  and  here  and  there  a 
hound  or  two  went  stalking  about.  Dan  the  waiter  says 
they  are  hunted  by  the  handsome  old  captain  who  was 
yesterday  inviting  everybody  to  dinner. 

Anybody  at  eight  o’clock  of  a  Sunday  morning  in  summer 
may  behold  the  above  scene  from  a  bridge  just  outside 
the  town.  He  may  add  to  it  the  river,  with  one  or  two 
barges  lying  idle  upon  it ;  a  flag  flying  at  what  looks  like 
a  custom-house ;  bare  country  all  around ;  and  the  chapel 
before  him,  with  a  swarm  of  the  dark  figures  round 
about  it. 

I  went  into  it,  not  without  awe  (for,  as  I  confessed  before, 
I  always  feel  a  sort  of  tremor  on  going  into  a  Catholic 
place  of  worship :  the  candles,  and  altars,  and  mysteries, 
the  priest  and  his  robes,  and  nasal  chanting,  and  wonderful 
genuflexions,  will  frighten  me  as  long  as  I  live).  The 
Chapel-yard  was  filled  with  men  and  women ;  a  couple  of 
shabby  old  beadles  were  at  the  gate  with  copper  shovels  to 
collect  money ;  and  inside  the  chapel  four  or  five  hundred 
people  were  on  their  knees,  and  scores  more  of  the  blue- 
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mantles  came  in,  dropping  their  courtesies  as  they  entered, 
and  then  taking  their  places  on  the  flags. 

And  now  the  pangs  of  hunger  beginning  to  make  them¬ 
selves  felt,  it  became  necessary  for  your  humble  servant 
(after  making  several  useless  applications  to  a  bell,  which 
properly  declined  to  work  on  Sundays)  to  make  a  personal 
descent  to  the  inn-kitclien,  where  was  not  a  bad  study  for 
a  painter.  It  was  a  huge  room,  with  a  peat  fire  burning, 
and  a  staircase  walking  up  one  side  of  it,  on  which  stair 
was  a  damsel  in  a  partial  though  by  no  means  picturesque 
dishabille.  The  cook  had  just  come  in  with  a  great  froth¬ 
ing  pail  of  milk,  and  sat  with  her  arms  folded  ;  the  hostler’s 
boy  sat  dangling  his  legs  from  the  table ;  the  hostler  was 
dandling  a  noble  little  boy  of  a  year  old,  at  whom  Mrs. 
Cook  likewise  grinned  delighted.  Here,  too,  sat  Mr.  Dan 
the  waiter ;  and  no  wonder  the  breakfast  was  delayed,  for 
all  three  of  these  worthy  domestics  seemed  delighted  with 
the  infant. 

He  was  handed  over  to  the  gentleman’s  arms  for  the 
space  of  thirty  seconds ;  the  gentleman  being  the  father  of 
a  family,  and  of  course  an  amateur. 

11  Say  Dan  for  the  gentleman,”  says  the  delighted  cook. 

“  Dada,”  says  the  baby ;  at  which  the  assembly  grinned 
with  joy:  and  Dan  promised  I  should  have  my  breakfast 
“  in  a  hurry.” 

But  Of  all  the  wonderful  things  to  be  seen  in  Skibbereen, 
Dan’s  pantry  is  the  most  wonderful :  every  article  within 
is  a  makeshift,  and  has  been  ingeniously  perverted  from  its 
original  destination.  Here  lie  bread,  blacking,  fresh  but¬ 
ter,  tallow-candles,  dirty  knives  —  all  in  the  same  cigar- 
box  with  snuff,  milk,  cold  bacon,  brown  sugar,  broken 
teacups,  and  bits  of  soap.  Ho  pen  can  describe  that  estab¬ 
lishment,  as  no  English  imagination  could  have  conceived 
it.  But  lo  !  the  sky  has  cleared  after  a  furious  fall  of  rain 
—  (in  compliance  with  Dan’s  statement  to  that  effect, 
“that  the  weather  would  be  fine”)  —  and  a  car  is  waiting 
to  carry  us  to  Loughine. 

Although  the  description  of  Loughine  can  make  but  a 
poor  figure  in  a  book,  the  ride  thither  is  well  worth  the 
traveller’s  short  labor.  You  pass  by  one  of  the  cabin- 
streets  out  of  the  town  into  a  country  which  for  a  mile  is 
rich  with  grain,  though  bare  of  trees  ;  then  through  a  boggy 
bleak  district,  from  which  you  enter  into  a  sort  of  sea  of 
rocks,  with  patches  of  herbage  here  and  there.  Before  the 
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traveller,  almost  all  tlie  way,  is  a  huge  pile  of  purple  moun¬ 
tain,  on  which,  as  one  comes  nearer,  one  perceives  number* 
less  waves  and  breaks,  as  you  see  small  waves  on  a  billow 
in  the  sea;  then  clambering  up  a  hill,  we  look  down  upon 
a  bright  green  flat  of  land,  with  the  lake  beyond  it,  girt 
round  by  gray  melancholy  hills.  The  water  may  be  a  mile 
in  extent ;  a  cabin  tops  the  mountain  here  and  there ;  gen¬ 
tlemen  have  erected  one  or  two  anchorite  pleasure-houses  on 
the  banks,  as  cheerful  as  a  summer-house  would  be  on  Sal¬ 
isbury  Plain.  I  felt  not  sorry  to  have  seen  this  lonely  lake, 
and  still  happier  to  leave  it.  There  it  lies  with  crags  all 
round  it,  in  the  midst  of  desolate  plains  :  it  escapes  some¬ 
where  to  the  sea ;  its  waters  are  salt :  half  a  dozen  boats  lie 
here  and  there  upon  its  banks,  and  we  saw  a  small  crew  of 
boys  plashing  about  and  swimming  in  it,  laughing  and 
yelling.  It  seemed  a  shame  to  disturb  the  silence  so. 

The  crowd  of  swaggering  “  gents  ”  (I  don’t  know  the 
corresponding  phrase  in  the  Anglo-Irish  vocabulary  to 
express  a  shabby  dandy)  awaiting  the  Cork  mail,  which 
kindly  goes  twenty  miles  out  of  its  way  to  accommodate 
the  town  of  Skibbereen,  was  quite  extraordinary.  The  little 
street  was  quite  blocked  up  with  shabby  gentlemen,  and 
shabby  beggars,  awaiting  this  daily  phenomenon.  The 
man  who  had  driven  us  to  Loughine  did  not  fail  to  ask  for 
his  fee  as  driver ;  and  then,  having  received  it,  came  for¬ 
ward  in  his  capacity  of  boots  and  received  another  remu¬ 
neration.  The  ride  is  desolate,  bare,  and  yet  beautiful. 
There  are  a  set  of  hills  that  keep  one  company  the  whole 
way ;  they  were  partially  hidden  in  a  gray  sky,  which 
flung  a  general  hue  of  melancholy  too  over  the  green  coun¬ 
try  through  which  we  passed.  There  was  only  one 
wretched  village  along  the  road,  but  no  lack  of  population  : 
ragged  people  who  issued  from  their  cabins  as  the  coach 
passed,  or  were  sitting  by  the  wayside.  Everybody  seems 
sitting  by  the  wayside  here :  one  never  sees  this  general 
repose  in  England  —  a  sort  of  ragged  lazy  contentment. 
All  the  children  seem  to  be  on  the  watch  for  the  coach ; 
waited  very  knowingly  and  carefully  their  opportunity, 
and  then  hung  on  by  scores  behind.  What  a  pleasure  to 
run  over  flinty  roads  with  bare  feet,  to  be  whipped  off,  and 
to  walk  back  to  the  cabin  again !  These  were  very  differ¬ 
ent  cottages  to  those  neat  ones  I  had  seen  in  Kildare.  The 
wretchedness  of  them  is  quite  painful  to  look  at ;  many  of 
the  potato-gardens  were  half  dug  up,  and  it  is  only  the  first 
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week  in  August,  near  three  months  before  the  potato  is 
ripe  and  at  full  growth ;  and  the  winter  still  six  months 
away.  There  were  chapels  occasionally,  and  smart  new- 
built  churches  —  one  of  them  has  a  congregation  of  ten 
souls,  the  coachman  told  me.  Would  it  not  be  better  that 
the  clergyman  should  receive  them  in  his  room,  and  that 
the  church-building  money  should  be  bestowed  other¬ 
wise  ? 

At  length,  after  winding  up  all  sorts  of  dismal  hills 
speckled  with  wretched  hovels,  a  ruinous  mill  every  now 
and  then,  black  bog-lands,  and  small  winding  streams, 
breaking  here  and  there  into  little  falls,  we  come  upon 
some  ground  well  tilled  and  planted,  and  descending  (at  no 
small  risk  from  stumbling  horses)  a  bleak  long  hill,  we  see 
the  water  before  us,  and  turning  to  the  right  by  the  hand¬ 
some  little  park  of  Lord  Bearhaven,  enter  Bantry.  The 
harbor  is  beautiful.  Small  mountains  in  green  undulations 
rising  on  the  opposite  side ;  great  gray  ones  farther  back  ; 
a  pretty  island  in  the  midst  of  the  water,  which  is  wonder¬ 
fully  bright  and  calm.  A  handsome  yacht,  and  two  or 
three  vessels  with  their  Sunday  colors  out,  were  lying  in 
the  bay.  It  looked  like  a  seaport  scene  at  a  theatre,  gay, 
cheerful,  neat,  and  picturesque.  At  a  little  distance  the 
town,  too,  is  very  pretty.  There  are  some  smart  houses  on 
the  quays,  a  handsome  court-house  as  usual,  a  fine  large 
hotel,  and  plenty  of  people  flocking  round  the  wonderful 
coach. 

The  town  is  most  picturesquely  situated,  climbing  up  a 
wooded  hill,  with  numbers  of  neat  cottages  here  and  there, 
an  ugly  church  with  an  air  of  pretension,  and  a  large  grave 
Roman  Catholic  chapel  the  highest  point  of  the  place.  The 
Mam  Street  was  as  usual  thronged  with  the  squatting  blue 
cloaks,  carrying  on  their  eager  trade  of  buttermilk,  and 
green  apples,  and  such  cheap  wares.  With  the  exception 
of  this  street  and  the  quay,  with  their  whitewashed  and 
slated  houses,  it  is  a  toAvn  of  cabins.  The  wretchedness  of 
some  of  them  is  quite  curious  :  I  tried  to  make  a  sketch  of 
a  row  which  lean  against  an  old  wall,  and  are  built  upon  a 
rock  that  tumbles  about  in  the  oddest  and  most  fantastic 
shapes,  with  a  brawling  waterfall  dashing  down  a  channel 
in  the  midst.  These  are,  it  appears,  the  beggars’  houses : 
any  one  may  build  a  lodge  against  that  wall,  rent-free ;  and 
such  places  were  never  seen !  As  for  drawing  them,  it  was 
in  vain  to  try ;  one  might  as  well  make  a  sketch  of  a  bun- 
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die  of  rags.  An  ordinary  pigsty  in  England  is  really  more 
comfortable.  Most  of  them  were  not  six  feet  long  or  five 
feet  high,  built  of  stones  huddled  together,  a  hole  being 
left  for  the  people  to  creep  in  at,  a  ruined  thatch  to  keep 
out  some  little  portion  of  the  rain.  The  occupiers  of  these 
places  sat  at  their  doors  in  tolerable  contentment,  or  the 
children  came  down  and  washed  their  feet  in  the  water.  I 
declare  I  believe  a  Hottentot  kraal  has  more  comforts  in  it : 
even  to  write  of  the  place  makes  one  unhappy,  and  the 
words  move  slow.  But  in  the  midst  of  all  this  misery  there 
is  an  air  of  actual  cheerfulness ;  and  go  but  a  few  score 
yards  off,  and  these  wretched  hovels  lying  together  look 
really  picturesque  and  pleasing. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


RAINY  DAYS  AT  GLEN GARIFF. 

>MART  two-horse  car  takes 
the  traveller  thrice  a  week 
from  Bantry  to  Killarney, 
by  way  of  Glengariff  and 
Kenmare.  Unluckily,  the 
rain  was  pouring  down 
furiously  as  we  passed  to 
the  first-named  places,  and 
we  had  only  opportunity  to 
see  a  part  of  the  astonish¬ 
ing  beauty  of  the  country. 
What  sends  picturesque 
tourists  to  the  Rhine  and 
Saxon  Switzerland  ?  Within 
five  miles  round  the  pretty 
inn  of  Glengariff  there  is  a 
country  of  the  magnificence 
of  which  no  pen  can  give 
an  idea.  I  would  like  to  be  a  great  prince,  and  bring  a 
train  of  painters  over  to  make,  if  they  could,  and  according 
to  their  several  capabilities,  a  set  of  pictures  of  the  place. 
Mr.  Creswick  would  find  such  rivulets  and  waterfalls,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  luxuriance  of  foliage  and  verdure  that  only 
his  pencil  can  imitate.  As  for  Mr.  Cattermole,  a  red- 
shanked  Irishman  should  carry  his  sketching-books  to  all 
sorts  of  wild  noble  heights,  and  vast  rocky  valleys,  where 
he  might  please  himself  by  piling  crag  upon  crag,  and  by 
introducing,  if  he  had  a  mind,  some  of  the  wild  figures 
which  peopled  this  country  in  old  days.  There  is  the 
Eagle’s  Nest,  for  instance,  regarding  which  the  Guide-book 
gives  a  pretty  legend.  The  Prince  of  Bantry,  being  con¬ 
quered  by  the  English  soldiers,  fled  away,  leaving  his 
Princess  and  children  to  the  care  of  a  certain  faithful  fol¬ 
lower  of  his,  who  was  to  provide  them  with  refuge  and 
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food.  But  the  whole  country  was  overrun  by  the  conquer- 
ers  ;  all  the  flocks  driven  away  by  them,  all  the  houses  ran¬ 
sacked,  and  the  crops  burnt  off:  the  ground,  and  the  faithful 
servitor  did  not  know  where  he  should  find  a  meal  or  a 
resting-place  for  the  unhappy  Princess  O’Donovan. 

He  made,  however,  a  sort  of  shed  by  the  side  of  a  moun¬ 
tain,  composing  it  of  sods  and  stones  so  artfully  that  no  one 
could  tell  but  that  it  was  a  part  of  the  hill  itself ;  and  here, 
having  speared  or  otherwise  obtained  a  salmon,  he  fed  their 
Highnesses  for  the  first  day ;  trusting  to  heaven  for  a  meal 
when  the  salmon  should  be  ended. 


The  Princess  O’Donovan  and  her  princely  family  soon 
came  to  an  end  of  the  fish  ;  and  cried  ont  for  something 
more. 

So  the  faithful  servitor,  taking  with  him  a  rope  and  his 
little  son  Shamus,  mounted  up  to  the  peak  where  the  eagles 
rested ;  and,  from  the  spot  to  which  he  climbed,  saw  their 
nest,  and  the  young  eaglets  in  it,  in  a  cleft  below  the 
precipice. 

“Now,”  said  he,  “  Shamus  my  son,  you  must  take  these 
thongs  with  you,  and  I  will  let  you  down  by  the  rope  ”  (it 
was  a  straw-rope,  which  he  had  made  himself,  and  though 
it  might  be  considered  a  dangerous  thread  to  hang  by  in 
other  countries,  you’ll  see  plenty  of  such  contrivances  in 
Ireland  to  the  present  day), 
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u  I  will  let  you  down  by  the  rope,  and  you  must  tie  the 
thongs  round  the  necks  of  the  eaglets,  not  so  as  to  choke 
them,  but  to  prevent  them  from  swallowing  much.”  So 
Shamus  went  down  and  did  as  his  father  bade  him,  and 
came  up  again  when  the  eaglets  were  doctored. 

Presently  the  eagles  came  home  :  one  bringing  a  rabbit  and 
the  other  a  grouse.  These  they  dropped  into  the  nest  for 
the  young  ones ;  and  soon  after  went  away  in  quest  of  other 
adventures. 

Then  Shamus  went  down  into  the  eagle’s  nest  again,  gutted 
the  grouse  and  rabbit,  and  left  the  garbage  to  the  eaglets  (as 
was  their  right),  and  brought  away  the  rest.  And  so  the 
Princess  and  Prince  had  game  that  night  for  their  supper. 
How  long  they  lived  in  this  way,  the  Guide-book  does  not  say: 
but  let  us  trust  that  the  Prince,  if  he  did  not  come  to  his 
own  again,  was  at  least  restored  to  his  family  and  decently 
mediatized  :  and,  for  my  part,  I  have  very  little  doubt  but 
that  Shamus,  the  gallant  young  eagle-robber,  created  a  fav¬ 
orable  impression  upon  one  of  the  young  Princesses,  and 
(after  many  adventures  in  which  he  distinguished  himself) 
was  accepted  by  her  Highness  for  a  husband,  and  her  princely 
parents  for  a  gallant  son-in-law. 

And  here,  while  we  are  travelling  to  Glengariff,  and  order¬ 
ing  painters  about  with  such  princely  liberality  (by  the 
Way,  Mr.  Stanfield  should  have  a  boat  in  the  bay,  and  paint 
both  rock  and  sea  at  his  ease),  let  me  mention  a  wonderful, 
awful  incident  of  real  life  which  occurred  on  the  road.  About 
four  miles  from  Bantry,  at  a  beautiful  wooded  place,  hard 
by  a  mill  and  waterfall,  up  rides  a  gentleman  to  the  car 
with  his  luggage,  going  to  Killarney  races.  The  luggage 
consisted  of  a  small  carpet-bag  and  a  pistol-case.  About 
two  miles  farther  on,  a  fellow  stops  the  car :  “  J oe,”  says 
he,  “  my  master  is  going  to  ride  to  Killarney,  so  you  please 
to  take  his  luggage.”  The  luggage  consisted  of  a  small  car¬ 
pet-bag,  and  —  a  pistol-case  as  before.  Is  this  a  gentleman’s 
usual  travelling  baggage  in  Ireland  ? 

As  there  is  more  rain  in  this  country  than  in  any  other, 
and  as,  therefore,  naturally  the  inhabitants  should  be  inured 
to  the  weather,  and  made  to  despise  an  inconvenience  which 
they  cannot  avoid,  the  travelling-conveyances  are  arranged 
so  that  you  may  get  as  much  practice  in  being  wet  as  possi¬ 
ble.  The  traveller’s  baggage  is  stowed  in  a  place  between 
the  two  rows  of  seats,  and  which  is  not  inaptly  called  the 
well,  as  in  a  rainy  season  you  might  possibly  get  a  bucket- 
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ful  of  water  out  of  that  orifice.  And  I  confess  I  saw,  with 
a  horrid  satisfaction,  the  pair  of  pistol-cases  lying  in  this 
moist  aperture,  with  water  pouring  above  them  and  lying 
below  them  ;  nay,  prayed  that  all  such  weapons  might  one 
day  be  consigned  to  the  same  fate.  But  as  the  waiter  at 
Bantry,  in  his  excessive  zeal  to  serve  me,  had  sent  my  port¬ 
manteau  back  to  Cork  by  the  coach,  instead  of  allowing  me 
to  carry  it  with  me  to  Killarney,  and  as  the  rain  had  long 
since  begun  to  insinuate  itself  under  the  seat-cushion  and 
through  the  waterproof  apron  of  the  car,  I  dropped  off  at 
Glengariff,  and  dried  the  only  suit  of  clothes  I  had  by  the 
kitchen-fire.  The  inn  is  very  pretty  :  some  thorn-trees  stand 
before  it,  where  many  barelegged  people  were  lolling,  in 
spite  of  the  weather.  A  beautiful  bay  stretches  out  before 
the  house,  the  full  tide  washing  the  thorn-trees  ;  mountains 
rise  on  either  side  of  the  little  bay,  and  there  is  an  island, 
with  a  castle  in  it,  in  the  midst,  near  which  a  yacht  was 
moored.  But  the  mountains  were  hardly  visible  for  the 
mist,  and  the  yacht,  island,  and  castle  looked  as  if  it  had 
been  washed  against  the  flat  gray  sky  in  Indian  ink. 

The  day  did  not  clear  up  sufficiently  to  allow  me  to  make 
any  long  excursion  about  the  place,  or  indeed  to  see  a  very 
wide  prospect  round  about  it :  at  a  few  hundred  yards,  most 
of  the  objects  were  enveloped  in  mist ;  but  even  this,  for  a 
lover  of  the  picturesque,  had  its  beautiful  effect,  for  you  saw 
the  hills  in  the  foreground  pretty  clear,  and  covered  with 
their  wonderful  green,  while  immediately  behind  them  rose 
an  immense  blue  mass  of  mist  and  mountain  that  served  to 
relieve  (to  use  the  painter’s  phrase)  the  nearer  objects.  An¬ 
nexed  to  the  hotel  is  a  flourishing  garden,  where  the  vege¬ 
tation  is  so  great  that  the  landlord  told  me  it  was  all  he 
could  do  to  check  the  trees  from  growing :  round  about  the 
bay,  in  several  places,  they  come  clustering  down  to 
the  water’s  edge,  nor  does  the  salt  water  interfere  with 
them. 

Winding  up  a  hill  to  the  right,  as  you  quit  the  inn,  is  the 
beautiful  road  to  the  cottage  and  park  of  Lord  Bantry. 
One  or  two  parties  on  pleasure  bent  went  so  far  as  the  house, 
and  were  partially  consoled  for  the  dreadful  rain  which  pres¬ 
ently  poured  down  upon  them,  by  wine,  whiskey,  and  refresh¬ 
ments  which  the  liberal  owner  of  the  house  sent  out  to 
them.  I  myself  had  only  got  a  few  hundred  yards  when 
the  rain  overtook  me,  and  sent  me  for  refuge  into  a  shed, 
where  a  blacksmith  had  arranged  a  rude  furnace  and  bel- 
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lows,  and  where  he  was  at  work,  with  a  rough  gilly  to  help 
him,  and  of  course  a  lounger  or  two  to  look  on. 

The  scene  was  exceedingly  wild  and  picturesque,  and  I 
took  out  a  sketch-book  and  began  to  draw.  The  blacksmith 
was  at  first  very  suspicious  of  the  operation  which  I  had 
commenced,  nor  did  the  poor  fellow’s  sternness  at  all  yield 
until  I  made  him  a  present  of  a  shilling  to  buy  tobacco  — 
when  he,  his  friend,  and  his  son  became  good-humored,  and 
said  their  little  say.  This  was  the  first  shilling  he  had 
earned  these  three  years  :  he  was  a  small  farmer,  but  was 
starved  out,  and  had  set  up  a  forge  here,  and  was  trying  to 
get  a  few  pence.  What  struck  me  was  the  great  number  of 
people  about  tbe  place.  We  had  at  least  twenty  visits  while 
the  sketch  was  being  made  ;  cars,  and  single  and  double 
horsemen,  were  continually  passing  ;  between  the  intervals 
of  the  shower  a  couple  of  ragged  old  women  would  creep 
out  from  some  hole  and  display  baskets  of  green  apples  for 
sale  :  wet  or  not,  men  and  women  were  lounging  up  and 
down  the  road.  You  would  have  thought  it  was  a  fair,  and 
yet  there  was  not  even  a  village  at  this  place,  only  the  inn 
and  post-house,  by  which  the  cars  to  Tralee  pass  thrice  a 
week. 

The  weather,  instead  of  mending,  on  the  second  day  was 
worse  than  ever.  All  the  view  had  disappeared  now  under 
a  rushing  rain,  of  which  I  never  saw  anything  like  the  vio¬ 
lence.  We  were  visited  by  five  maritime  —  nay,  buccaneer¬ 
ing-looking  gentlemen  in  moustaches,  with  fierce  caps  and 
jackets,  just  landed  from  a  yacht :  and  then  the  car  brought 
us  three  Englishmen  wet  to  the  skin  and  thirsting  for 
whiskey-and-water. 

And  with  these  three  Englishmen  a  great  scene  occurred, 
such  as  we  read  of  in  Smollett’s  and  Fielding’s  inns.  One 
was  a  fat  old  gentleman  from  Cambridge  —  who,  I  was 
informed,  was  a  Fellow  of  a  college  in  that  university,  but 
whom  I  shrewdly  suspect  *  to  be  butler  or  steward  of  the 
same.  The  younger  men,  burly,  manly,  good-humored  fel¬ 
lows  of  seventeen  stone,  were  the  nephews  of  the  elder 
—  who,  says  one,  “  could  draw  a  check  for  his  thousand 
pounds.” 

Two-and-twenty  years  before,  on  landing  at  the  Pigeon- 

*  The  suspicion  turned  out  to  be  very  correct.  The  gentleman  is 
the  respected  cook  of  C — ,  as  I  learned  afterwards  from  a  casual  Cam¬ 
bridge  man. 
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House  at  Dublin,  the  old  gentleman  had  been  cheated  by  a 
carman,  and  his  firm  opinion  seemed  to  be  that  all  carmen 
—  nay,  all  Irishmen  —  were  cheats. 

And  a  sad  proof  of  this  depravity  speedily  showed  itself ; 
for  having  hired  a  three-liorse  car  at  Killarney,  which  was 
to  carry  them  to  Bantry,  the  Englishmen  saw,  with  immense 
indignation,  after  they  had  drunk  a  series  of  glasses  of 
whiskey,  that  the  three-horse  car  had  been  removed,  a  one- 
horse  vehicle  standing  in  its  stead. 

Their  wrath  no  pen  can  describe.  “  I  tell  you  they  are 
all  so  !  ”  shouted  the  elder.  “  When  I  landed  at  the  Pigeon- 
House  .  .  .  ”  “  Bring  me  a  post-chaise  !  ”  roars  the  sec¬ 

ond.  u  Waiter,  get  some  more  whiskey  !  ”  exclaims  the 
third.  “  If  they  don’t  send  us  on  with  three  horses,  I’ll  stop 
here  for  a  week.”  Then  issuing,  with  his  two  young 
friends,  into  the  passage,  to  harangue  the  populace  assem¬ 
bled  there,  the  elder  Englishman  began  a  speech  about  dis¬ 
honesty,  “d — d  rogues  and  thieves,  Pigeon-House:  he  was 
a  gentleman,  and  wouldn’t  be  done,  d — n  his  eyes  and  every¬ 
body’s  eyes.”  Upon  the  affrighted  landlord,  who  came  to 
interpose,  they  all  fell  with  great  ferocity  :  the  elder  man 
swearing,  especially,  that  he  “  would  write  to  Lord  Lans- 
downe  regarding  his  conduct,  likewise  to  Lord  Bandon,  also 
to  Lord  Bantry :  he  was  a  gentleman ;  he’d  been  cheated  in 
the  year  1815,  on  his  first  landing  at  the  Pigeon-House  : 
and,  d — n  the  Irish,  they  were  all  alike.”  After  roaring 
and  cursing  for  half  an  hour,  a  gentleman  at  the  door,  see¬ 
ing  the  meek  bearing  of  the  landlord  —  who  stood  quite 
lost  and  powerless  in  the  whirlwind  of  rage  that  had  been 
excited  about  his  luckless  ears  —  said,  “  If  men  cursed  and 
swore  in  that  way  in  his  house,  he  would  know  how  to  put 
them  out.” 

“  Put  me  out !  ”  says  one  of  the  young  men,  placing  him¬ 
self  before  the  fat  old  blasphemer  his  relative.  “  Put  me 
out,  my  fine  fellow  !  ”  But  it  was  evident  the  Irishman  did 
not  like  his  customer.  “  Put  me  out !  ”  roars  the  old  gen¬ 
tleman,  from  behind  his  young  protector.  a - my  eyes, 

who  are  you,  sir  ?  who  are  you,  sir  ?  I  insist  on  knowing 
who  you  are.” 

“  And  who  are  you  ?  ”  asks  the  Irishman. 

((  Sir,  I’m  a  gentleman,  and  pay  my  way  !  and  as  soon  as 
I  get  into  Bantry,  I  swear  I’ll  write  a  letter  to  Lord  Ban- 
ion  Bantry,  and  complain  of  the  treatment  I  have  received 
here.” 
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Now,  as  the  unhappy  landlord  had  not  said  one  single 
word,  and  as,  on  the  contrary,  to  the  annoyance  of  the 
whole  house,  the  stout  old  gentleman  from  Cambridge  had 
been  shouting,  raging,  and  cursing  for  two  hours,  I  could 
not  help,  like  a  great  ass  as  I  was,  coming  forward  and 
(thinking  the  landlord  might  be  a  tenant  of  Lord  Bantry7s) 
saying,  “  Well,  sir,  if  you  write  and  say  the  landlord  has 
behaved  ill,  I  will  write  to  say  that  he  has  acted  with 
extraordinary  forbearance  and  civility.77 

0  fool !  to  interfere  in  disputes  where  one  set  of  the  dis¬ 
putants  have  drunk  half  a  dozen  glasses  of  whiskey  in  the 
middle  of  the  day !  No  sooner  had  I  said  this  than  the 
other  young  man  came  and  fell  upon  me,  and  in  the  course 
of  a  few  minutes  found  leisure  to  tell  me  “  that  I  was  no 
gentleman ;  that  I  was  ashamed  to  give  my  name,  or  say 
where  I  lived ;  that  I  was  a  liar,  and  didn’t  live  in  London, 
and  couldn’t  mention  the  name  of  a  single  respectable  per¬ 
son  there  ;  that  he  was  a  merchant  and  tradesman,  and  hid 
his  quality  from  no  one 77 ;  and,  finally,  “  that  though  big¬ 
ger  than  himself,  there  was  nothing  he  would  like  better 
than  that  I  should  come  out  on  the  green  and  stand  to  him 
like  a  man.77 

This  invitation,  although  repeated  several  times,  I  re¬ 
fused  with  as  much  dignity  as  I  could  assume ;  partly 
because  I  was  sober  and  cool,  while  the  other  was  furious 
and  drunk ;  also  because  I  felt  a  strong  suspicion  that  in 
about  ten  minutes  the  man  would  manage  to  give  me  a 
tremendous  beating,  which  I  did  not  merit  in  the  least ; 
thirdly,  because  a  victory  over  him  would  not  have  been 
productive  of  the  least  pleasure  to  me  ;  and  lastly,  because 
there  was  something  really  honest  and  gallant  in  the  fel¬ 
low  coming  out  to  defend  his  old  relative.  Both  of  the 
younger  men  would  have  fought  like  tigers  for  this  dis¬ 
reputable  old  gentleman,  and  desired  no  better  sport.  The 
last  I  heard  of  the  three  was  that  they  and  the  driver 
made  their  appearance  before  a  magistrate  in  Bantry ;  and 
a  pretty  story  will  the  old  man  have  to  tell  to  his  club  at 
the  “  Hoop,”  or  the  “  Bed  Lion,”  of  those  swindling  Irish, 
and  the  ill-treatment  he  met  with  in  their  country. 

As  for  the  landlord,  the  incident  will  be  a  blessed  theme 
of  conversation  to  him  for  a  long  time  to  come.  I  heard 
him  discoursing  of  it  in  the  passage  during  the  rest  of  the 
day ;  and  next  morning  when  I  opened  my  window  and 
saw  with  much  delight  the  bay  clear  and  bright  as  silver  — * 
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except  where  the  green  hills  were  reflected  in  it,  the  blue 
sky  above,  and  the  purple  mountains  round  about  with 
only  a  few  clouds  veiling  their  peaks  —  the  first  thing  I 
heard  was  the  voice  of  Mr.  Eccles  repeating  the  story  to  a 
new  customer. 

“  I  thought  thim  couldn’t  be  gintlemin,”  was  the  appro¬ 
priate  remark  of  Mr.  Tom  the  waiter,  “  from  the  way  in 
which  they  took  their  whiskey  —  raw  with  cold  wather, 
widout  mixing  or  iny thing.”  Could  an  Irish  waiter  give  a 
more  excellent  definition  of  the  ungenteel  ? 

At  nine  o’clock  in  the  morning  of  the  next  day,  the 
unlucky  car  which  had  carried  the  Englishmen  to  Bantry 
came  back  to  Glengariff,  and  as  the  morning  was  very  fine, 
I  was  glad  to  take  advantage  of  it,  and  travel  some  five- 
and-thirty  English  miles  to  Killarney. 


CHAPTER  X. 

FROM  GLENGARIFF  TO  KILLARNEY. 

HE  Irish,  car  seems 
accommodated  for  any 
number  of  persons :  it 
appeared  to  be  full 
when  we  left  Glen¬ 
gariff:,  for  a  traveller 
from  Bearhaven,  and 
the  five  gentlemen  from 
the  yacht,  took  seats 
upon  it  with  myself, 
and  we  fancied  it  was 
impossible  more  than 
seven  should  travel  by 
such  a  conveyance ;  but 
the  driver  showed  the 
capabilities  of  his  vehi¬ 
cle  presently.  The 
j  ourney  from  G 1  e  n- 
gariff  to  Kenmare  is  one  of  astonishing  beauty ;  and  I  have 
seen  Killarney  since,  and  am  sure  that  Glengariff  loses 
nothing  by  comparison  with  this  most  famous  of  lakes. 
Rock,  wood,  and  sea  stretch  around  the  traveller  —  a 
thousand  delightful  pictures :  the  landscape  is  at  first 
wild  without  being  fierce,  immense  woods  and  plantations 
enriching  the  valleys  —  beautiful  streams  to  be  seen  every¬ 
where. 

Here  again  I  was  surprised  at  the  great  population  along 
the  road;  for  one  saw  but  few  cabins,  and  there  is  no  vil¬ 
lage  between  Glengariff  and  Kenmare.  But  men  and 
women  were  on  banks  and  in  fields ;  children,  as  usual, 
came  trooping  up  to  the  car;  and  the  jovial  men  of  the 
yacht  had  great  conversations  with  most  of  the  persons 
whom  we  met  on  the  road.  A  merrier  set  of  fellows  it 
were  hard  to  meet.  “  Should  you  like  anything  to  drink, 
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sir?”  says  one,  commencing  the  acquaintance.  “We  have 
the  best  whiskey  in  the  world,  and  plenty  of  porter  in  the 
basket.”  Therewith  the  jolly  seamen  produced  a  long 
bottle  of  grog,  which  was  passed  round  from  one  to 
another ;  and  then  began  singing,  shouting,  laughing, 
roaring  for  the  whole  journey.  “British  sailors  have  a 
knack,  pull  away  —  ho,  boys!”  “Hurroo,  my  fine  fellow! 
does  your  mother  know  you’re  out  ?  ”  “  Hurroo,  Tim 

Herlihy !  you’re  a  fluke ,  Tim  Herlihy.”  One  man  sang 
on  the  roof,  one  hurroo’d  to  the  echo,  another  apostro¬ 
phized  the  aforesaid  Herlihy  as  he  passed  grinning  on  a 
car;  a  third  had  a  pocket-handkerchief  flaunting  from  a 
pole,  with  which  he  performed  exercises  in  the  face  of  any 
horseman  whom  we  met ;  and  great  were  their  yells  as  the 
ponies  shied  off  at  the  salutation  and  the  riders  swerved  in 
their  saddles.  In  the  midst  of  this  rattling  chorus  we  went 
along :  gradually  the  country  grew  wilder  and  more  deso¬ 
late,  and  we  passed  through  a  grim  mountain  region,  bleak 
and  bare,  the  road  winding  round  some  of  the  innumer¬ 
able  hills,  and  once  or  twice  by  means  of  a  tunnel  rushing 
boldly  through  them.  One  of  these  tunnels,  they  say,  is  a 
couple  of  hundred  yards  long ;  and  a  pretty  howling,  I 
need  not  say,  was  made  through  that  pipe  of  rock  by 
the  jolly  yacht’s  crew.  “We  saw  you  sketching  in  the 
blacksmith’s  shed  at  Glengariff,”  says  one,  “  and  we  wished 
we  had  you  on  board.  Such  a  jolly  life  we  led  of  it !”  — 
They  roved  about  the  coast,  they  said,  in  their  vessel; 
they  feasted  off  the  best  of  fish,  mutton,  and  whiskey; 
they  had  Gamble’s  turtle-soup  on  board,  and  fun  from 
morning  till  night,  and  vice  versa.  Gradually  it  came  out 
that  there  was  not,  owing  to  the  tremendous  rains,  a  dry 
corner  in  their  ship :  that  they  slung  two  in  a  large  ham¬ 
mock  in  the  cabin,  and  that  one  of  their  crew  had  been  ill, 
and  shirked  off.  What  a  wonderful  thing  pleasure  is ! 
To  be  wet  all  day  and  night ;  to  be  scorched  and  blistered 
by  the  sun  and  rain ;  to  beat  in  and  out  of  little  harbors, 
and  to  exceed  diurnally  upon  whiskey-punch  —  ’faith, 
London,  and  an  arm-chair  at  the  club,  are  more  to  the 
tastes  of  some  men. 

After  much  mountain-work  of  ascending  and  descending 
(in  which  latter  operation,  and  by  the  side  of  precipices 
that  make  passing  cockneys  rather  squeamish,  the  carman 
drove  like  mad  to  the  whooping  and  screeching  of  the  red¬ 
rovers),  we  at  length  came  to  Kenmare,  of  which  all  that  I 
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know  is  that  it  lies  prettily  in  a  bay  or  arm  of  the  sea ; 
that  it  is  approached  by  a  little  hanging-bridge,  which 
seems  to  be  a  wonder  in  these  parts ;  that  it  is  a  miser¬ 


able  little  place  when  you  enter  it ;  and  that,  finally,  a 
splendid  luncheon  of  all  sorts  of  meat  and  excellent  cold 
salmon  may  sometimes  be  had  for  a  shilling  at  the  hotel 
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of  the  place.  It  is  a  great  vacant  house,  like  the  rest  of 
them,  and  would  frighten  people  in  England ;  but  after  a 
few  days  one  grows  used  to  the  Castle  Backrent  style.  I 
am  not  sure  that  there  is  not  a  certain  sort  of  comfort  to 
be  had  in  these  rambling  rooms,  and  among  these  bustling, 
blundering  waiters,  which  one  does  not  always  meet  with  in 
an  orderly  English  house  of  entertainment. 

After  discussing  the  luncheon,  we  found  the  car  with 
fresh  horses,  beggars,  idlers,  policemen,  &c.,  standing  round 
of  course ;  and  now  the  miraculous  vehicle,  which  had 
held  hitherto  seven  with  some  difficulty  was  called  upon 
to  accommodate  thirteen. 

A  pretty  noise  would  our  three  Englishmen  of  yesterday 
—  nay,  any  other  Englishmen  for  the  matter  of  that  — 
have  made,  if  coolly  called  upon  to  admit  an  extra  party  of 
four  into  a  mail-coach  !  The  yacht’s  crew  did  not  make  a 
single  objection;  a  couple  clambered  up  on  the  roof,  where 
they  managed  to  locate  themselves  with  wonderful  in¬ 
genuity,  perched  upon  hard  wooden  chests,  or  agreeably 
reposing  upon  the  knotted  ropes  which  held  them  to¬ 
gether  ;  one  of  the  new  passengers  scrambled  between  the 
driver’s  legs,  where  he  held  on  somehow,  and  the  rest  were 
pushed  and  squeezed  astonishingly  in  the  car. 

Now  the  fact  must  be  told,  that  five  of  the  new  passen¬ 
gers  (I  don’t  count  a  little  boy  besides)  were  women,  and 
very  pretty,  gay,  frolicksome,  lively,  kind-hearted,  innocent 
women  too ;  and  for  the  rest  of  the  journey,  there  was  no 
end  of  laughing,  and  shouting,  and  singing,  and  hugging, 
so  that  the  caravan  presented  the  appearance  which  is 
depicted  in  the  frontispiece  of  this  work. 

Now  it  may  be  a  wonder  to  some  persons,  that  with 
such  a  cargo  the  carriage  did  not  upset,  or  some  of  us  did 
not  fall  off ;  to  which  the  answer  is  that  we  did  fall  off. 
A  very  pretty  woman  fell  off,  and  showed  a  pair  of  never- 
mind-what  colored  garters,  and  an  interesting  English 
traveller  fell  off  too :  but  heaven  bless  you !  these  cars 
are  made  to  fall  off  from  ;  and  considering  the  circum¬ 
stances  of  the  case,  and  in  the  same  company,  I  would 
rather  fall  off  than  not.  A  great  number  of  polite  allu¬ 
sions  and  genteel  inquiries  were,  as  may  be  imagined,  made 
by  the  jolly  boat’s  crew.  But  though  the  lady  affected  to 
be  a  little  angry  at  first,  she  was  far  too  good-natured  to  be 
angry  long,  and  at  last  fairly  burst  out  laughing  with  the 
passengers.  We  did  not  fall  off  again,  but  held  on  very 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


113 


tight,  and  just  as  we  were  reaching  Killarney,  saw  some¬ 
body  else  fall  off  from  another  car.  But  in  this  instance 
the  gentleman  had  no  lady  to  tumble  with. 

For  almost  half  the  way  from  Kenmare,  this  wild,  beauti¬ 
ful  road  commands  views  of  the  famous  lake  and  vast  blue 
mountains  about  Killarney.  Turk,  Tomies,  and  Mangerton 
were  clothed  in  purple,  like  kings  in  mourning ;  great  heavy 
clouds  were  gathered  round  their  heads,  parting  away  every 
now  and  then,  and  leaving  their  noble  features  bare.  The 
lake  lay  for  some  time  underneath  us,  dark  and  blue,  with 
dark  misty  islands  in  the  midst.  On  the  right-hand  side  of 
the  road  would  be  a  precipice  covered  with  a  thousand  trees, 
or  a  green  rocky  flat,  with  a  reedy  mere  in  the  midst,  and 
other  mountains  rising  as  far  as  we  could  see.  I  think  of 
that  diabolical  tune  in  “  Der  Freischutz  ”  while  passing 
through  this  sort  of  country.  Every  now  and  then,  in  the 
midst  of  some  fresh  country  or  inclosed  trees,  or  at  a  turn 
of  the  road,  you  lose  the  sight  of  the  great  big  awful  moun¬ 
tain  ;  but,  like  the  aforesaid  tune  in  “  Der  Freischutz,5’  it 
is  always  there  close  at  hand.  You  feel  that  it  keeps  you 
company.  And  so  it  was  that  we  rode  by  dark  old  Manger¬ 
ton,  then  presently  past  Muckross,  and  then  through  two 
miles  of  avenues  of  lime-trees,  by  numerous  lodges  and 
gentlemen’s  seats,  across  an  old  bridge  where  you  see  the 
mountains  again  and  the  lake,  until,  by  Lord  Kenmare’s 
house,  a  hideous  row  of  houses  informed  us  that  we  were 
at  Killarney. 

Here  my  companion  suddenly  let  go  my  hand,  and  by  a 
certain  uneasy  motion  of  the  waist,  gave  me  notice  to  with¬ 
draw  the  other  too  j  and  so  we  rattled  up  to  the  “  Kenmare 
Arms  ”  :  and  so  ended,  not  without  a  sigh  on  my  part,  one 
of  the  merriest  six-hour  rides  that  five  yachtmen,  one  cock¬ 
ney,  five  women  and  a  child,  the  carman,  and  a  countryman 
with  an  alpeen,  ever  took  in  their  lives. 

As  for  my  fellow-companion,  she  would  hardly  speak  the 
next  day ;  but  all  the  five  maritime  men  made  me  vow  and 
promise  that  I  would  go  and  see  them  at  Cork,  where  I 
should  have  horses  to  ride,  the  fastest  yacht  out  of  the 
harbor  to  sail  in,  and  the  best  of  whiskey,  claret,  and 
welcome.  Amen,  and  may  every  single  person  who 
buys  a  copy  of  this  book  meet  with  the  same  deserved 
fate. 

The  town  of  Killarney  was  in  a  violent  state  of  excite¬ 
ment  with  a  series  of  horse-races,  hurdle-races,  boat-races, 
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and  stag-hunts,  by  land  and  water,  which  were  taking  place, 
and  attracted  a  vast  crowd  from  all  parts  of  the  kingdom. 
All  the  inns  were  full,  and  lodgings  cost  five  shillings  a 
day  —  nay,  more  in  some  places;  for  though  my  landlady, 
Mrs.  Macgillicuddy,  charges  but  that  sum,  a  leisurely  old 
gentleman,  whom  I  never  saw  in  my  life  before,  made  my 
acquaintance  by  stopping  me  in  the  street  yesterday,  and 
said  he  paid  a  pound  a  day  for  his  two  bedrooms.  The  old 
gentleman  is  eager  for  company ;  and  indeed,  when  a  man 
travels  alone,  it  is  wonderful  how  little  he  cares  to  select 
his  society;  how  indifferent  company  pleases  him;  how  a 
good  fellow  delights  him :  how  sorry  he  is  when  the  time 
for  parting  comes,  and  he  has  to  walk  off  alone,  and  begin 
the  friendship-hunt  over  again. 

The  first  sight  I  witnessed  at  Killarney  was  a  race- 
ordinary,  where,  for  a  sum  of  twelve  shillings,  any  man 
could  take  his  share  of  turbot,  salmon,  venison,  and  beef, 
with  port,  and  sherry,  and  whiskey-punch  at  discretion. 
Here  were  the  squires  of  Cork  and  Kerry,  one  or  two 
Englishmen,  whose  voices  amidst  the  rich  humming  brogue 
round  about  sounded  quite  affected  (not  that  they  were  so, 
but  there  seems  a  sort  of  impertinence  in  the  shrill,  high- 
pitched  tone  of  the  English  voice  here).  At  the  head  of 
the  table,  near  the  chairman,  sat  some  brilliant  young 
dragoons,  neat,  solemn,  dull,  with  huge  moustaches,  and 
boots  polished  to  a  nicety. 

And  here  of  course  the  conversation  was  of  the  horse, 
horsey :  how  Mr.  This  had  refused  fifteen  hundred  guineas 
for  a  horse  which  he  bought  for  a  hundred;  how  Bacchus 
was  the  best  horse  in  Ireland ;  which  horses  were  to  run  at 
Something  races ;  and  how  the  Marquis  of  Waterford  gave 
a  plate  or  a  purse.  We  drank  “  the  Queen,”  with  hip !  hip  ! 
hurrah  !  the  u  winner  of  the  Kinmare  stakes  ”  —  hurrah  ! 
Presently  the  gentleman  next  me  rose  and  made  a  speech : 
he  had  brought  a  mare  down  and  won  the  stakes  —  a 
hundred  and  seventy  guineas  —  and  I  looked  at  him  with  a 
great  deal  of  respect.  Other  toasts  ensued,  and  more  talk 
about  horses.  Hor  am  I  in  the  least  disposed  to  sneer  at 
gentlemen  who  like  sporting,  and  talk  about  it :  for  I  do 
believe  that  the  conversation  of  a  dozen  fox-hunters  is  just 
as  clever  as  that  of  a  similar  number  of  merchants, 
barristers,  or  literary  men.  But  to  this  trade,  as  to  all 
others,  a  man  must  be  bred ;  if  he  has  not  learnt  it 
thoroughly  or  in  early  life,  he  will  not  readily  become  a 
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proficient  afterwards,  and  when  therefore  the  subject  is 
broached,  had  best  maintain  a  profound  silence. 

A  young  Edinburgh  cockney,  with  an  easy  self-confidence 
that  the  reader  may  have  perhaps  remarked  in  others  of  his 
calling  and  nation,  and  who  evidently  knew  as  much  of 
sporting  matters  as  the  individual  who  writes  this,  pro¬ 
ceeded  nevertheless  to  give  the  company  his  opinions,  and. 
greatly  astonished  them  all ;  for  these  simple  people  are  at 
first  willing  to  believe  that  a  stranger  is  sure  to  be  a  know¬ 
ing  fellow,  and  did  not  seem  inclined  to  be  undeceived 
even  by  this  little  pert,  grinning  Scotchman.  It  was  good 
to  hear  him  talk  of  Haddington,  Musselburgh  —  and 
heaven  knows  what  strange  outlandish  places,  as  if  they 
were  known  to  all  the  world.  And  here  would  be  a  good 
opportunity  to  enter  into  a  dissertation  upon  natural  char¬ 
acteristics  :  to  show  that  the  bold,  swaggering  Irishman  is 
really  a  modest  fellow,  while  the  canny  Scot  is  a  most 
brazen  one ;  to  wonder  why  the  inhabitant  of  one  country 
is  ashamed  of  it  —  which  is  in  itself  so  fertile  and  beautiful, 
and  has  produced  more  than  its  fair  proportion  of  men  of 
genius,  valor,  and  wit;  whereas  it  never  enters  into  the 
head  of  a  Scotchman  to  question  his  own  quality  (and 
something  more)  at  all :  but  that  such  discussions  are  quite 
unprofitable  ;  nay,  that  exactly  the  contrary  propositions 
may  be  argued  to  just  as  much  length.  Has  the  reader 
ever  tried  with  a  dozen  of  De  Tocqueville’s  short  crisp 
philosophic  apophthegms  and  taken  the  converse  of 
them  ?  The  one  or  other  set  of  propositions  will  answer 
equally  well ;  and  it  is  the  best  way  to  avoid  all  such. 
Let  the  above  passage,  then,  simply  be  understood  to  say, 
that  on  a  certain  day  the  writer  met  a  vulgar  little  Scotch¬ 
man  —  not  that  all  Scotchmen  are  vulgar ;  —  that  this  little 
pert  creature  prattled  about  his  country  as  if  he  and  it 
were  ornaments  to  the  world  —  which  the  latter  is,  no 
doubt;  and  that  one  could  not  but  contrast  his  behavior 
with  that  of  great  big  stalwart  simple  Irishmen,  who  asked 
your  opinion  of  their  country  with  as  much  modesty  as  if 
you  —  because  an  Englishman — must  be  somebody,  and 
they  the  dust  of  the  earth. 

Indeed,  this  want  of  self-confidence  at  times  becomes 
quite  painful  to  the  stranger.  If  in  reply  to  their  queries, 
you  say  you  like  the  country,  people  seem  really  quite 
delighted.  Why  should  they  ?  Why  should  a  stranger’s 
opinion  who  doesn’t  know  the  country  be  more  valued  than 
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a,  native’s  who  does  ?  —  Suppose  an  Irishman  in  England 
were  to  speak  in  praise  or  abuse  of  the  country,  would  one 
be  particularly  pleased  or  annoyed  ?  One  would  be  glad 
that  the  man  liked  his  trip  ;  but  as  for  his  good  or  bad 
opinion  of  the  country,  the  country  stands  on  its  own 
bottom,  superior  to  any  opinion  of  any  man  or  men. 

I  must  beg  pardon  of  the  little  Scotchman  for  reverting 
to  him  (let  it  be  remembered  that  there  were  two  Scotch¬ 
men  at  Killarney,  and  that  I  speak  of  the  other  one)  ;  but 
I  have  seen  no  specimen  of  that  sort  of  manners  in  any 
Irishman  since  I  have  been  in  the  country.  I  have  met 
more  gentlemen  here  than  in  any  place  I  ever  saw :  gentle¬ 
men  of  high  and  low  ranks,  that  is  to  say :  men  shrewd  and 
delicate  of  preception,  observant  of  society,  entering  into 
the  feelings  of  others,  and  anxious  to  set  them  at  ease  or 
to  gratify  them ;  of  course  exaggerating  their  professions 
of  kindness  and  in  so  far  insincere ;  but  the  very  exaggera¬ 
tion  seems  to  be  a  proof  of  a  kindly  nature,  and  I  wish  in 
England  we  were  a  little  more  complimentary.  In  Dublin, 
a  lawyer  left  his  chambers,  and  a  literary  man  his  books,  to 
walk  the  town  with  me  —  the  town,  which  they  must  know 
a  great  deal  too  well :  for,  pretty  as  it  is,  it  is  but  a  small 
place  after  all,  not  like  that  great  bustling,  changing,  strug¬ 
gling  world,  the  Englishman’s  capital.  Would  a  London 
man  leave  his  business  to  trudge  to  the  Tower  or  the  Park 
with  a  stranger  ?  We  would  ask  him  to  dine  at  the  club, 
or  to  eat  whitebait  at  Lovegrove’s,  and  think  our  duty  done, 
neither  caring  for  him,  nor  professing  to  care  for  him  ;  and 
we  pride  ourselves  on  our  honesty  accordingly.  Never 
was  honesty  more  selfish.  And  so  a  vulgar  man  in  Eng¬ 
land  disdains  to  flatter  his  equals,  and  chiefly  displays  his 
character  of  snob  by  assuming  as  much  as  he  can  for  him¬ 
self,  swaggering  and  showing  off  in  his  coarse,  dull,  stupid 
way. 

“  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  pay  my  way,”  as  the  old  fellow 
said  at  Glengariff.  I  have  not  heard  a  sentence  near  so 
vulgar  from  any  man  in  Ireland.  Yes,  by  the  way,  there 
was  another  Englishman  at  Cork :  a  man  in  a  middling, 
not  to  say  humble,  situation  of  life.  When  introduced  to 
an  Irish  gentleman,  his  formula  seemed  to  be,  “I  think, 
sir,  I  have  met  you  somewhere  before.”  “  I  am  sure,  sir,  I 
have  met  you  before,”  he  said  for  the  second  time  in  my 
hearing,  to  a  gentleman  of  great  note  in  Ireland.  “Yes,  I 
have  met  you  at  Lord  X - ’s.”  “  I  don’t  know  my  Lord 
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X - ,”  replied  the  Irishman.  “Sir,”  says  the  other,  u  I 

shall  have  great  'pleasure  in  introducing  you  to  him.”  Well, 
the  good-natured  simple  Irishman  thought  this  gentleman 
a  very  fine  fellow.  There  was  only  one,  of  some  dozen  who 
spoke  about  him,  that  found  out  snob.  I  suppose  the 
Spaniards  lorded  it  over  the  Mexicans  in  this  way :  their 
drummers  passing  for  generals  among  the  simple  red  men, 
their  glass  beads  for  jewels,  and  their  insolent  bearing  for 
heroic  superiority. 

Leaving,  then,  the  race-ordinary  (that  little  Scotchman 
with  his  airs  has  carried  us  the  deuce  knows  how  far  out  of 
the  way),  I  came  home  just  as  the  gentlemen  of  the  race 
were  beginning  to  “mix,”  that  is,  to  forsake  the  wine  for 
the  punch.  At  the  lodgings  I  found  my  five  companions  of 
the  morning  with  a  bottle  of  that  wonderful  whiskey  of 
which  they  spoke ;  and  which  they  had  agreed  to  exchange 
against  a  bundle  of  Liverpool  cigars  :  so  we  discussed  them, 
the  whiskey,  and  other  topics  in  common.  Now  there  is  no 
need  to  violate  the  sanctity  of  private  life,  and  report  the 
conversation  which  took  place,  the  songs  which  were  sung, 
the  speeches  which  were  made,  and  the  other  remarkable 
events  of  the  evening.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  English 
traveller  gradually  becomes  accustomed  to  whiskey-punch 
(in  moderation  of  course),  and  finds  the  beverage  very 
agreeable  at  Killarney ;  against  which  I  recollect  a  protest 
was  entered  at  Dublin. 

But  after  we  had  talked  of  hunting,  racing,  regatting, 
and  all  other  sports,  I  came  to  a  discovery  which  aston¬ 
ished  me,  and  for  which  these  honest,  kind  fellows  are 
mentioned  publicly  here.  The  portraits,  or  a  sort  of  resem¬ 
blance  of  four  of  them,  may  be  seen  in  the  foregoing  draw¬ 
ing  of  the  car.  The  man  with  the  straw-hat  and  handker¬ 
chief  tied  over  it  is  the  captain  of  an  Indiaman  ;  three  oth¬ 
ers,  with  each  a  pair  of  moustaches,  sported  yacht-costumes, 
jackets,  club  anchor-buttons,  and  so  forth;  and,  finally,  one 
on  the  other  side  of  the  car  (who  cannot  be  seen  on  account 
of  the  portmanteaus,  otherwise  the  likeness  would  be  per¬ 
fect)  was  dressed  with  a  coat  and  a  hat  in  the  ordinary 
way.  One  with  the  gold  band  and  moustaches  is  a  gentle¬ 
man  of  property  ;  the  other  three  are  attorneys,  every  man 
of  them  ;  two  in  large  practice  in  Cork  and  Dublin,  the  oth¬ 
er,  and  owner  of  the  yacht,  under  articles  to  the  attorney  of 
Cork.  Now  did  any  Englishman  ever  live  with  three  attor¬ 
neys  for  a  whole  day  without  hearing  a  single  syllable  of 
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hw  spoken  ?  Did  we  ever  see  in  our  country  attorneys 
with  moustaches ;  or,  above  all,  an  attorney’s  clerk  the 
owner  of  a  yacht  of  thirty  tons  ?  He  is  a  gentleman  of 
property  too  —  the  heir,  that  is,  to  a  good  estate ;  and  has 
had  a  yacht  of  his  own,  he  says,  ever  since  he  was  fourteen 
years  old.  Is  there  any  English  boy  of  fourteen  who  com¬ 
mands  a  ship  with  a  crew  of  live  men  under  him  ?  We  all 
agreed  to  have  a  boat  for  the  stag-hunt  on  the  lake  next 
day ;  and  I  went  to  bed  wondering  at  this  strange  coun¬ 
try  more  than  ever.  An  attorney  with  moustaches !  What 
would  they  say  of  him  in  Chancery  Lane  ? 


CHAPTER  XI. 


KILLARNEY  —  STAG-HUNTING  ON  THE  LAKE. 

RS.  MACGILLICUDDY’S 
house  is  at  the  corner  of 
the  two  principal  streets 
of  Killarney  town,  and 
the  drawing-room  win¬ 
dows  command  each  a 
street.  Before  one  win¬ 
dow  is  a  dismal,  rickety 
building,  with  a  slated 
face,  that  looks  like  an  ex¬ 
town-hall.  There  is  a  row 
of  arches  to  the  ground- 
floor,  the  angles  at  the 
base  of  which  seem  to 
have  mouldered  or  to  have 
been  kicked  away.  Over 
the  centre  arch  is  a  pic¬ 
ture  with  a  flourishing  yellow  inscription  above,  importing 
that  it  is  the  meeting-place  of  the  Total  Abstinence  Socie¬ 
ty.  Total  abstinence  is  represented  by  the  figures  of  a 
gentleman  in  a  blue  coat  and  drab  tights,  with  gilt  garters, 
who  is  giving  his  hand  to  a  lady ;  between  them  is  an  es¬ 
cutcheon  surmounted  with  a  cross  and  charged  with  relig¬ 
ious  emblems.  Cupids  float  above  the  heads  and  between 
the  legs  of  this  happy  pair,  while  an  exceedingly  small  tea- 
table  with  the  requisite  crockery  reposes  against  the  lady’s 
knee  ;  a  still,  with  death’s-head  and  bloody  bones,  filling  up 
the  naked  corner  near  the  gentleman.  A  sort  of  market  is 
held  here,  and  the  place  is  swarming  with  blue-cloaks  and 
groups  of  men  talking;  here  and  there  is  a  stall  with 
coarse  linens,  crockery,  a  cheese  ;  and  crowds  of  egg  and 
milk  women  are  squatted  on  the  pavement,  with  their  rag¬ 
ged  customers  or  gossips  ;  and  the  yellow-haired  girl,  on 
the  next  page,  with  a  barrel  containing  nothing  at  all,  has 
been  sitting  as  if  for  her  portrait,  this  hour  past. 
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Carts,  cars,  jingles,  barouches,  horses,  and  vehicles  of  all 
descriptions  rattle  presently  through  the  streets  :  for  the 
town  is  crowded  with  company  for  the  races  and  other 
sports,  and  all  the  world  is  bent  to  see  the  stag-hunt  on 
the  lake.  Where  the  ladies  of  the  Macgillicuddy  family 
have  slept,  heaven  knows,  for  their  house  is  full  of  lodgers. 


What  voices  you  hear !  “  Bring  me  some  hot  wa tah,”  says 

a  genteel,  high-piped  English  voice.  “Hwhere’s  me  hot 
wather  ?  ”  roars  a  deep-toned  Hibernian.  See,  over  the 
way,  three  ladies  in  ringlets  and  green  tabbinet  taking 
their  “tay  ”  preparatory  to  setting  out.  I  wonder  whether 
they  heard  the  sentimental  songs  of  the  law-marines  last 
night  ?  They  must  have  been  edified  if  they  did. 
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My  companions  came  true  to  tlieir  appointment,  and  we 
walked  down  to  the  boats,  lying  at  a  couple  of  miles  from 
the  town,  near  the  u  Victoria  Inn,”  a  handsome  mansion,  in 
pretty  grounds,  close  to  the  lake,  and  owned  by  the  patri¬ 
otic  Mr.  Finn.  A  nobleman  offered  Finn  eight  hundred 
pounds  for  the  use  of  his  house  during  the  races,  and,  to 
Finn’s  eternal  honor  be  it  said,  he  refused  the  money,  and 
said  he  would  keep  his  house  for  his  friends  and  patrons, 
the  public.  Let  the  Cork  Steam  Packet  Company  think  of 
this  generosity  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Finn,  and  blush  for 
shame :  at  the  Cork  Agricultural  Show  they  raised  their 
fares,  and  were  disappointed  in  their  speculation,  as  they  de¬ 
served  to  be,  by  indignant  Englishmen  refusing  to  go  at  all. 

The  morning  had  been  bright  enough ;  but  for  fear  of  ac¬ 
cident  we  took  our  mackintoshes, 
and  at  about  a  mile  from  the  town 
found  it  necessary  to  assume 
those  garments  and  wear  them  for 
the  greater  part  of  the  day.  Pass¬ 
ing  by  the  “  Victoria,”  with  its 
beautiful  walks,  park,  and  lodge, 
we  came  to  a  little  creek  where 
the  boats  were  moored ;  and  there 
was  the  wonderful  lake  before  us, 
with  its  mountains,  and  islands,  and  trees.  Unluckily,  how¬ 
ever,  the  mountains  happened  to  be  invisible  ;  the  islands 
looked  like  gray  masses  in  the  fog,  and  all  that  we  could  see 
for  some  time  was  the  gray  silhouette  of  the  boat  ahead  of  us, 
in  which  a  passenger  was  engaged  in  a  witty  conversation 
with  some  boat  still  further  in  the  mist. 

Drumming  and  trumpeting  was  heard  at  a  little  distance, 
and  presently  we  found  ourselves  in  the  midst  of  a  fleet  of 
boats  upon  the  rocky  shores  of  the  beautiful  little  Innis* 
fallen. 

Here  we  landed  for  a  while,  and  the  weather  clearing  up 
allowed  us  to  see  this  charming  spot :  rocks,  shrubs,  and 
little  abrupt  rises  and  falls  of  ground,  covered  with  the 
brightest  emerald  grass ;  a  beautiful  little  ruin  of  a  Saxon 
chapel,  lying  gentle,  delicate,  and  plaintive  on  the  shore  ; 
some  noble  trees  round  about  it,  and  beyond,  presently,  the 
tower  of  Ross  Castle  :  island  after  island  appearing  in  the 
clearing  sunshine,  and  the  huge  hills  throwing  their  misty 
veils  off,  and  wearing  their  noble  robes  of  purple.  The 
boats’  crews  were  grouped  about  the  place,  and  one  large 
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barge  especially  had  landed  some  sixty  people,  being  the 
Temperance  band,  with  its  drums,  trumpets,  and  wives. 
They  were  marshalled  by  a  grave  old  gentleman  with  a 
white  waistcoat  and  queue,  a  silver  medal  decorating  one 
side  of  his  coat,  and  a  brass  heart  reposing  on  the  other 
flap.  The  horns  performed  some  Irish  airs  prettily ;  and 
at  length,  at  the  instigation  of  a  fellow  who  went  swagger¬ 
ing  about  with  a  pair  of  whirling  drumsticks,  all  formed  to¬ 
gether  and  played  Garryowen  —  the  active  drum  of  course 
most  dreadfully  out  of  time. 

Having  strolled  about  the  island  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  it  became  time  to  take  to  the  boats  again,  and  we 
were  rowed  over  to  the  wood  opposite  Sullivan’s  cascade, 
where  the  hounds  had  been  laid  in  in  the  morning,  and  the 
stag  was  expected  to  take  water.  Fifty  or  sixty  men  are 
employed  on  the  mountain  to  drive  the  stag  lakewards, 
should  he  be  inclined  to  break  away  :  and  the  sport  gener¬ 
ally  ends  by  the  stag  —  a  wild  one  —  making  for  the  water 
with  the  pack  swimming  afterwards ;  and  here  he  is  taken 
and  disposed  of :  how  I  know  not.  It  is  rather  a  parade 
than  a  stag  hunt ;  but,  with  all  the  boats  around  and  the 
noble  view,  must  be  a  fine  thing  to  see. 

Presently,  steering  his  barge,  the  u  Erin,”  with  twelve 
oars  and  a  green  flag  sweeping  the  water,  came  by  the  pres¬ 
ident  of  the  sports,  Mr.  John  O’Connell,  a  gentleman  who 
appears  to  be  liked  by  rich  and  poor  here,  and  by  the  latter 
especially  is  adored.  “  Sure  we’d  dhrown  ourselves  for 
him,”  one  man  told  me ;  and  proceeded  to  speak  eagerly  in 
his  praise,  and  to  tell  numberless  acts  of  his  generosity 
and  justice.  The  justice  is  rather  rude  in  this  wild  coun- ' 
try  sometimes,  and  occasionally  the  judges  not  only  deliver 
the  sentence  but  execute  it ;  nor  does  any  one  think  of  ap¬ 
pealing  to  any  more  regular  jurisdiction.  The  likeness  of 
Mr.  O’Connell  to  his  brother  is  very  striking :  one  might 
have  declared  it  was  the  Liberator  sitting  at  the  stern  of 
the  boat. 

Some  scores  more  boats  were  there,  darting  up  and  down 
in  the  pretty,  busy  waters.  Here  came  a  Cambridge  boat ; 
and  where,  indeed,  will  not  the  gentlemen  of  that  renown¬ 
ed  university  be  found  ?  Yonder  were  the  dandy  dragoons, 
stiff,  silent,  slim,  faultlessly  appointed,  solemnly  puffing  ci¬ 
gars.  Every  now  and  then  a  hound  would  be  heard  in  the 
wood,  whereon  numbers  of  voices,  right  and  left,  would  be¬ 
gin  to  yell  in  chorus  —  “  Hurroo  !  Hoop!  Yow — yow — ■ 
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yow  !  ”  in  accents  the  most  shrill  or  the  most  melancholious. 
Meanwhile  the  sun  had  had  enough  of  the  sport,  the  moun¬ 
tains  put  on  their  veils  again,  the  islands  retreated  into  the 
mist,  the  word  went  through  the  fleet  to  spread  all  umbrel¬ 
las,  and  ladies  took  shares  of  mackintoshes  and  disappeared 
under  the  flaps  of  silk  cloaks. 

The  wood  comes  down  to  the  very  edge  of  the  water,  and 
many  of  the  crews  thought  fit  to  land  and  seek  this  green 
shelter.  There  you  might  see  how  the  dandium  summd  ge¬ 
nus  hcesit  ulmo,  clambering  up  thither  to  hide  from  the  rain, 
and  many  “  membra  ”  in  dabbled  russia-ducks  cowering  vir- 
idi  sub  arbuto  ad  aguce  lene  caput.  To  behold  these  moist 
dandies  the  natives  of  the  country  come  eagerly.  Strange, 
savage  faces  might  be  seen  peering  from  out  of  the  trees : 
long-haired,  bare-legged  girls  came  down  the  hill,  some 
with  green  apples  and  very  sickly  looking  plums  ;  some 
with  whiskey  and  goat’s  milk  :  a  ragged  boy  had  a  pair  of 
stag’s-horns  to  sell :  the  place  swarmed  with  people.  We 
went  up  the  hill  to  see  the  noble  cascade,  and  when  you  say 
that  it  comes  rushing  down  over  rock  and  through  tangled 
woods,  alas  !  one  has  said  all  the  dictionary  can  help  you  to, 
and  not  enough  to  distinguish  this  particular  cataract  from 
any  other.  This  seen  and  admired,  we  came  back  to  the 
harbor  where  the  boats  lay,  and  from  which  spot  the  reader 
might  have  seen  the  foregoing  view  of  the  lake  —  that  is, 
you  would  see  the  lake,  if  the  mist  would  only  clear 
away. 

But  this  for  hours  it  did  not  seem  inclined  to  do.  We 
rowed  up  and  down  industriously  for  a  period  of  time 
which  seemed  to  me  atrociously  long.  The  bugles  of  the 
“Erin”  had  long  since  sounded  “Home,  sweet  home  !  ”  and 
the  greater  part  of  the  fleet  had  dispersed.  As  for  the  stag- 
hunt,  all  I  saw  of  it  was  four  dogs  that  appeared  on  the 
shore  at  different  intervals,  and  a  huntsman  in  a  scarlet 
coat,  who  similarly  came  and  went :  once  or  twice  we  were 
gratified  by  hearing  the  hounds ;  but  at  last  it  was  agreed 
that  there  was  no  chance  for  the  day,  and  we  rowed  off  to 
Kenmare  Cottage — where,  on  the  lovely  lawn,  or  in  a  cot¬ 
tage  adjoining,  the  gentry  picnic,  and  where,  with  a  hand¬ 
kerchiefful  of  potatoes,  we  made  as  pleasant  a  meal  as  ever 
I  recollect.  Here  a  good  number  of  the  boats  were  assem¬ 
bled;  here  you  might  see  cloths  spread  and  dinner  going 
on;  here  were  those  wonderful  officers,  looking  as  if  they 
had  just  stepped  from  band-boxes,  with  —  by  heavens !  — 
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not  a  shirt-collar  disarranged  nor  a  boot  dimmed  by  the 
wet.  An  old  piper  was  making  a  very  feeble  music,  with  a 
handkerchief  spread  over  his  face ;  and,  farther  on,  a  little 
smiling  German  boy  was  playing  an  accordion  and  singing 
a  ballad  of  HaufPs.  I  had  a  silver  medal  in  my  pocket, 
with  Victoria  on  one  side  and  Britannia  on  the  other,  and 
gave  it  him,  for  the  sake  of  old  times  and  his  round  friendly 
face.  Oh,  little  German  boy,  many  a  night,  as  you  trudge 
lonely  through  this  wild  land,  must  you  yearn  after  Bruder- 
lein  and  Schwesterlein  at  home — yonder  in  stately  Frank¬ 
furt  city  that  lies  by  silver  Mayn.  I  thought  of  vineyards 
and  sunshine,  and  the  greasy  clock  in  the  theatre,  and  the 
railroad  all  the  way  to  Weisbaden,  and  the  handsome  Jew 
country-houses  by  the  Bockenheimer-Thor  .  .  .  “  Come 
along,' ”  says  the  boatman.  “  All  the  gintlemin  are  waiting 
for  your  honor.”  And  I  found  them  finishing  the  potatoes, 
and  we  all  had  a  draught  of  water  from  the  lake,  and  so 
pulled  to  the  Middle  or  Turk  Lake  through  the  picturesque 
green  rapid  that  floats  under  Brickeen  Bridge. 

What  is  to  be  said  about  Turk  Lake  ?  When  there,  we 
agreed  that  it  was  more  beautiful  than  the  large  lake,  of 
which  it  is  not  one  fourth  the  size  ;  then,  when  we  came 
back,  we  said,  “  No,  the  large  lake  is  the  most  beautiful.” 
And  so,  at  every  point  we  stopped  at,  we  determined  that 
that  particular  spot  was  the  prettiest  in  the  whole  lake. 
The  fact  is  —  and  I  don’t  care  to  own  it  —  they  are  too 
handsome.  As  for  a  man  coming  from  his  desk  in  London 
or  Dublin  and  seeing  “  the  whole  lakes  in  a  day,”  he  is  an 
ass  for  his  pains  ;  a  child  doing  sums  in  addition  might  as 
well  read  the  whole  multiplication-table,  and  fancy  he  had 
it  by  heart.  We  should  look  at  these  wonderful  things 
leisurely  and  thoughtfully ;  and  even  then,  blessed  is  he 
who  understands  them.  I  wonder  what  impression  the 
sight  made  upon  the  three  tipsy  Englishmen  at  Glengariff? 
What  idea  of  natural  beauty  belongs  to  an  old  fellow  who 
says  he  is  “  a  gentleman  and  pays  his  way  ”  ?  What  to  a 
jolly  fox-hunter,  who  had  rather  see  a  good  “screeching” 
run  with  the  hounds  than  the  best  landscape  ever  painted  ? 
And  yet  they  all  come  hither,  and  go  through  the  business 
regularly,  and  would  not  miss  seeing  every  one  of  the  lakes 
and  going  up  every  one  of  the  hills.  By  which  circumlocu¬ 
tion  the  writer  wishes  ingenuously  to  announce  that  he 
will  not  see  any  more  lakes,  ascend  any  mountains  or  tow¬ 
ers,  visit  any  gaps  of  Dunloe,  or  any  prospects  whatever^ 
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except  such  as  nature  shall  fling  in  his  way  in  the  course 
of  a  quiet  reasonable  walk. 

In  the  Middle  Lake  we  were  carried  to  an  island  where . 
a  ceremony  of  goat’s-milk  and  whiskey  is  performed  by 
some  travellers,  and  where  you  are  carefully  conducted  to 
a  spot  that  “Sir  Walter  Scott  admired  more  than  all.” 
Whether  he  did  or  not,  we  can  only  say  on  the  authority 
of  the  boatman ;  but  the  place  itself  was  a  quiet  nook, 
where  three  waters  meet,  and  indeed  no  great  picturesque¬ 
ness  when  compared  with  the  beauties  around.  But  it  is  of 
a  gentle,  homely  beauty  —  not  like  the  lake,  which  is  as  a 
princess  dressed  out  in  diamonds  and  velvet  for  a  drawing¬ 
room,  and  knowing  herself  to  be  faultless  too.  As  for  In- 


nisfallen,  it  was  just  as  if  she  gave  one  smiling  peep  into 
the  nursery  before  she  went  away,  so  quiet,  innocent,  and 
tender  is  that  lovely  spot ;  but,  depend  on  it,  if  there  is  a 
lake  fairy  or  princess,  as  Crofton  Croker  and  other  histor¬ 
ians  assert,  she  is  of  her  nature  a  vain  creature,  proud  of 
her  person,  and  fond  of  the  finest  dresses  to  adorn  it.  May 
I  confess  that  I  would  rather,  for  a  continuance,  have  a 
house  facing  a  paddock,  with  a  cow  in  it,  than  be  always 
looking  at  its  immense,  overpowering  splendor.  You 
would  not,  my  dear  brother  cockney  from  Tooley  Street  ? 
No,  those  brilliant  eyes  of  thine  were  never  meant  to  gaze 
at  anything  less  bright  than  the  sun.  Your  mighty  spirit 
finds  nothing  too  vast  for  its  comprehension,  spurns  what  is 
humble  as  unworthy,  and  only,  like  Foote’s  bear,  dances  to 
“  the  genteelest  of  tunes.” 

The  long  and  short  of  the  matter  is,  that  on  getting  off 
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the  lake,  after  seven  hours’  rowing,  I  felt  as  much  relieved 
as  if  I  had  been  dining  for  the  same  length  of  time  with  her 
Majesty  the  Queen,  and  went  jumping  home  as  gayly  as 
possible ;  but  those  marine  lawyers  insisted  so  piteously 
upon  seeing  Ross  Castle,  close  to  which  we  were  at  length 
landed,  that  I  was  obliged  (in  spite  of  repeated  oaths  to  the 
contrary)  to  ascend  that  tower,  and  take  a  bird’s-eye  view 
of  the  scene.  Thank  heaven,  I  have  neither  tail  nor  wings, 
and  have  not  the  slightest  wish  to  be  a  bird :  that  continual 
immensity  of  prospect  which  stretches  beneath  those  little 
wings  of  theirs  must  deaden  their  intellects,  depend  on  it. 
Tomkins  and  I  are  not  made  for  the  immense  :  we  can  en¬ 
joy  a  little  at  a  time,  and  enjoy  that  little  very  much ;  or  if 
like  birds,  we  are  like  the  ostrich  —  not  that  we  have  line 
feathers  to  our  backs,  but  because  we  cannot  fly.  Press  us 
too  much,  and  we  become  flurried,  and  run  off  and  bury  our 
heads  in  the  quiet  bosom  of  dear  Mother  Earth,  and  so  get 
rid  of  the  din,  and  the  dazzle,  and  the  shouting. 

Because  we  dined  upon  potatoes,  that  was  no  reason  we 
should  sup  on  buttermilk.  Well,  well !  salmon  is  good,  and 
whiskey  is  good  too. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


KILLARNEY - THE  RACES - MUCKROSS. 

[E  races  were  as  gay  as 
races  could  be,  in  spite  of 
one  or  two  untoward  acci¬ 
dents  that  arrived  at  the 
close  of  the  day’s  sport. 
Where  all  the  people  came 
from  that  thronged  out  of 
the  town  was  a  wonder; 
where  all  the  vehicles,  the 
cars,  barouches  and  shan¬ 
drydans,  the  carts,  the 
horse  and  donkey  men 
could  have  found  stable 
and  shelter,  who  can  tell  ? 
Of  all  these  equipages  and 
donkeypages  I  had  a  fine 
view  from  Mrs.  Macgilli- 
cuddy’s  window,  and  it 
was  pleasant  to  see  the  happy  faces  shining  under  the  blue 
cloaks  as  the  carts  rattled  by. 

A  very  handsome  young  lady  —  I  presume  Miss  MacG. 
—  who  gives  a  hand  to  the  drawing-room  and  comes  smiling 
in  with  the  teapot  —  Miss  MacG-.,  I  say,  appeared  to-day  in 
a  silk  bonnet  and  stiff  silk  dress,  with  a  brooch  and  a  black 
mantle,  as  smart  as  any  lady  in  the  land,  and  looking  as  if 
she  was  accustomed  to  her  dress  too,  which  the  housemaid 
on  banks  of  Thames  does  not.  Indeed,  I  have  not  met  a 
more  ladylike  young  person  in  Ireland  than  Miss  MacG. ; 
and  when  I  saw  her  in  a  handsome  car  on  the  course,  I  was 
quite  proud  of  a  bow. 

Tramping  thither,  too,  as  hard  as  they  could  walk,  and  a& 
happy  and  smiling  as  possible,  were  Mary  the  coachman’s 
wife  of  the  day  before,  and  Johanna  with  the  child,  and 
presently  the  other  young  lady :  the  man  with  the  stick, 
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you  may  be  sure  :  be  would  toil  a  year  for  that  day’s  pleas¬ 
ure.  They  are  all  mad  for  it :  people  walk  for  miles  and 
miles  round  to  the  race  ;  they  come  without  a  penny  in 
their  pockets  often,  trusting  to  chance  and  charity,  and  that 
some  worthy  gentleman  may  fling  them  a  sixpence.  A  gen¬ 
tleman  told  me  that  he  saw  on  the  course  persons  from  his 
part  of  the  country,  who  must  have  walked  eighty  miles  for 
the  sport. 

For  a  mile  and  a  half  to  the  race-course  there  could  be  no 
pleasanter  occupation  than  looking  at  the  happy  multitudes 
who  were  thronging  thither ;  and  I  am  bound  to  say  that  on 
rich  or  poor  shoulders  I  never  saw  so  many  handsome  faces 
in  my  life.  In  the  carriages,  among  the  ladies  of  Kerry, 
every  second  woman  was  handsome  ;  and  there  is  something 
peculiarly  tender  and  pleasing  in  the  looks  of  the  young 
female  peasantry  that  is  perhaps  even  better  than  beauty. 
Beggars  had  taken  their  stations  along  the  road  in  no  great 
numbers,  for  I  suspect  they  were  most  of  them  on  the 
ground,  and  those  who  remained  were  consequently  of  the 
oldest  and  ugliest.  It  is  a  shame  that  such  horrible  figures 
are  allowed  to  appear  in  public  as  some  of  the  loathsome 
ones  which  belong  to  these  unhappy  people.  On  went  the 
crowd,  however,  laughing  and  as  gay  as  possible  ;  all  sorts 
of  fun  passing  from  car  to  foot  passengers  as  the  pretty 
girls  came  clattering  by,  and  the  “  boys  ”  had  a  word  for 
each.  One  lady,  with  long  flowing  auburn  hair,  who  was 
turning  away  her  head  from  some  “boys”  very  demurely,  1 
actually  saw,  at  a  pause  of  the  cart,  kissed  by  one  of  them. 
She  gave  the  fellow  a  huge  box  on  the  ear  and  he  roared 
out,  “  0  murther  !  ”  and  she  frowned  for  some  time  as  hard 
as  she  could,  whilst  the  ladies  in  the  blue  cloaks  at  the  back 
of  the  car  uttered  a  shrill  rebuke  in  Irish.  But  in  a  minute 
the  whole  party  was  grinning,  and  the  young  fellow  who 
had  administered  the  salute  may,  for  what  I  know,  have 
taken  another  without  the  slap  on  the  face  by  way  of  ex¬ 
change. 

And  here,  lest  the  fair  public  may  have  a  bad  opinion  of 
the  personage  who  talks  of  kissing  with  such  awful  levity, 
let  it  be  said  that  with  all  this  laughing,  romping,  kissing, 
and  the  like,  there  are  no  more  innocent  girls  in  the  world 
than  the  Irish  girls ;  and  that  the  women  of  our  squeamish 
country  are  far  more  liable  to  err.  One  has  but  to  walk 
through  an  English  and  Irish  town,  and  see  how  much  su¬ 
perior  is  the  morality  of  the  latter.  That  great  terror- 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


129 


striker,  the  Confessional,  is  before  tbe  Irish  girl,  and  sooner 
or  later  her  sins  must  be  told  there. 

By  this  time  we  are  got  upon  the  course,  which  is  really 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  spots  that  ever  was  seen  :  the  lake 
and  mountains  lying  along  two  sides  of  it,  and  of  course 
visible  from  all.  They  were  busy  putting  up  the  hurdles 
when  we  arrived :  stiff  bars  and  poles,  four  feet  from  the 
ground,  with  furze-bushes  over  them.  The  grand  stand  was 
already  full ;  along  the  hedges  sat  thousands  of  the  people, 
sitting  at  their  ease  doing  nothing,  and  happy  as  kings.  A 


daguerreotype  would  have  been  of  great  service  to  have 
taken  their  portraits,  and  I  never  saw  a  vast  multitude  of 
heads  and  attitudes  so  picturesque  and  lively.  The  sun 
lighted  up  the  whole  course  and  the  lakes  with  amazing 
brightness,  though  behind  the  former  lay  a  huge  rack  of  the 
darkest  clouds,  against  which  the  cornfields  and  meadows 
shone  in  the  brightest  green  and  gold,  and  a  row  of  white 
tents  was  quite  dazzling. 

There  was  a  brightness  and  intelligence  about  this  im¬ 
mense  Irish  crowd,  which  I  don’t  remember  to  have  seen  in 
an  English  one.  The  women  in  their  blue  cloaks,  with  red 
VOL.  IT.  —9 
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smiling  faces  peering  from  one  end,  and  bare  feet  from  the 
other,  had  seated  themselves  in  all  sorts  of  pretty  attitudes 
of  cheerful  contemplation ;  and  the  men,  who  are  accustomed 
to  lie  about,  were  doing  so  now  with  all  their  might  — 
sprawling  on  the  banks,  with  as  much  ease  and  variety  as 
club-room  loungers  on  their  soft  cushions, —  or  squatted 
leisurely  among  the  green  potatoes.  The  sight  of  so  much 
happy  laziness  did  one  good  to  look  on.  Nor  did  the  honest 
fellows  seem  to  weary  of  this  amusement.  Hours  passed 
on,  and  the  gentlefolks  (judging  from  our  party)  began  to 
grow  somewhat  weary ;  but  the  finest  peasantry  in  Europe 
never  budged  from  their  posts,  and  continued  to  indulge  in 
greetings,  indolence,  and  conversation. 

When  we  came  to  the  row  of  white  tents,  as  usual  it  did 
not  look  so  brilliant  or  imposing  as  it  appeared  from  a  little 
distance,  though  the  scene  around  them  was  animating 
enough.  The  tents  were  long  humble  booths  stretched  on 
hoops,  each  with  its  humble  streamer  or  ensign  without, 
and  containing,  of  course,  articles  of  refreshment  within. 
But  Father  Mathew  has  been  busy  among  the  publicans, 
and  the  consequence  is  that  the  poor  fellows  are  now  con¬ 
demned  for  the  most  part  to  sell  “  tay  ”  in  place  of  whis¬ 
key  ;  for  the  concoction  of  which  beverage  huge  caldrons 
were  smoking,  in  front  of  each  hut-door,  in  round  graves 
dug  for  the  purpose  and  piled  up  with  black  smoking  sod. 

Behind  this  camp  were  the  carts  of  the  poor  people,  which 
were  not  allowed  to  penetrate  into  the  quarter  where  the 
quality  cars  stood.  And  a  little  way  from  the  huts,  again, 
you  might  see  (for  you  could  scarcely  hear)  certain  pipers 
executing  their  melodies  and  inviting  people  to  dance. 

Anything  more  lugubrious  than  the  drone  of  the  pipe,  or 
the  jig  danced  to  it,  or  the  countenances  of  the  dancers  and 
musicians,  I  never  saw.  Bound  each  set  of  dancers  the 
people  formed  a  ring,  in  the  which  the  figurantes  and  cory¬ 
phees  went  through  their  operations.  The  toes  went  in  and 
the  toes  went  out ;  then  there  came  certain  mystic  figures 
of  hands  across,  and  so  forth.  I  never  saw  less  grace  or 
seemingly  less  enjoyment  —  no,  not  even  in  a  quadrille. 
The  people,  however,  took  a  great  interest,  and  it  was  “  Well 
done,  Tim  !  ”  “  Step  out,  Miss  Brady  !  ”  and  so  forth  dur¬ 
ing  the  dance. 

Thimble-rig  too  obtained  somewhat,  though  in  a  humble 
way.  A  ragged  scoundrel  —  the  image  of  Hogarth’s  Bad 
Apprentice  —  went  bustling  and  shouting  through  the 
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crowd  with  his  dirty  tray  and  thimble,  and  as  soon  as  he 
had  taken  his  post,  stated  that  this  was  the  “  royal  game  of 
thimble,”  and  called  upon  “gintlemin”  to  come  forward. 
And  then  a  ragged  fellow  would  be  seen  to  approach,  with 
as  innocent  an  air  as  he  could  assume,  and  the  bystanders 
might  remark  that  the  second  ragged  fellow  almost  always 
won.  Nay,  he  was  so  benevolent  in  many  instances  as  to 
point  out  to  various  people  who  had  a  mind  to  bet,  under 
which  thimble  the  pea  actually  was.  Meanwhile,  the  first 
fellow  was  sure  to  be  looking  away  and  talking  to  some  one 
in  the  crowd;  but  somehow  it  generally  happened  —  and 
how  of  course  I  can’t  tell  —  that  any  man  who  listened  to 
the  advice  of  rascal  No.  2  lost  his  money.  I  believe  it  is 
so  even  in  England. 

Then  you  would  see  gentlemen  with  halfpenny  roulette- 
tables,  and,  again,  here  were  a  pair  who  came  forward  dis¬ 
interestedly  with  a  table  and  a  pack  of  cards,  and  began 
playing  against  each  other  for  ten  shillings  a  game,  betting 
crowns  as  freely  as  possible. 

Gambling,  however,  must  have  been  fatal  to  both  of 
these  gentlemen,  else  might  not  one  have  supposed  that,  if 
they  were  in  the  habit  of  winning  much,  they  would  have 
treated  themselves  to  better  clothes  ?  This,  however,  is 
the  way  with  all  gamblers,  as  the  reader  has  no  doubt 
remarked:  for,  look  at  a  game  of  loo  or  vingt-et-un  played 
in  a  friendly  way,  and  where  you,  and  three  or  four  others, 
have  certainly  lost  three  or  four  pounds,  —  well,  ask  at  the 
end  of  the  game  who  has  won,  and  you  invariably  find  that 
nobody  has.  Hopkins  has  only  covered  himself;  Snooks 
has  neither  lost  nor  won ;  Smith  has  won  four  shillings ; 
and  so  on.  Who  gets  the  money  ?  The  Devil  gets  it,  I  dare 
say ;  and  so,  no  doubt,  he  has  laid  hold  of  the  money  of 
yonder  gentleman  in  the  handsome  great-coat. 

But,  to  the  shame  of  the  stewards  be  it  spoken,  they  are 
extremely  averse  to  this  kind  of  sport;  and  presently 
comes  up  one,  a  stout  old  gentleman  on  a  bay  horse,  wield¬ 
ing  a  huge  hunting-whip,  at  the  sight  of  which  all  fly, 
amateurs,  idlers,  professional  men,  and  all.  He  is  a  rude 
customer  to  deal  with,  that  gentleman  with  the  whip:  just 
now  he  was  clearing  the  course,  and  cleared  it  with  such  a 
vengeance,  that  a  whole  troop  on  a  hedge  retreated  back¬ 
wards  into  a  ditch  opposite,  where  was  rare  kicking,  and 
sprawling,  and  disarrangement  of  petticoats,  and  cries  of 
“  0  murther !  ”  “  Mother  of  God !  ”  “  I’m  kilt !  ”  and  so  on. 
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But  as  soon  as  the  horsewhip  was  gone,  the  people  clam* 
bered  out  of  their  ditch  again,  and  were  as  thick  as  ever  on 
the  bank. 

The  last  instance  of  the  exercise  of  the  whip  shall  be 
this.  A  groom  rode  insolently  after  a  gentleman,  calling 
him  names,  and  inviting  him  to  fight.  This  the  great  flag- 
ellator  hearing,  rode  up  to  the  groom,  lifted  him  gracefully 
off  his  horse  into  the  air,  and  on  to  the  ground,  and  when 
there  administered  to  him  a  severe  and  merited  fustigation ; 
after  which  he  told  the  course-keepers  to  drive  the  fellow 
off  the  course,  and  enjoined  the  latter  not  to  appear  again 
at  his  peril. 

As  for  the  races  themselves,  I  won’t  pretend  to  say  that 


they  were  better  or  worse  than  other  such  amusements ;  or 
to  quarrel  with  gentlemen  who  choose  to  risk  their  lives  in 
manly  exercise.  In  the  first  race  there  was  a  fall :  one  of 
the  gentlemen  was  carried  off  the  ground,  and  it  was  said 
he  was  dead.  In  the  second  race,  a  horse  •  and  man  went 
over  and  over  each  other,  and  the  fine  young  man  (we  had 
seen  him  five  minutes  before,  full  of  life  and  triumph, 
clearing  the  hurdles  on  his  gray  horse,  at  the  head  of  the 
race)  :  —  in  the  second  heat  of  the  second  race  the  poor  fel¬ 
low  missed  his  leap,  was  carried  away  stunned  and  dying, 
and  the  bay  horse  won. 

I  was  standing,  during  the  first  heat  of  this  race  (this 
is  the  second  man  the  gray  has  killed  —  they  ought  to  call 
him  the  Pale  Horse),  by  half  a  dozen  young  girls  from  the 
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gentleman’s  village,  and  hundreds  more  of  them  were  there, 
anxious  for  the  honor  of  their  village,  the  young  squire, 
and  the  gray  horse.  Oh,  how  they  hurrah’d  as  he  rode 
ahead!  I  saw  these  girls — they  might  be  fourteen  years 
old  —  after  the  catastrophe.  “Well,”  says  I,  “this  is  a  sad 
end  to  the  race.”  “  And  is  it  the  pink  jacket  or  the  blue  has 
won  this  time  ?  ”  says  one  of  the  girls.  It  was  poor  Mr. 

C - ’s  only  epitaph :  and  wasn’t  it  a  sporting  answer  ? 

That  girl  ought  to  be  a  hurdle-racer’s  wife ;  and  I  would 
like,  for  my  part,  to  bestow  her  upon  the  groom  who  won 
the  race. 

I  don’t  care  to  confess  that  the  accident  to  the  poor 
young  gentleman  so  thoroughly  disgusted  my  feeling  as  a 
man  and  a  cockney,  that  I  turned  off  the  race-course  short, 
and  hired  a  horse  for  sixpence  to  carry  me  back  to  Miss 
Macgillicuddy.  In  the  evening  at  the  inn  (let  no  man  who 
values  comfort  go  to  an  Irish  inn  in  race-time),  a  blind  old 
piper,  with  silvery  hair  and  of  a  most  respectable,  bard-like 
appearance,  played  a  great  deal  too  much  for  us  after  din¬ 
ner.  He  played  very  well,  and  with  very  much  feeling, 
ornamenting  the  airs  with  flourishes  and  variations  that 
were  very  pretty  indeed,  and  his  pipe  was  by  far  the  most 
melodious  I  have  heard ;  but  honest  truth  compels  me  to 
say  that  the  bad  pipes  are  execrable,  and  the  good  inferior 
to  a  clarionet. 

Next  day,  instead  of  going  back  to  the  race-course,  a  car 
drove  me  out  to  Muckross,  where,  in  Mr.  Herbert’s  beauti¬ 
ful  grounds,  lies  the  prettiest  little  bijou  of  a  ruined  abbey 
ever  seen  —  a  little  chapel  with  a  little  chancel,  a  little 
cloister,  a  little  dormitory,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  cloister 
a  wonderful  huge  yew-tree  which  darkens  the  whole  place. 
The  abbey  is  famous  in  book  and  legend;  nor  could  two 
young  lovers,  or  artists  in  search  of  the  picturesque,  or 
picnic-parties  with  the  cold  chicken  and  champagne  in  the 
distance,  find  a  more  charming  place  to  while  away  a  sum¬ 
mer’s  day  than  in  the  park  of  Mr.  Herbert.  But  depend 
on  it,  for  show-places,  and  the  due  enjoyment  of  scenery, 
that  distance  of  cold  chickens  and  champagne  is  the  most 
pleasing  perspective  one  can  have.  I  would  have  sacrificed 
a  mountain  or  two  for  the  above,  and  would  have  pitched 
Mangerton  into  the  lake  for  the  sake  of  a  friend  with  whom 
to  enjoy  the  rest  of  the  landscape. 

The  walk  through  Mr.  Herbert’s  demesne  carries  you, 
through  all  sorts  of  beautiful  avenues,  by  a  fine  house 
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which  he  is  building  in  the  Elizabethan  style,  and  from 
which,  as  from  the  whole  road,  you  command  the  most 
wonderful  rich  views  of  the  lake.  The  shore  breaks  into 
little  bays,  which  the  water  washes ;  here  and  there  are 
picturesque  gray  rocks  to  meet  it,  the  bright  grass  as  often, 
or  the  shrubs  of  every  kind  which  bathe  their  roots  in  the 
lake.  It  was  August,  and  the  men  before  Turk  Cottage 
were  cutting  a  second  crop  of  clover,  as  fine,  seemingly,  as 
a  first  crop  elsewhere  :  a  short  walk  from  it  brought  us  to  a 
neat  lodge  whence  issued  a  keeper  with  a  key,  quite  willing, 
for  the  consideration  of  sixpence,  to  conduct  us  to  Turk 
Waterfall. 

Evergreens  and  other  trees  in  their  brightest  livery  ;  blue 
sky ;  roaring  water,  here  black,  and  yonder  foaming  of  a 
dazzling  white ;  rocks  shining  in  the  dark  places,  or  frown¬ 
ing  black  against  the  light,  all  the  leaves  and  branches 
keeping  up  a  perpetual  waving  and  dancing  round  about 
the  cascade  :  what  is  the  use  of  putting  down  all  this  ?  A 
man  might  describe  the  cataract  of  the  Serpentine  in 
exactly  the  same  terms,  and  the  reader  be  no  wiser.  Suffice 
it  to  say  that  the  Turk  cascade  is  even  handsomer  than  the 
before-mentioned  waterfall  of  O’Sullivan,  and  that  a  man 
may  pass  half  an  hour  there,  and  look,  and  listen,  and 
muse,  and  not  even  feel  the  want  of  a  companion,  or  so 
much  as  think  of  the  iced  champagne.  There  is  just 
enough  of  savageness  in  the  Turk  cascade  to  make  the  view 
piquant e.  It  is  not,  at  this  season  at  least,  by  any  means 
fierce,  only  wild ;  nor  was  the  scene  peopled  by  any  of  the 
rude,  red-shanked  figures  that  clustered  about  the  trees  of 
O’Sullivan’s  waterfall,  —  savages  won’t  pay  sixpence  for 
the  prettiest  waterfall  ever  seen, —  so  that  this  only  was  for 
the  best  of  company. 

The  road  hence  to  Killarney  carries  one  through  Muck- 
ross  village,  a  pretty  cluster  of  houses,  where  the  sketcher 
will  find  abundant  materials  for  exercising  his  art  and 
puzzling  his  hand.  There  are  not  only  noble  trees,  but  a 
green  common  and  an  old  water-gate  to  a  river,  lined  on 
either  side  by  beds  of  rushes  and  discharging  itself  beneath 
an  old  mill-wheel.  But  the  old  mill-wheel  was  perfectly 
idle,  like  most  men  and  mill-wheels  in  this  country :  by  it 
is  a  ruinous  house,  and  a  fine  garden  of  stinging-nettles ; 
opposite  it,  on  the  common,  is  another  ruinous  house,  with 
another  garden  containing  the  same  plant ;  and  far  away 
are  sharp  ridges  of  purple  hills,  which  make  as  pretty  a 
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landscape  as  the  eye  can  see.  I  don’t  know  how  it  is,  but 
throughout  the  country  the  men  and  the  landscapes  seem 
to  be  the  same,  and  one  and  the  other  seem  ragged,  ruined, 
and  cheerful. 

Having  been  employed  all  day  (making  some  abominable 
attempts  at  landscape-drawing,  which  shall  not  be  exhib¬ 
ited  here),  it  became  requisite,  as  the  evening  approached, 
to  recruit  an  exhausted  cockney  stomach  —  which,  after  a 
very  moderate  portion  of  exercise,  begins  to  sigh  for  beef¬ 
steaks  in  the  most  peremptory  manner.  Hard  by  is  a  fine 
hotel  with  a  fine  sign  stretching  along  the  road  for  the 
space  of  a  dozen  windows  at  least,  and  looking  inviting 
enough.  All  the  doors  were  open,  and  I  walked  into  a 
great  number  of  rooms,  but  the  only  person  I  saw  was  a 
woman  with  trinkets  of  arbutus,  who  offered  me,  by  way  of 
refreshment,  a  walking-stick  or  a  card-rack.  I  suppose 
everybody  was  at  the  races ;  and  an  evil-disposed  person 
might  have  laid  main-basse  upon  the  great-coats  which  were 
there,  and  the  silver  spoons,  if  by  any  miracle  such  things 
were  kept  —  but  Brittania-metal  is  the  favorite  composition 
in  Ireland ;  or  else  iron  by  itself ;  or  else  iron  that  has  been 
silvered  over,  but  that  takes  good  care  to  peep  out  at  all  the 
corners  of  the  forks :  and  blessed  is  the  traveller  who  has 
not  other  observations  to  make  regarding  his  fork,  besides 
the  mere  abrasion  of  the  silver. 

This  was  the  last  day’s  race,  and  on  the  next  morning 
(Sunday),  all  the  thousands  who  had  crowded  to  the  race 
seemed  trooping  to  the  chapels,  and  the  streets  were  blue 
with  cloaks.  Walking  in  to  prayers,  and  without  his  board, 
came  my  young  friend  of  the  thimble-rig,  and  present^ 
after  sauntered  in  the  fellow  with  the  long  coat,  who  had 
played  at  cards  for  sovereigns.  I  should  like  to  hear  the 
confession  of  himself  and  friend  the  next  time  they  com¬ 
municate  with  his  reverence. 

The  extent  of  this  town  is  very  curious,  and  I  should 
imagine  its  population  to  be  much  greater  than  five  thou¬ 
sand,  which  was  the  number,  according  to  Miss  Macgilli- 
cuddy.  Along  the  three  main  streets  are  numerous  arches, 
down  every  one  of  which  runs  an  alley,  intersected  by  other 
alleys,  and  swarming  with  people.  A  stream  or  gutter  runs 
commonly  down  these  alleys,  in  which  the  pigs  and  chil¬ 
dren  are  seen  paddling  about.  The  men  and  women  loll  at 
their  doors  or  windows,  to  enjoy  the  detestable  prospect.  I 
saw  two  pigs  under  a  fresh-made  deal  staircase  in  one  of 
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the  main  streets  near  the  Bridewell :  two  very  well-dressed 
girls,  with  their  hair  in  ringlets,  were  looking  out  of  the 
parlor-window :  almost  all  the  glass  in  the  upper  rooms  was 
of  course  smashed,  the  windows  patched  here  and  there 
(if  the  people  were  careful),  the  wood-work  of  the  door 
loose,  the  whitewash  peeling  off,  —  and  the  house  evidently 
not  two  years  old. 

By  the  Bridewell  is  a  busy  potato-market,  picturesque  to 
the  sketcher,  if  not  very  respectable  to  the  merchant :  here 
were  the  country  carts  and  the  country  cloaks,  and  the 
shrill  beggarly  bargains  going  on  —  a  world  of  shrieking, 
and  gesticulating,  and  talk,  about  a  pennyworth  of  potatoes. 

All  round  the  town  miserable  streets  of  cabins  are 


stretched.  You  see  people  lolling  at  each  door,  women 
staring  and  combing  their  hair,  men  with  their  little  pipes, 
children  whose  rags  hang  on  by  a  miracle,  idling  in  a 
gutter.  Are  we  to  set  all  this  down  to  absenteeism,  and 
pity  poor  injured  Ireland  ?  Is  the  landlord’s  absence  the 
reason  why  the  house  is  filthy,  and  Biddy  lolls  in  the  porch 
all  day  ?  Upon  my  word,  I  have  heard  people  talk  as  if, 
when  Pat’s  thatch  was  blown  off,  the  landlord  ought  to 
go  fetch  the  straw  and  the  ladder,  and  mend  it  himself. 
People  need  not  be  dirty  if  they  are  ever  so  idle ;  if  they 
are  ever  so  poor,  pigs  and  men  need  not  live  together. 
Half  an  hour’s  work,  and  digging  a  trench,  might  remove 
that  filthy  dunghill  from  that  filthy  window.  The  smoke 
might  as  well  come  out  of  the  chimney  as  out  of  the  door. 
Why  should  not  Tim  do  that,  instead  of  walking  a  hundred 
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and  sixty  miles  to  a  race  ?  The  priests  might  do  much 
more  to  effect  these  reforms  than  even  the  landlords  them¬ 
selves  :  and  I  hope  now  that  the  excellent  Father  Mathew 
has  succeeded  in  arraying  his  clergy  to  work  with  him  in 
the  abolition  of  drunkenness,  they  will  attack  the  monster 
Dirt,  with  the  same  good-will,  and  surely  with  the  same 
success. 


CHAPTER  Xin. 


TRALEE - LISTOWEL - TARBERT. 


MADE  the  journey  to  Tra¬ 
lee  the  next  day,  upon  one 
of  the  famous  Bianconi 
cars  —  very  comfortable 
conveyances  too,  if  the 
booking-officers  would  only 
receive  as  many  persons  as 
the  car  would  hold,  and 
not  have  too  many  on  the 
seats.  For  half  an  hour 
before  the  car  left  Killar- 
ney,  I  observed  people  had 
taken  their  seats :  and  let 
all  travellers  be  cautious 
to  do  likewise,  lestj  al¬ 
though  they  have  booked 
their  places,  they  be  re¬ 
quested  to  mount  on  the 
roof,  and  accommodate 
themselves  on  a  band-box, 
or  a  pleasant  deal  trunk  with  a  knotted  rope,  to  prevent  it 
from  being  slippery,  while  the  corner  of  another  box  jolts 
against  your  ribs  for  the  journey.  I  had  put  my  coat  on  a 
place,  and  was  stepping  to  it,  when  a  lovely  lady  with  great 
activity  jumped  up  and  pushed  the  coat  on  the  roof,  and 
not  only  occupied  my  seat,  but  insisted  that  her  husband 
should  have  the  next  one  to  her.  So  there  was  nothing  for 
it  but  to  make  a  huge  shouting  with  the  book-keeper  and 
call  instantly  for  the  taking  down  of  my  luggage,  and  vow 
my  great  gods  that  I  would  take  a  post-chaise  and  make 
the  office  pay :  on  which,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  some  other 
person  was  made  to  give  up  a  decently  comfortable  seat  on 
the  roof,  which  I  occupied,  the  former  occupant  hanging 
on  —  heaven  knows  where  or  how. 
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A  company  of  young  squires  were  on  the  coach,  and  they 
talked  of  horse-racing  and  hunting  punctually  for  three 
hours,  during  which  time  I  do  believe  they  did  not  utter 
one  single  word  upon  any  other  subject.  What  a  wonder¬ 
ful  faculty  it  is !  The  writers  of  Natural  Histories,  in 
describing  the  noble  horse,  should  say  he  is  made  not  only 
to  run,  to  carry  burdens,  &c.,  but  to  be  talked  about. 
What  would  hundreds  of  thousands  of  dashing  young 
fellows  do  with  their  tongues,  if  they  had  not  this  blessed 
subject  to  discourse  on  ? 

As  far  as  the  country  went,  there  was  here,  to  be  sure, 
not  much  to  be  said.  You  pass  through  a  sad-looking,  bare, 
undulating  country,  with  few  trees,  and  poor  stone-hedges, 
and  poorer  crops ;  nor  have  I  yet  taken  in  Ireland  so  dull 
a  ride.  About  half-way  between  Tralee  and  Killarney  is  a 
wretched  town,  where  horses  are  changed,  and  where  I  saw 
more  hideous  beggary  than  any  where  else,  I  think.  And  I 
was  glad  to  get  over  this  gloomy  tract  of  country,  and 
enter  the  capital  of  Kerry. 

It  has  a  handsome  description  in  the  guide-books ;  but, 
if  I  mistake  not,  the  English  traveller  will  find  a  stay  of  a 
couple  of  hours  in  the  town  quite  sufficient  to  gratify  his 
curiosity  with  respect  to  the  place.  There  seems  to  be  a 
great  deal  of  poor  business  going  on;  the  town  thronged 
with  people  as  usual ;  the  shops  large  and  not  too  splendid. 
There  are  two  or  three  rows  of  respectable  houses,  and  a 
mall,  and  the  townspeople  have  the  further  privilege  of 
walking  in  the  neighboring  grounds  of  a  handsome  park, 
which  the  proprietor  has  liberally  given  to  their  use. 
Tralee  has  a  newspaper,  and  boasts  of  a  couple  of  clubs : 
the  one  I  saw  was  a  big  white  house,  no  windows  broken, 
and  looking  comfortable.  But  the  most  curious  sight  of 
the  town  was  the  chapel,  with  the  festival  held  there.  It 
was  the  feast  of  the  Assumption  of  the  Virgin  (let  those 
who  are  acquainted  with  the  calendar  and  the  facts  it  com¬ 
memorates  say  what  the  feast  was,  and  when  it  falls),  and 
all  the  country  seemed  to  be  present  on  the  occasion  :  the 
chapel  and  the  large  court  leading  to  it  were  thronged  with 
worshippers,  such  as  one  never  sees  in  our  country,  where 
devotion  is  by  no  means  so  crowded  as  here.  Here,  in  the 
court-yard,  there  were  thousands  of  them  on  their  knees, 
rosary  in  hand,  for  the  most  part  praying,  and  mumbling, 
and  casting  a  wistful  look  round  as  the  strangers  passed. 
In  a  corner  was  an  old  man  erroaniim  in  the  asronies  of 
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death  or  colic,  and  a  woman  got  off  her  knees  to  ask  us  for 
charity  for  the  unhappy  old  fellow.  In  the  chapel  the 
crowd  was  enormous :  the  priest  and  his  people  were  kneel¬ 
ing,  and  bowing,  and  humming,  and  chanting,  and  censer- 
rattling  ;  the  ghostly  crew  being  attended  by  a  fellow  that 
I  don’t  remember  to  have  seen  in  Continental  churches,  a 
sort  of  Catholic  clerk,  a  black  shadow  to  the  parson,  bowing 
his  head  when  his  reverence  bowed,  kneeling  when  he  knelt, 
only  three  steps  lower. 

But  we  who  wonder  at  copes  and  candlesticks  see  noth¬ 
ing  strange  in  surplices  and  beadles.  A  Turk,  doubtless, 
would  sneer  equally  at  each,  and  have  you  to  understand 
that  the  only  reasonable  ceremonial  was  that  which  took 
place  at  his  mosque. 

Whether  right  or  wrong  in  point  of  ceremony,  it  was 
evident  the  heart  of  devotion  was  there:  the  immense 
dense  crowd  moaned  and  swayed,  and  you  heard  a  hum  of 
all  sorts  of  wild  ejaculations,  each  man  praying  seemingly 
for  himself,  while  the  service  went  on  at  the  altar.  The 
altar  candles  flickered  red  in  the  dark,  steaming  place,  and 
every  now  and  then  from  the  choir  you  heard  a  sweet 
female  voice  chanting  Mozart’s  music,  which  swept  over 
the  heads  of  the  people  a  great  deal  more  pure  and  de¬ 
licious  than  the  best  incense  that  ever  smoked  out  of  pot. 

On  the  chapel-floor,  just  at  the  entry,  lay  several  people 
moaning,  and  tossing,  and  telling  their  beads.  Behind  the 
old  woman  was  a  font  of  holy  water,  up  to  which  little 
children  were  clambering;  and  in  the  chapel-yard  were 
several  old  women,  with  tin  cans  full  of  the  same  sacred 
fluid,  with  which  the  people,  as  they  entered,  aspersed 
themselves  with  all  their  might,  flicking  a  great  quantity 
into  their  faces,  and  making  a  courtesy  and  a  prayer  at  the 
same  time.  “  A  pretty  prayer,  truly  !  ”  says  the  parson’s 
wife.  “  What  sad,  sad,  benighted  superstition  !  ”  says  the 
Independent  minister’s  lady.  Ah !  ladies,  great  as  your 
intelligence  is,  yet  think,  when  compared  with  the  Supreme 
One,  what  a  little  difference  there  is  after  all  between  your 
husband’s  very  best  extempore  oration  and  the  poor  Popish 
creatures’ !  One  is  just  as  far  off  Infinite  Wisdom  as  the 
other :  and  so  let  us  read  the  story  of  the  woman  and  her 
pot  of  ointment,  that  most  noble  and  charming  of  histories  ; 
which  equalizes  the  great  and  the  small,  the  wise  and  the 
poor  in  spirit,  and  shows  that  their  merit  before  heaven 
lies  in  doing  their  best. 
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When  I  came  out  of  the  chapel,  the  old  fellow  on  the 
point  of  death  was  still  howling  and  groaning  in  so  vehe¬ 
ment  a  manner  that  I  heartily  trust  he  was  an  impostor, 
and  that  on  receiving  a  sixpence  he  went  home  tolerably 
comfortable,  having  secured  a  maintenance  for  that  day. 
But  it  will  be  long  before  I  can  forget  the  strange,  wild 
scene,  so  entirely  different  was  it  from  the  decent  and  com¬ 
fortable  observances  of  our  own  church. 

Three  cars  set  off  together  from  Tralee  to  Tarbert:  three 
cars  full  to  overflowing.  The  vehicle  before  us  contained 
nineteen  persons,  half  a  dozen  being  placed  in  the  recep¬ 
tacle  called  the  well,  and  one  clinging  on  as  if  by  a  miracle 
at  the  bar  behind.  What  can  people  want  at  Tarbert  ?  I 
wondered ;  or  anywhere  else,  indeed,  that  they  rush  about 
from  one  town  to  another  in  this  inconceivable  way  ?  All 
the  cars  in  all  the  towns  seem  to  be  thronged :  people  are 
perpetually  hurrying  from  one  dismal  tumble -down  town 
to  another ;  and  yet  no  business  is  done  anywhere  that  I 
can  see.  The  chief  part  of  the  contents  of  our  three  cars 
was  discharged  at  Listowel,  to  which,  for  the  greater  part 
of  the  journey,  the  road  was  neither  more  cheerful  nor 
picturesque  than  that  from  Killarney  to  Tralee.  As,  how¬ 
ever,  you  reach  Listowel,  the  country  becomes  better  culti¬ 
vated,  the  gentlemen’s  seats  are  more  frequent,  and  the 
town  itself,  as  seen  from  a  little  distance,  lies  very  prettily 
on  a  river,  which  is  crossed  by  a  handsome  bridge,  which 
leads  to  a  neat-looking  square,  which  contains  a  smartish 
church,  which  is  flanked  by  a  big  Koman  Catholic  chapel, 
&c.  An  old  castle,  gray  and  ivy-covered,  stands  hard  by. 
It  was  one  of  the  strongholds  of  the  Lords  of  Kerry,  whose 
burying-place  (according  to  the  information  of  the  coach¬ 
man)  is  seen  at  about  a  league  from  the  town. 

But  pretty  as  Listowel  is  from  a  distance,  it  has,  on  a 
more  intimate  acquaintance,  by  no  means  the  prosperous 
appearance  which  a  first  glance  gives  it.  The  place  seemed 
like  a  scene  at  a  country  theatre,  once  smartly  painted  by 
the  artist ;  but  the  paint  has  cracked  in  many  places,  the 
lines  are  worn  away  ;  and  the  whole  piece  only  looks  more 
shabby  for  the  flaunting  strokes  of  the  brush  which  remain. 
And  here,  of  course,  came  the  usual  crowd  of  idlers  round  the 
car ;  the  epileptic  idiot  holding  piteously  out  his  empty  tin 
snuff-box  ;  the  brutal  idiot,  in  an  old  soldier’s  coat,  proffering 
his  money-box  and  grinning  and  clattering  the  single  half¬ 
penny  it  contained ;  the  old  man  with  no  eyelids,  calling  upon 
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you  in  the  name  of  the  Lord ;  the  woman  with  a  child  at 
her  hideous  wrinkled  breast ;  the  children  without  number. 
As  for  trade,  there  seemed  to  be  none :  a  great  J eremy- 
Diddler  kind  of  hotel  stood  hard  by,  swaggering  and  out-at- 
elbows,  and  six  pretty  girls  were  smiling  out  of  a  beggarly 
straw-bonnet  shop,  dressed  as  smartly  as  any  gentleman’s 


daughters  of  good  estate.  It  was  good,  among  the  crowd 
of  bustling,  shrieking  fellows,  who  were  “  jawing”  vastly 
and  doing  nothing,  to  see  how  an  English  bagman,  with 
scarce  any  words,  laid  hold  of  a  hostler,  and  carried  him  off 
vi  et  armis  in  the  midst  of  a  speech,  in  which  the  latter  was 
going  to  explain  his  immense  activity  and  desire  to  serve, 
pushed  him  into  a  stable,  from  which  he  issued  in  a  twink- 
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ling,  leading  the  hostler  and  a  horse,  and  had  his  bag  on 
the  car  and  his  horse  off  in  about  two  minutes  of  time, 
while  the  natives  were  still  shouting  round  about  other 
passengers’  portmanteaus. 

Some  time  afterwards,  away  we  rattled  on  our  own  jour¬ 
ney  to  Tarbert,  having  a  postilion  on  the  leader,  and  receiv¬ 
ing,  I  must  say,  some  graceful  bows  from  the  young  bonnet- 
makeresses.  But  of  all  the  roads  over  which  human  bones 
were  ever  jolted,  the  first  part  of  this  from  Listowel  to 
Tarbert  deserves  the  palm.  It  shook  us  all  into  headaches  ; 
it  shook  some  nails  out  of  the  side  of  a  box  I  had ;  it  shook 
all  the  cords  loose  in  a  twinkling,  and  sent  the  baggage 
bumping  about  the  passengers’  shoulders.  The  coachman 
at  the  call  of  another  English  bagman,  who  was  a  fellow- 
traveller, —  the  postilion  at  the  call  of  the  coachman,  de¬ 
scended  to  re-cord  the  baggage.  The  English  bagman  had 
the  whole  mass  of  trunks  and  bags  stoutly  corded  and  firm¬ 
ly  fixed  in  a  few  seconds  ;  the  coachman  helped  him  as  far 
as  his  means  allowed  ;  the  postilion  stood  by  with  his  hands 
in  his  pockets,  smoking  his  pipe,  and  never  offering  to  stir 
a  finger.  I  said  to  him  that  I  was  delighted  to  see  in  a 
youth  of  sixteen  that  extreme  activity  and  willingness  to 
oblige,  and  that  I  would  give  him  a  handsome  remuneration 
for  his  services  at  the  end  of  the  journey  :  the  young  rascal 
grinned  with  all  his  might,  understanding  the  satiric  nature 
of  the  address  perfectly  well ;  but  he  did  not  take  his  hands 
out  of  his  pockets  for  all  that,  until  it  was  time  to  get  on  his 
horse  again,  and  then,  having  carried  us  over  the  most  dif¬ 
ficult  part  of  the  journey,  removed  his  horse  and  pipe,  and 
rode  away  with  a  parting  grin. 

The  cabins  along  the  road  were  not  much  better  than 
those  to  be  seen  south  of  Tralee,  but  the  people  were  far 
better  clothed,  and  indulged  in  several  places  in  the  luxury 
of  pigsties.  Near  the  prettily  situated  village  of  Bally- 
longford,  we  came  in  sight  of  the  Shannon  mouth ;  and  a 
huge  red  round  moon,  that  shone  behind  an  old  convent  on 
the  banks  of  the  bright  river,  with  dull  green  meadows  be- 
•  tween  it  and  us,  and  white  purple  flats  beyond,  would  be  a 
good  subject  for  the  pencil  of  any  artist  whose  wrist  had 
not  been  put  out  of  joint  by  the  previous  ten  miles  journey. 

The  town  of  Tarbert,  in  the  guide-books  and  topographi¬ 
cal  dictionaries,  flourishes  considerably.  You  read  of  its 
port,  its  corn  and  provision  stores,  &c.,  and  of  certain  good 
hotels ;  for  which  as  travellers  we  were  looking  with  a  laud- 
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able  anxiety.  The  town,  in  fact,  contains  about  a  dozen  of 
houses,  some  hundreds  of  cabins,  and  two  hotels ;  to  one  of 
which  we  were  driven,  and  a  kind  landlady,  conducting  her 
half-dozen  guests  into  a  snug  parlor,  was  for  our  ordering 
refreshment  immediately,  —  which  I  certainly  should  have 
done,  but  for  the  ominous  whisper  of  a  fellow  in  the  crowd 
as  we  descended  (of  course  a  disinterested  patron  of  the 
other  house),  who  hissed  into  my  ears,  uAsk  to  see  the  beds:” 
which  proposal,  accordingly,  I  made  before  coming  to  any 
determination  regarding  supper. 

The  worthy  landlady  eluded  my  question  several  times 
with  great  skill  and  good-humor,  but  it  became  at  length 
necessary  to  answer  it ;  which  she  did  by  putting  on  as 
confident  an  air  as  possible,  and  leading  the  way  upstairs 
to  a  bedroom,  where  there  was  a  good  large  comfortable  bed 
certainly. 

The  only  objection  to  the  bed,  however,  was  that  it  con¬ 
tained  a  sick  lady,  whom  the  hostess  proposed  to  eject 
without  any  ceremony,  saying  that  she  was  a  great  deal 
better,  and  going  to  get  up  that  very  evening.  However, 
none  of  us  had  the  heart  to  tyrannize  over  lovely  woman 
in  so  painful  a  situation,  and  the  hostess  had  the  grief  of 
seeing  four  out  of  her  five  guests  repair  across  the  way 
to  “  Brallaghan’s  ”  or  “  Gallagher’s  Hotel,”  —  the  name  has 
fled  from  my  memory,  but  it  is  the  big  hotel  in  the  place ; 
and  unless  the  sick  lady  has  quitted  the  other  inn,  which 
most  likely  she  has  done  by  this  time,  the  English  travel¬ 
ler  will  profit  by  this  advice,  and  on  arrival  at  Tarbert  will 
have  himself  transported  to  u  Gallagher’s  ”  at  once. 

The  next  morning  a  car  carried  us  to  Tarbert  Point, 
where  there  is  a  pier  not  yet  completed,  and  a  Preventive 
station,  and  where  the  Shannon  steamers  touch,  that  ply 
between  Kilrush  and  Limerick.  Here  lay  the  famous 
river  before  us,  with  low  banks  and  rich  pastures  on  either 
side. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


LIMERICK. 


CAPITAL  steamer,  which 
on  this  day  was  thronged 
with  people,  carried  ns 
for  about  two  hours  down 
the  noble  stream  and 
landed  us  at  Limerick 
quay.  The  character  of 
the  landscape  on  either 
side  the  stream  is  not 
particularly  picturesque, 
but  large,  liberal  and 
prosperous.  Gentle 
sweeps  of  rich  meadows 
and  cornfields  cover  the 
banks,  and  some,  though 
not  too  many,  gentle¬ 
men’s  parks  and  planta¬ 
tions  rise  here  and  there. 
But  the  landscape  was  somehow  more  pleasing  than  if  it 
had  been  merely  picturesque  ;  and,  especially  after  coming 
out  of  that  desolate  county  of  Kerry,  it  was  pleasant  for 
the  eye  to  rest  upon  this  peaceful,  rich,  and  generous 
scene.  The  first  aspect  of  Limerick  is  very  smart  and 
pleasing :  fine  neat  quays  with  considerable  liveliness  and 
bustle,  a  very  handsome  bridge  (the  Wellesley  Bridge) 
before  the  spectator ;  who,  after  a  walk  through  two  long 
and  flourishing  streets,  stops  at  length  at  one  of  the  best 
inns  in  Ireland  —  the  large,  neat,  and  prosperous  one 
kept  by  Mr.  Cruise.  Except  at  Youghal,  and  the  poor 
fellow  whom  the  Englishman  belabored  at  Glengariff,  Mr. 
Cruise  is  the  only  landlord  of  an  inn  I  have  had  the  honor 
to  see  in  Ireland.  I  believe  these  gentlemen  commonly 
VOL.  it.  — 10  143 
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(and  very  naturally)  prefer  riding  with  the  hounds,  or 
manly  sports,  to  attendance  on  their  guests ;  and  the  land¬ 
ladies,  if  they  prefer  to  play  the  piano,  or  to  have  a  game 
of  cards  in  the  parlor,  only  show  a  taste  at  which  no  one 
can  wonder :  for  who  can  expect  a  lady  to  be  troubling 
herself  with  vulgar  chance-customers,  or  looking  after 
Molly  in  the  bedroom,  or  waiter  Tim  in  the  cellar  ? 

Now,  beyond  this  piece  of  information  regarding  the 
excellence  of  Mr.  Cruise’s  hotel,  which  every  traveller 
knows,  the  writer  of  this  doubts  very  much  whether  he  has 
anything  to  say  about  Limerick  that  is  worth  the  trouble 
of  saying  or  reading.  I  can’t  attempt  to  describe  the 
Shannon,  only  to  say  that  on  board  the  steamboat  there 
was  a  piper  and  a  bugler,  a  hundred  of  genteel  persons 
coming  back  from  donkey-riding  and  bathing  at  Kilkee,  a 
couple  of  heaps  of  raw  hides  that  smelt  very  foully,  a 
score  of  women  nursing  children,  and  a  lobster-vender, 
who  vowed  to  me  on  his  honor  that  he  gave  eightpence 
apiece  for  his  fish,  and  that  he  had  boiled  them  only  the 
day  before ;  but  when  I  produced  the  Guide-book,  and 
solemnly  told  him  to  swear  upon  that  to  the  truth  of  his 
statement,  the  lobster-seller  turned  away  quite  abashed, 
and  would  not  be  brought  to  support  his  previous  assertion 
at  all.  Well,  this  is  no  description  of  the  Shannon,  as  you 
have  no  need  to  be  told,  and  other  travelling  cockneys  will 
no  doubt  meet  neither  piper,  nor  lobster-seller,  nor  raw  hides  ; 
nor,  if  they  come  to  the  inn  where  this  is  written,  is  it 
probable  that  they  will  hear,  as  I  do  this  present  moment, 
two  fellows  with  red  whiskers,  and  immense  pomp  and 
noise  and  blustering  with  the  waiter,  conclude  by  ordering 
a  pint  of  ale  between  them.  All  that  one  can  hope  to  do 
is,  to  give  a  sort  of  notion  of  the  movement  and  manners 
of  the  people  ;  pretending  by  no  means  to  offer  a  description 
of  places,  but  simply  an  account  of  what  one  sees  in 
them. 

So  that  if  any  traveller  after  staying  two  days  in  Lim¬ 
erick  should  think  fit  to  present  the  reader  with  forty  or 
fifty  pages  of  dissertation  upon  the  antiquities  and  history 
of  the  place,  upon  the  state  of  commerce,  religion,  educa¬ 
tion,  the  public  may  be  pretty  well  sure  that  the  traveller 
has  been  at  work  among  the  guide-books,  and  filching  ex¬ 
tracts  from  the  topographical  and  local  works. 

They  say  there  are  three’  towns  to  make  one  Limerick : 
there  is  the  Irish  Town  on  the  'Clare  side ;  the  English 
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Town  with  its  old  castle  (which  has  sustained  a  deal  of 
battering  and  blows  from  Danes,  from  fierce  Irish  kings, 
from  English  warriors  who  took  an  interest  in  the  place, 
Henry  Secundians,  Elizabethans,  Cromwellian s,  and  vice 
versa ,  Jacobites,  King  Williamites,  —  and  nearly  escaped 
being  in  the  hands  of  the  Robert  Einmettites)  ;  and  finally 
the  district  called  Newtown-Pery.  In  walking  through 
this  latter  tract,  you  are  at  first  half  led  to  believe  that  you 
are  arrived  in  a  second  Liverpool,  so  tall  are  the  ware¬ 
houses  and  broad  the  quays ;  so  neat  and  trim  a  street  of 
near  a  mile  which  stretches  before  you.  But  even  this 
mile-long  street  does  not,  in  a  few  minutes,  appear  to  be  so 
wealthy  and  prosperous  as  it  shows  at  first  glance ;  for  of 
the  population  that  throngs  the  streets,  two-fifths  are  bare¬ 
footed  women,  and  two-fifths  more  ragged  men :  and  the 
most  part  of  the  shops  which  have  a  grand  show  with  them 
appear,  when  looked  into,  to  be  no  better  than  they  should 
be,  being  empty  makeshift-looking  places  with  their  best 
goods  outside. 

Here,  in  this  handsome  street  too,  is  a  handsome  club¬ 
house,  with  plenty  of  idlers,  you  may  be  sure,  lolling  at  the 
portico  ;  likewise  you  see  numerous  young  officers,  with 
very  tight  waists  and  absurd  brass  shell-epaulettes  to  their 
little  absurd  frock-coats,  walking  the  pavement  —  the  dan¬ 
dies  of  the  street.  Then  you  behold  whole  troops  of  pear, 
apple,  and  plum-women,  selling  very  raw,  green-looking 
fruit,  which,  indeed,  it  is  a  wonder  that  any  one  should  eat 
and  live.  The  houses  are  bright  red  —  the  street  is  full 
and  gay,  carriages  and  cars  in  plenty  go  jingling  by  —  dra¬ 
goons  in  red  are  every  now  and  then  clattering  up  the 
street,  and  as  upon  every  car  which  passes  with  ladies 
in  it  you  are  sure  (I  don’t  know  how  it  is)  to  see  a  pretty 
one,  the  great  street  of  Limerick  is  altogether  a  very  brill¬ 
iant  and  animated  sight. 

If  the  ladies  of  the  place  are  pretty,  indeed  the  vulgar 
are  scarcely  less  so.  I  never  saw  a  greater  number  of  kind, 
pleasing,  clever-looking  faces  among  any  set  of  people. 
There  seem,  however,  to  be  two  sorts  of  physiognomies 
which  are  common  :  the  pleasing  and  somewhat  melancholy 
one  before  mentioned,  and  a  square,  high-checked,  flat¬ 
nosed  physiognomy,  not  uncommonly  accompanied  by  a 
hideous  staring  head  of  dry  red  hair.  Except,  however,  in 
the  latter  case,  the  hair  flowing  loose  and  long  is  a  pretty 
characteristic  of  the  women  of  the  country :  many  a  fair 
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one  do  you  see  at  the  door  of  the  cabin,  or  the  poor 
shop  in  the  town,  combing  complacently  that  “great¬ 
est  ornament  of  female  beauty/’  as  Mr.  Lowland  justly 
calls  it. 

The  generality  of  the  women  here  seem  also  much  better 
clothed  than  in  Kerry  ;  and  I  saw  many  a  one  going  bare¬ 
foot,  whose  gown  was  nevertheless  a  good  one,  and  whose 
cloak  was  of  fine  cloth.  Likewise  it  must  be  remarked, 
that  the  beggars  in  Limerick  were  by  no  means  so  numer¬ 
ous  as  those  in  Cork,  or  in  many  small  places  through 
which  I  have  passed.  There  were  but  five,  strange  to  say, 
round  the  mail-coach  as  we  went  away ;  and,  indeed,  not  a 
great  number  in  the  streets. 

The  belles-lettres  seems  to  be  by  no  means  so  well  culti¬ 
vated  here  as  in  Cork.  I  looked  in  vain  for  a  Limerick 
Guide-book  :  I  saw  but  one  good  shop  of  books,  and  a  little 
trumpery  circulating  library,  which  seemed  to  be  provided 
with  those  immortal  works  of  a  year  old  —  which,  having 
been  sold  for  half  a  guinea  the  volume  at  first,  are  sudden¬ 
ly  found  to  be  worth  only  a  shilling.  Among  these,  let  me 
mention,  with  perfect  resignation  to  the  decrees  of  fate, 
the  works  of  one  Titmarsh:  they  were  rather  smartly 
bound  by  an  enterprising  publisher,  and  I  looked  at  them 
in  Bishop  Murphy’s  Library  at  Cork,  in  a  book-shop  in  the 
remote  little  town  of  Ennis,  and  elsewhere,  with  a  melan¬ 
choly  tenderness.  Poor  flowerets  of  a  season  !  (and  a  very 
short  season  too)  let  me  be  allowed  to  salute  your  scat¬ 
tered  leaves  with  a  passing  sigh !  .  .  .  Besides  the  book¬ 
shops,  I  observed  in  the  long,  best  street  of  Limerick  a 
half-dozen  of  what  are  called  French  shops,  with  knick- 
knacks,  German-silver  chimney-ornaments,  and  paltry  fin¬ 
ery.  In  the  windows  of  these  you  saw  a  card  with 
“  Cigars  ”  :  in  the  book-shop,  “  Cigars  ”  ;  at  the  grocer’s,  the 
whiskey-shop,  “  Cigars  ”  :  everybody  sells  the  noxious  weed, 
or  makes  believe  to  sell  it,  and  I  know  no  surer  indication  of 
a  struggling,  uncertain  trade  than  that  same  placard  of 
“Cigars.”  I  went  to  buy  some  of  the  pretty  Limerick 
gloves  (they  are  chiefly  made,  as  I  have  since  discovered  at 
Cork).  I  think  the  man  who  sold  them  had  a  patent  from 
the  Queen,  or  his  Excellency,  or  both,  in  his  window :  but, 
seeing  a  friend  pass  just  as  I  entered  the  shop,  he  brushed 
past,  and  held  his  friend  in  conversation  for  some  minutes 
in  the  street,  —  about  the  Killarney  races  no  doubt,  or  the 
fun  going  on  at  Kilkee.  I  might  have  swept  away  a  bag- 
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ful  of  walnut-shells  containing  the  flimsy  gloves ;  but 
instead  walked  out,  making  him  a  low  bow,  and  saying  I 
would  call  next  week.  He  said  u  wouldn’t  I  wait  ?  ”  and 
resumed  his  conversation ;  and,  no  doubt,  by  this  way  of 
doing  business,  is  making  a  handsome  independence.  I 
asked  one  of  the  ten  thousand  fruit-women  the  price  of  her 
green  pears.  “ Twopence  apiece,”  she  said;  and  there 
were  two  little  ragged  beggars  standing  by,  who  were 
munching  the  fruit.  A  book-shopwoman  made  me  pay 
threepence  for  a  bottle  of  ink  which  usually  costs  a  penny ; 
a  potato-woman  told  me  that  her  potatoes  cost  fourteen- 
pence  a  stone :  and  all  these  ladies  treated  the  stranger 
with  a  leering,  wheedling  servility  which  made  me  long  to 
box  their  ears,  were  it  not  that  the  man  who  lays  his  hand 
upon  a  woman  is  an,  &c.,  whom  ’twere  gross  flattery  to  call 
a  what-d’ye-call-’im  ?  By  the  way,  the  man  who  played 
Duke  Aranza  at  Cork  delivered  the  celebrated  claptrap 
above  alluded  to  as  follows  :  — 

“  The  man  who  lays  his  hand  upon  a  woman, 

Save  in  the  way  of  kindness,  is  a  villain, 

Whom  ’twere  a  gross  piece  of  flattery  to  call  a  coward;” 

and  looked  round  calmly  for  the  applause,  which  deservedly 
followed  his  new  reading  of  the  passage. 

To  return  to  the  apple-women  :  —  legions  of  ladies  were 
employed  through  the  town  upon  that  traffic ;  there  were 
really  thousands  of  them  clustering  upon  the  bridges, 
squatting  down  in  doorways  and  vacant  sheds  for  tem¬ 
porary  markets,  marching  and  crying  their  sour  goods 
in  all  the  crowded  lanes  of  the  city.  After  you  get 
out  of  the  Main  Street  the  handsome  part  of  the  town 
is  at  an  end,  and  you  suddenly  find  yourself  in  such  a 
labyrinth  of  busy  swarming  poverty  and  squalid  commerce 
as  never  was  seen  —  no,  not  in  St.  Giles’s,  where  Jew  and 
Irishman  side  by  side  exhibit  their  genius  for  dirt.  Here 
every  house  almost  was  a  half  ruin,  and  swarming  with 
people :  in  the  cellars  you  looked  down  and  saw  a  barrel 
of  herrings,  which  a  merchant  was  dispensing;  or  a  sack 
of  meal,  which  a  poor  dirty  woman  sold  to  people  poorer 
and  dirtier  than  herself :  above  was  a  tinman,  or  a  shoe¬ 
maker,  or  other  craftsman,  his  battered  ensign  at  the  door, 
and  his  small  wares  peering  through  the  cracked  panes  of 
his  shop.  As  for  the  ensign,  as  a  matter  of  course 


150 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


the  name  is  never  written  in  letters  of  the  same  size. 
You  read  — 


PATK  MANia Ha‘A’ 
T4ILOK 


JAME.1 

hur.ley 

SHOE 

mak  tr 

or  some  similar  signboard.  High  and  low,  in  this  country, 
they  begin  things  on  too  large  a  scale.  They  begin 
churches  too  big,  and  can’t  finish  them ;  mills  and  houses 
too  big,  and  are  ruined  before  they  are  done ;  letters 
on  signboards  too  big,  and  are  up  in  a  corner  before  the 
inscription  is  finished.  There  is  something  quite  strange, 
really,  in  this  general  consistency. 

Well,  over  James  Hurley  or  Pat  Hanlahan,  you  will 
most  likely  see  another  board  of  another  tradesman,  with 
a  window  to  the  full  as  curious.  Above  Tim  Carthy 
evidently  lives  another  family.  There  are  long-haired 
girls  of  fourteen  at  every  one  of  the  windows,  and  dirty 
children  everywhere.  In  the  cellars,  look  at  them  in 
dingy  white  nightcaps  over  a  bowl  of  stirabout ;  in  the 
shop,  paddling  up  and  down  the  ruined  steps,  or  issuing 
from  beneath  the  black  counter ;  up  above,  see  the  girl  of 
fourteen  is  tossing  and  dandling  one  of  them :  and  a  pretty 
tender  sight  it  is,  in  the  midst  of  this  filth  and  wretched¬ 
ness,  to  see  the  women  and  children  together.  It  makes 
a  sunshine  in  the  dark  place,  and  somehow  half  reconciles 
one  to  it.  Children  are  everywhere.  Look  out  of  the 
nasty  streets  into  the  still  more  nasty  back  lanes  :  there 
they  are  sprawling  at  every  door  and  court,  paddling  in 
every  puddle ;  and  in  about  a  fair  proportion  to  every  six 
children  an  old  woman  —  a  very  old,  blear-eyed,  ragged 
woman  —  who  makes  believe  to  sell  something  out  of  a 
basket,  and  is  perpetually  calling  upon  the  name  of  the 
Lord.  For  every  three  ragged  old  women  you  will  see 
two  ragged  old  men,  praying  and  moaning  like  the  females. 
And  there  is  no  lack  of  young  men,  either,  though  I  never 
could  make  out  what  they  were  about :  they  loll  about  the 
street,  chiefly  conversing  in  knots ;  and  in  every  street  you 
will  be  pretty  sure  to  see  a  recruiting-sergeant,  with  gay 
ribbons  in  his  cap,  loitering  about  with  an  eye  upon  the 
other  loiterers  there.  The  buzz  and  hum  and  chattering 
of  this  crowd  is  quite  inconceivable  to  us  in  England, 
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where  a  crowd  is  generally  silent.  As  a  person  with  a 
decent  coat  passes,  they  stop  in  their  talk  and  say,  “  God 
bless  you  for  a  fine  gentleman  !  ”  In  these  crowded  streets, 
where  all  are  beggars,  the  beggary  is  but  small :  only  the 
very  old  and  hideous  venture  to  ask  for  a  penny,  otherwise 
the  competition  would  be  too  great. 

As  for  the  buildings  that  one  lights  upon  every  now  and 
then  in  the  midst  of  such  scenes  as  this,  they  are  scarce 
worth  the  trouble  to  examine  :  occasionally  you  come  on  a 
chapel  with  sham  Gothic  windows  and  a  little  belfry,  one 
of  the  Catholic  places  of  worship  ;  then  placed  in  some 
quiet  street,  a  neat-looking  Dissenting  meeting-house. 
Across  the  river  yonder,  as  you  issue  out  from  the  street 
where  the  preceding  sketch  was  taken,  is  a  handsome 
hospital ;  near  it  the  old  cathedral,  a  barbarous  old  turreted 
edifice  —  of  the  fourteenth  century  it  is  said :  how  differ¬ 
ent  to  the  sumptuous  elegance  which  characterizes  the 
English  and  continental  churches  of  the  same  period ! 
Passing  by  it,  and  walking  down  other  streets,  —  black, 
ruinous,  swarming,  dark,  hideous,  —  you  come  upon  the 
barracks  and  the  walks  of  the  old  castle,  and  from  it  on  to 
an  old  bridge,  from  which  the  view  is  a  fine  one.  On  one 
side  are  the  gray  bastions  of  the  castle ;  beyond  them, 
in  the  midst  of  the  broad  stream,  stands  a  huge  mill  that 
looks  like  another  castle ;  further  yet  is  the  handsome  new 
Wellesley  Bridge,  with  some  little  craft  upon  the  river, 
and  the  red  warehouses  of  the  New  Town  looking  pros¬ 
perous  enough.  The  Irish  Town  stretches  away  to  the 
right ;  there  are  pretty  villas  beyond  it ;  and  on  the  bridge 
are  walking  twenty-four  young  girls,  in  parties  of  four  and 
five,  with  their  arms  round  each  other’s  waists,  swaying 
to  and  fro,  and  singing  or  chattering,  as  happy  as  if  they 
had  shoes  to  their  feet.  Yonder  you  see  a  dozen  pair  of 
red  legs  glittering  in  the  water,  their  owners  being  em¬ 
ployed  in  washing  their  own  or  other  people’s  rags. 

The  Guide-book  mentions  that  one  of  the  aboriginal 
forests  of  the  country  is  to  be  seen  at  a  few  miles  from 
Limerick,  and  thinking  that  an  aboriginal  forest  would  be 
a  huge  discovery,  and  form  an  instructive  and  delightful 
feature  of  the  present  work,  I  hired  a  car  in  order  to  visit 
the  same,  and  pleased  myself  with  visions  of  gigantic 
oaks,  Druids,  Norma,  wildernesses  and  awful  gloom,  which 
would  fill  the  soul  with  horror.  The  romance  of  the 
place  was  heightened  by  a  fact  stated  by  the  carman,  viz., 
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that  until  late  years  robberies  were  very  frequent  about 
the  wood ;  the  inhabitants  of  the  district  being  a  wild, 
lawless  race.  Moreover  there  are  numerous  castles  round 
about,  —  and  for  what  can  a  man  wish  more  than  robbers, 
castles,  and  an  aboriginal  wood  ? 

The  way  to  these  wonderful  sights  lies  through  the 
undulating  grounds  which  border  the  Shannon ;  and 
though  the  view  is  by  no  means  a  line  one,  I  know 
few  that  are  pleasanter  than  the  sight  of  these  rich, 
golden,  peaceful  plains,  with  the  full  harvest  waving  on 
them  and  just  ready  for  the  sickle.  The  hay  harvest  was 
likewise  just  being  concluded,  and  the  air  loaded  with 
the  rich  odor  of  the  hay.  Above  the  trees,  to  your  left, 
you  saw  the  mast  of  a  ship,  perhaps  moving  along,  and 
every  now  and  then  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  Shannon,  and 
the  low  grounds  and  plantations  of  the  opposite  county  of 
Limerick.  Not  an  unpleasant  addition  to  the  landscape, 
too,  was  a  sight  which  I  do  not  remember  to  have  wit¬ 
nessed  often  in  this  country  —  that  of  several  small  and 
decent  farm-houses,  with  their  stacks  and  sheds  and 
stables,  giving  an  air  of  neatness  and  plenty  that  the 
poor  cabin  with  its  potato-patch  does  not  present.  Is 
it  on  account  of  the  small  farms  that  the  land  seems  richer 
and  better  cultivated  here  than  in  most  other  parts  of  the 
country  ?  Some  of  the  houses  in  the  midst  of  the  warm 
summer  landscape  had  a  strange  appearance,  for  it  is  often 
the  fashion  to  whitewash  the  roofs  of  the  houses,  leaving 
the  slates  of  the  walls  of  their  natural  color ;  hence,  and  in 
the  evening  especially,  contrasting  with  the  purple  sky, 
the  house-tops  often  looked  as  if  they  were  covered  with 
snow. 

According  to  the  Guide-book’s  promise,  the  castles  began 
soon  to  appear :  at  one  point  we  could  see  three  of  these 
ancient  mansions  in  a  line,  each  seemingly  with  its  little 
grove  of  old  trees,  in  the  midst  of  the  bare  but  fertile 
country.  By  this  time,  too,  we  had  got  into  a  road  so 
abominably  bad  and  rocky,  that  I  began  to  believe  more 
and  more  with  regard  to  the  splendor  of  the  aboriginal 
forest,  which  must  be  most  aboriginal  and  ferocious  indeed 
when  approached  by  such  a  savage  path.  After  travelling 
through  a  couple  of  lines  of  wall  with  plantations  on 
either  side,  I  at  length  became  impatient  as  to  the  forest, 
and,  much  to  my  disappointment,  was  told  this  was  it. 
For  the  fact  is,  that  though  the  forest  has  always  been 
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there,  the  trees  have  not,  the  proprietors  cutting  them 
regularly  when  grown  to  no  great  height,  and  the  monarchs 
of  the  woods  which  I  saw  round  about  would  scarcely 
have  afforded  timber  for  a  bed-post.  Nor  did  any  robbers 
make  their  appearance  in  this  wilderness :  with  which 
disappointment,  however,  I  was  more  willing  to  put  up 
than  with  the  former  one. 

But  if  the  wood  and  the  robbers  did  not  come  up  to  my 
romantic  notions,  the  old  Castle  of  Bunratty  fully  answered 
them,  and  indeed  should  be  made  the  scene  of  a  romance, 
in  three  volumes  at  least. 

“It  is  a  huge,  square  tower,  with  four  smaller  ones  at 
each  angle  ;  and  you  mount  to  the  entrance  by  a  steep 
flight  of  steps,  being  commanded  all  the  way  by  the 
cross-bows  of  two  of  the  Lord  De  Clare’s  retainers,  the 
points  of  whose  weapons  may  be  seen  lying  upon  the  ledge 
of  the  little  narrow  meurtriere  on  each  side  of  the  gate. 
A  venerable  seneschal,  with  the  keys  of  office,  presently 
opens  the  little  back  postern,  and  you  are  admitted  to 
the  great  hall  —  a  noble  chamber,  pardi  !  some  seventy 
feet  in  length  and  thirty  high.  ’Tis  hung  round  with 
a  thousand  trophies  of  war  and  chase,  —  the  golden  helmet 
and  spear  of  the  Irish  king,  the  long  yellow  mantle  he 
wore,  and  the  huge  brooch  that  bound  it.  Hugo  De  Clare 
slew  him  before  the  castle  in  1305,  when  he  and  his  kernes 
attacked  it.  Less  successful  in  1314,  the  gallant  Hugo  saw 
his  village  of  Bunratty  burned  round  his  tower  by  the  son 
of  the  slaughtered  O’Niel;  and,  sallying  out  to  avenge 
the  insult,  was  brought  back  —  a  corpse  !  Ah !  what  was 
the  pang  that  shot  through  the  fair  bosom  of  the  Lady 
Adela  when  she  knew  that  ’twas  the  hand  of  Redmond 
O’Neil  sped  the  shaft  which  slew  her  sire  ! 

“  You  listen  to  this  sad  story,  reposing  on  an  oaken 
settle  (covered  with  deer’s-skin  taken  in  the  aboriginal 
forest  of  Carclow  hard  by)  placed  at  the  enormous  hall-fire. 
Here  sits  Thonom  an  Diaoul,  ‘Dark  Thomas,’  the  blind 
harper  of  the  race  of  De  Clare,  who  loves  to  tell  the  deeds 
of  the  lordly  family.  ‘Penetrating  in  disguise,’  he  con¬ 
tinues,  ‘  into  the  castle,  Bedmond  of  the  golden  locks 
sought  an  interview  with  the  Lily  of  Bunratty ;  but  she 
screamed  when  she  saw  him  under  the  disguise  of  the  glee- 
man,  and  said,  “  My  father’s  blood  is  in  the  hall !  ”  At 
this,  up  started  fierce  Sir  Banulph.  “  Ho,  Bludyer !  ”  he 
cried  to  his  squire,  “call  me  the  hangman  and  Father 
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John ;  seize  me,  vassals,  yon  villain  in  gleeman’s  guise 
and  hang  him  on  the  gallows  on  the  tower !  ” ’ 

“  1  Will  it  please  ye  walk  to  the  roof  of  the  old  Castle 
and  see  the  beam  on  which  the  lords  of  the  place  execute 
the  refractory?  ’  ‘Nay,  marry,’  say  you,  ‘by  my  spurs  of 
knighthood,  I  have  seen  hanging  enough  in  merry  England, 
and  care  not  to  see  the  gibbets  of  Irish  kernes.’  The 
harper  would  have  taken  tire  at  this  speech  reflecting  on 
his  country  ;  but  luckily  here  Gulph,  your  English  squire, 
entered  from  the  pantler  (with  whom  he  had  been  holding 
a  parley),  and  brought  a  manchet  of  bread,  and  bade  ye,  in 
the  Lord  De  Clare’s  name,  crush  a  cup  of  Ypocras,  well 
spiced,  pardi,  and  by  the  fair  hands  of  the  Lady  Adeia. 

“  ‘The  Lady  Adeia!  ’  say  you,  starting  up  in  amaze.  ‘Is 
not  this  the  year  of  grace  1600,  and  lived  she  not  three 
hundred  years  syne  ?  ’ 

“  ‘  Yes,  Sir  Knight,  but  Bunratty  tower  hath  another 
Lily :  will  it  please  you  see  your  chamber  ?  ’ 

“  So  saying,  the  seneschal  leads  you  up  a  winding  stair 
in  one  of  the  turrets,  past  one  little  dark  chamber  and 
another,  without  a  fireplace,  without  rushes  (how  different 
from  the  stately  houses  of  Nonsuch  or  Audley  End !)  and, 
leading  you  through  another  vast  chamber  above  the  ba¬ 
ronial  hall,  similar  in  size,  but  decorated  with  tapestries 
and  rude  carvings,  you  pass  the  little  chapel  (‘  Marry,’ 
says  the  steward,  ‘  many  would  it  not  hold,  and  many  do 
not  come  !)  ’  until  at  last,  you  are  located  in  the  little  cell 
appropriated  to  you.  Some  rude  attempts  have  been  made 
to  render  it  fitting  for  the  stranger ;  but,  though  more 
neatly  arranged  than  the  hundred  other  little  chambers 
which  the  castle  contains,  in  sooth  ’tis  scarce  fitted  for  the 
serving-man,  much  less  for  Sir  Reginald,  the  English  knight. 

“  While  you  are  looking  at  a  bouquet  of  flowers,  which 
lies  on  the  settle  —  magnolias,  geraniums,  the  blue  flowers 
of  the  cactus,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  bouquet,  one  lily ; 
whilst  you  wonder  whose  fair  hands  could  have  culled  the 
flowers  —  hark !  the  horns  are  blowing  at  the  drawbridge, 
and  the  warder  lets  the  portcullis  down.  You  rush  to  your 
window,  a  stalwart  knight  rides  over  the  gate,  the  hoofs  of 
his  black  courser  clanging  upon  the  planks.  A  host  of 
wild  retainers  wait  round  about  him :  see,  four  of  them 
carry  a  stag,  that  hath  been  slain  no  doubt  in  the  aborigi¬ 
nal  forest  of  Carclow.  ‘  By  my  fay  !  ’  say  you,  ‘  ’tis  a  stag 
of  ten.’ 
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u  But  who  is  that  yonder  on  the  gray  palfrey,  conversing 
so  prettily,  and  holding  the  sportive  animal  with  so  light  a 
rein  ?  —  a  light  green  riding  habit  and  ruff,  a  little  hat  with 
a  green  plume  —  sure  it  may  be  a  lady,  and  a  fair  one.  She 
looks  up.  0  blessed  Mother  of  Heaven,  that  look  !  those 
eyes  that  smile,  those  sunny  golden  ringlets  !  It  is  —  it  is 
the  Lady  Adela :  the  Lily  of  Bunrat.  .  .  .” 

If  the  reader  cannot  finish  the  other  two  volumes  for 
him  or  herself,  he  or  she  never  deserves  to  have  a  novel 
from  a  circulating  library  again :  for  my  part,  I  will  take 
my  affidavit  the  English  knight  will  marry  the  Lily  at  the 
end  of  the  third  volume,  having  previously  slain  the  other 
suitor  at  one  of  the  multifarious  sieges  of  Limerick.  And 
I  beg  to  say  that  the  historical  part  of  this  romance  has 
been  extracted  carefully  from  the  Guide-book :  the  topo¬ 
graphical  and  descriptive  portion  being  studied  on  the 
spot.  A  policeman  shows  you  over  it,  halls,  chapels,  gal¬ 
leries,  gibbets  and  all.  The  huge  old  tower  was,  until  late 
years,  inhabited  by  the  family  of  the  proprietor,  who  built 
himself  a  house  in  the  midst  of  it :  but  he  has  since  built 
another  in  the  park  opposite,  and  half  a  dozen  “  Peelers,” 
with  a  commodity  of  wives  and  children,  now  inhabit 
Bunratty.  On  the  gate  where  we  entered  were  numerous 
placards  offering  rewards  for  the  apprehension  of  various 
country  offenders  ;  and  a  turnpike,  a  bridge,  and  a  quay 
have  sprung  up  from  the  place  which  Bed  Eedmond  (or 
anybody  else)  burned. 

On  our  road  to  Galway  the  next  day,  we  were  carried 
once  more  by  the  old  tower,  and  for  a  considerable  distance 
along  the  fertile  banks  of  the  Fergus  lake,  and  a  river 
which  pours  itself  into  the  Shannon.  The  first  town  we 
come  to  is  Castle  Clare,  which  lies  conveniently  on  the 
river,  with  a  castle,  a  good  bridge,  and  many  quays  and 
warehouses,  near  which  a  small  ship  or  two  were  lying. 
The  place  was  once  the  chief  town  of  the  county,  but  is 
wretched  and  ruinous  now,  being  made  up  for  the  most 
part  of  miserable  thatched  cots,  round  which  you  see  the 
usual  dusky  population.  The  drive  hence  to  Ennis  lies 
through  a  country  which  is  by  no  means  so  pleasant  as 
that  rich  one  we  have  passed  through,  being  succeeded  u  by 
that  craggy,  bleak,  pastoral  district  which  occupies  so  large 
a  portion  of  the  limestone  district  of  Clare.”  Ennis  like¬ 
wise  stands  upon  the  Fergus  —  a  busy  little  narrow- 
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streeted,  foreign-looking  town,  approached  by  half  a  mile 
of  thatched  cots,  in  which  I  am  not  ashamed  to  confess 
that  I  saw  some  as  pretty  faces  as  over  any  half-mile  of 
country  I  ever  travelled  in  my  life. 

A  great  light  of  the  Catholic  Church,  who  was  of  late  a 
candlestick  in  our  own  communion,  was  on  the  coach  with 
us,  reading  devoutly  out  of  a  breviary  on  many  occasions 
along  the  road.  A  crowd  of  black  coats  and  heads,  with 
that  indescribable  look  which  belongs  to  the  Catholic 
clergy,  were  evidently  on  the  lookout  for  the  coach ;  and 
as  it  stopped,  one  of  them  came  up  to  me  with  a  low  bow, 

and  asked  if  I  was  the  Honorable  and  Reverend  Mr.  S - ? 

How  I  wish  I  had  answered  him  I  was  !  It  would  have 
been  a  grand  scene.  The  respect  paid  to  this  gentleman’s 
descent  is  quite  absurd :  the  papers  bandy  his  title  about 
with  pleased  emphasis  —  the  Galway  paper  calls  him  the 
very  reverend.  There  is  something  in  the  love  for  rank 
almost  childish :  witness  the  adoration  of  George  IV. ;  the 
pompous  joy  with  which  John  Tuam  records  his  correspond¬ 
ence  with  a  great  man ;  the  continual  My-Lording  of  the 
Bishops,  the  Bight-Honorabling  of  Mr.  O’Connell  —  which 
title  his  party  papers  delight  on  all  occasions  to  give  him 
—  nay,  the  delight  of  that  great  man  himself  when  first  he 
attained  the  dignity  :  he  figured  in  his  robes  in  the  most 
good-humored  simple  delight  at  having  them,  and  went  to 
church  forthwith  in  them ;  as  if  such  a  man  wanted  a  title 
before  his  name. 

At  Ennis,  as  well  as  everywhere  else  in  Ireland,  there 
were  of  course  the  regular  number  of  swaggering-looking 
buckeens  and  shabby-genteel  idlers  to  watch  the  arrival  of 
the  mail-coach.  A  poor  old  idiot,  with  his  gray  hair  tied 
up  in  bows,  and  with  a  ribbon  behind,  thrust  out  a  very 
fair  soft  hand  with  taper  fingers,  and  told  me,  nodding  his 
head  very  wistfully,  that  he  had  no  father  nor  mother ; 
upon  which  score  he  got  a  penny.  Nor  did  the  other  beg¬ 
gars  round  the  carriage  who  got  none  seem  to  grudge 
the  poor  fellow’s  good  fortune.  I  think  when  one  poor 
wretch  has  a  piece  of  luck,  the  other  seems  glad  here :  and 
they  promise  to  pray  for  you  just  the  same  if  you  give  as 
if  you  refuse. 

The  town  was  swarming  with  people ;  the  little  dark 
streets,  which  twist  about  in  all  directions,  being  full  of 
cheap  merchandise  and  its  venders.  Whether  there  are 
many  buyers,  I  can’t  say.  This  is  written  opposite  the 
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market  place  in  Galway,  where  I  have  watched  a  stall  a 
hundred  times  in  the  course  of  the  last  three  hours  and 
seen  no  money  taken :  but  at  every  place  I  come  to,  I  can’t 
help  wondering  at  the  numbers;  it  seems  market-day  every¬ 
where  —  apples,  pigs,  and  potatoes  being  sold  all  over  the 
kingdom.  There  seem  to  be  some  good  shops  in  those 
narrow  streets ;  among  others,  a  decent  little  library, 
where  I  bought,  for  eighteenpence,  six  volumes  of  works 
strictly  Irish,  that  will  serve  for  a  half-hour’s  gossip  on 
the  next  rainy  day. 

The  road  hence  to  Gort  carried  us  at  first  by  some  dis¬ 
mal,  lonely-looking,  reedy  lakes,  through  a  melancholy 
country  ;  an  open  village  standing  here  and  there,  with  a 
big  chapel  in  the  midst  of  it,  almost  always  unfinished  in 
some  point  or  other.  Crossing  at  a  bridge  near  a  place 
called  Tubbor,  the  coachman  told  us  we  were  in  the  famous 
county  of  Galway,  which  all  readers  of  novels  admire  in 
the  warlike  works  of  Maxwell  and  Lever ;  and,  dismal  as 
the  country  had  been  in  Clare,  I  think  on  the  northern 
side  of  the  bridge  it  was  dismaller  still  —  the  stones  not 
only  appearing  in  the  character  of  hedges,  but  strewing 
over  whole  fields,  in  which  sheep  were  browsing  as  well  as 
they  could. 

We  rode  for  miles  through  this  stony,  dismal  district, 
seeing  more  lakes  now  and  anon,  with  fellows  spearing 
eels  in  the  midst.  Then  we  passed  the  plantations  of  Lord 
Gort’s  Castle  of  Loughcooter,  and  presently  came  to  the 
town  which  bears  his  name,  or  vice  versa.  It  is  a  regularly- 
built  little  place,  with  a  square  and  street :  but  it  looked  as 
if  it  wondered  how  the  deuce  it  got  into  the  midst  of  such 
a  desolate  country,  and  seemed  to  lore  itself  there  consider¬ 
ably.  It  had  nothing  to  do,  and  no  society. 

A  short  time  before  arriving  at  Oranmore,  one  has 
glimpses  of  the  sea,  which  comes  opportunely  to  relieve 
the  dulness  of  the  land.  Between  Gort  and  that  place  we 
passed  through  little  but  the  most  woful  country,  in  the 
midst  of  which  was  a  village,  where  a  horse-fair  was  held, 
and  where  (upon  the  word  of  the  coachman)  all  the  bad 
horses  of  the  country  were  to  be  seen.  The  man  was  com¬ 
missioned,  no  doubt,  to  buy  for  his  employers,  for  two  or 
three  merchants  were  on  the  lookout  for  him,  and  trotted 
out  their  cattle  by  the  side  of  the  coach.  A  very  good, 
neat-looking,  smart-trotting  chestnut  horse,  of  seven  years 
old,  was  offered  by  the  owner  for  8£.  ;  a  neat  brown  mare 
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for  10 h,  and  a  better  (as  I  presume)  for  14L ;  but  all  looked 
very  respectable,  and  I  have  the  coachman’s  word  for  it 
that'  they  were  good  serviceable  horses.  Oranmore,  with 
an  old  castle  in  the  midst  of  the  village,  woods,  and  park- 
plantations  round  about,  and  the  bay  beyond  it,  has  a 
pretty  and  romantic  look;  and  the  drive,  of  about  four 
miles  thence  to  Galway,  is  the  most  picturesque  part  per¬ 
haps  of  the  fifty  miles’  ride  from  Limerick.  The  road  is 
tolerably  wooded.  You  see  the  town  itself,  with  its  huge 
old  church-tower,  stretching  along  the  bay,  “backed  by 
hills  linking  into  the  long  chain  of  mountains  which 
stretch  across  Connemara  and  the  Joyce  country.”  A 
suburb  of  cots  that  seems  almost  endless  has,  however,  an 
end  at  last  among  the  houses  of  the  town ;  and  a  little  fleet 
of  a  couple  of  hundred  fishing  boats  was  manoeuvring  in 
the  bright  waters  of  the  bay. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


GALWAY -  "  KILROY’S  HOTEL  ” - GALWAY  NIGHTS*  ENTER¬ 
TAINMENTS  - FIRST  NIGHT  :  AN  EVENING  WITH  CAPTAIN 

FREENY. 


HEX  it  is  stated  that, 
throughout  the  town  of 
Galway,  you  cannot  get 
a  cigar  that  costs  more 
than  twopence,  London¬ 
ers  may  imagine  the 
strangeness  and  remote¬ 
ness  of  the  place.  The 
rain  poured  down  for 
two  days  after  our  arri¬ 
val  at  “  Kilroy’s  Hotel.” 
An  umbrella  under  such 
circumstances  is  a  poor 
resource  :  se  1  f-c  o  n  t  e  m- 
plation  is  far  more  amus¬ 
ing  ;  especially  smoking, 
and  a  game  at  cards,  if 

any  one  will  be  so  good  as  to  play. 

But  there  was  no  one  in  the  hotel  coffee-room  who  was 
inclined  for  the  sport.  The  company  there,  on  the  day  of 
our  arrival,  consisted  of  two  coach-passengers,  —  a  French¬ 
man  who  came  from  Sligo,  and  ordered  mutton-chops  and 
fraid  potatoes  for  dinner  by  himself,  a  turbot  which  cost  two 
shillings,  and  in  Billingsgate  would  have  been  worth  a  guinea, 
and  a  couple  of  native  or  inhabitant  bachelors,  who  fre¬ 
quented  the  tdble-d.hote. 

By  the  way,  besides  these  there  were  at  dinner  two  tur¬ 
keys  (so  that  Mr.  Kilroy’s  two-shilling  ordinary  was  by  no 
means  ill-supplied) ;  and,  as  a  stranger,  I  had  the  honor  of 
carving  these  animals,  which  were  dispensed  in  rather  a 
singular  way.  There  are,  as  it  is  generally  known,  to  two 
turkeys  four  wings.  Of  the  four  passengers  one  ate  no  tur- 
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key,  One  had  a  pinion,  another  the  remaining  part  of  the 
wing,  and  the  fourth  gentleman  took  the  other  three  wings 
for  his  share.  Does  everybody  in  Galway  eat  three  wings 
when  there  are  two  turkeys  for  dinner  ?  One  has  heard 
wonders  of  the  country,  —  the  dashing,  daring,  duelling,  des¬ 
perate,  rollicking,  whiskey-drinking  people  ;  but  this  won¬ 
der  beats  all.  When  I  asked  the  Galway  turkiphagus  (there 
is  no  other  word,  for  Turkey  was  invented  long  after  Greece) 
“  if  he  would  take  a  third  wing  ?  ”  with  a  peculiar  satiric 
accent  on  the  words  third  wing ,  which  cannot  be  expressed 
in  writing,  but  which  the  occasion  fully  merited,  I  thought 
perhaps  that,  following  the  custom  of  the  country,  where 
everybody  according  to  Maxwell  and  Lever,  challenges 
everybody  else,  —  I  thought  the  Galwagian  would  call  me 
out ;  but  no  such  thing.  He  only  said,  “  If  you  plase,  sir,” 
in  the  blandest  way  in  the  world ;  and  gobbled  up  the  limb 
in  a  twinkling. 

As  an  encouragement,  too,  for  persons  meditating  that 
important  change  of  condition,  the  gentleman  was  a  teeto¬ 
taler  :  he  took  but  one  glass  of  water  to  that  intolerable 
deal  of  bubblyjock.  Galway  must  be  very  much  changed 
since  the  days  when  Maxwell  and  Lever  knew  it.  Three 
turkey-wings  and  a  glass  of  water  !  But  the  man  cannot  be 
the  representative  of  a  class,  that  is  clear  :  it  is  physically 
and  arithmetically  impossible.  They  can’t  all  eat  three 
wings  of  two  turkeys  at  dinner ;  the  turkeys  could  not 
stand  it,  let  alone  the  men.  These  wings  must  have  been 
“  non  usitatae  (nec  tenues)  pennae.”  But  no  more  of  these 
flights ;  let  us  come  to  sober  realities. 

The  fact  is,  that  when  the  rain  is  pouring  down  in  the 
streets  the  traveller  has  little  else  to  remark  except  these 
peculiarities  of  his  fellow-travellers  and  inn-sojourners ; 
and,  lest  one  should  be  led  into  further  personalities,  it  is 
best  to  quit  that  water-drinking  gormandizer  at  once,  and, 
retiring  to  a  private  apartment,  to  devote  one’s  self  to  quiet 
observation  and  the  acquisition  of  knowledge,  either  by 
looking  out  of  the  window  and  examining  mankind,  or  by 
perusing  books,  and  so  living  with  past  heroes  and  ages. 

As  for  the  knowledge  to  be  had  by  looking  out  of  window, 
it  is  this  evening  not  much.  A  great,  wide,  blank,  bleak, 
water-whipped  square  lies  before  the  bedroom  window ;  at 
the  opposite  side  of  which  is  to  be  seen  the  opposition  hotel, 
looking  even  more  bleak  and  cheerless  than  that  over  which 
Mr.  Kilroy  presides.  Large  dismal  warehouses  and  private 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


161 


houses  form  three  sides  of  the  square ;  and  in  the  midst  is  a 
bare  pleasure-ground  surrounded  by  a  growth  of  gaunt  iron- 
railings,  the  only  plants  seemingly  in  the  place.  Three  tri¬ 
angular  edifices  that  look  somewhat  like  gibbets  stand  in 
the  paved  part  of  the  square,  but  the  victims  that  are  con¬ 
signed  to  their  fate  under  these  triangles  are  only  potatoes, 
which  are  weighed  there ;  and,  in  spite  of  the  torrents  of 
rain,  a  crowd  of  barefooted,  red-petticoated  women,  and  men 
in  gray  coats  and  flower-pot  hats,  are  pursuing  their  little 
bargains  with  the  utmost  calmness.  The  rain  seems  to 


^  4  «  C 


make  no  impression  on  the  males ;  nor  do  the  women  guard 
against  it  more  than  by  flinging  a  petticoat  over  their  heads, 
and  so  stand  bargaining  and  chattering  in  Irish,  their  figures 
indefinitely  reflected  in  the  shining,  varnished  pavement. 
Donkeys  and  pony-carts  innumerable  stand  around,  similarly 
reflected ;  and  in  the  baskets  upon  these  vehicles  you  see 
shoals  of  herrings  lying.  After  a  short  space  this  prospect 
becomes  somewhat  tedious,  and  one  looks  to  other  sources 
of  consolation. 

The  eighteenpennyworth  of  little  books  purchased  at 
Ennis  in  the  morning  came  here  most  agreeably  to  my  aid ; 
and  indeed  they  afford  many  a  pleasant  hour’s  reading. 
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Like  the  “  Bibliotheque  Grise,”  which  one  sees  in  the  French 
cottages  in  the  provinces,  and  the  German  “  Volksbiicher,” 
both  of  which  contain  stores  of  old  legends  that  are  still 
treasured  in  the  country,  these  yellow-covered  books  are 
prepared  for  the  people  chiefly  ;  and  have  been  sold  for 
many  long  years  before  the  march  of  knowledge  began  to 
banish  Fancy  out  of  the  world,  and  gave  us,  in  place  of  the 
old  fairy  tales,  Penny  Magazines  and  similar  wholesome 
works.  Where  are  the  little  harlequin-backed  story-books 
that  used  to  be  read  by  children  in  England  some  thirty 
years  ago  ?  Where  such  authentic  narratives  as  “  Captain 
Bruce’s  Travels,”  “  The  Dreadful  Adventures  of  Sawney 
Bean,”  &c.,  which  were  commonly  supplied  to  the  little 
boys  at  school  by  the  same  old  lady  who  sold  oranges  and 
alycompayne  ?  —  they  are  all  gone  out  of  the  world,  and 
replaced  by  such  books  as  “  Conversations  on  Chemistry,” 
“  The  Little  Geologist,”  “  Peter  Parley’s  Tales  about  the 
Binomial  Theorem,”  and  the  like.  The  world  will  be  a  dull 
world  some  hundreds  of  years  hence,  when  Fancy  shall  be 
dead,  and  ruthless  Science  (that  has  no  more  bowels  than  a 
steam-engine)  has  killed  her. 

It  is  a  comfort,  meanwhile,  to  come  on  occasions  on  some 
of  the  good  old  stories  and  biographies.  These  books  were 
evidently  written  before  the  useful  had  attained  its  present 
detestable  popularity.  There  is  nothing  useful  here,  that’s 
certain  :  and  a  man  will  be  puzzled  to  extract  a  precise 
moral  out  of  the  “  Adventures  of  Mr.  James  Freeny”;  or 
out  of  the  legends  in  the  “  Hibernian  Tales,”  or  out  of  the 
lamentable  tragedy  of  the  “Battle  of  Auglirim,”  writ  in 
most  doleful  Anglo-Irish  verse.  But  are  we  to  reject  all 
things  that  have  not  a  moral  tacked  to  them  ?  “  Is  there 

any  moral  shut  within  the  bosom  of  the  rose  ?  ”  And  yet, 
as  the  same  noble  poet  sings  (giving  a  smart  slap  to  the 
utility  people  the  while),  “useful  applications  lie  in  art  and 
nature,”  and  every  man  may  find  a  moral  suited  to  his 
mind  in  them ;  or,  if  not  a  moral,  an  occasion  for  moraliz¬ 
ing. 

Honest  Freeny’s  adventures  (let  us  begin  with  history 
and  historic  tragedy,  and  leave  fancy  for  future  considera¬ 
tion),  if  they  have  a  moral,  have  that  dubious  one  which  the 
poet  admits  may  be  elicited  from  a  rose  ;  and  which  every 
man  may  select  according  to  his  mind.  And  surely  this  is 
a  far  better  and  more  comfortable  system  of  moralizing  than 
that  in  the  fable-books,  where  you  are  obliged  to  accept  the 
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story  with  the  inevitable  moral  corollary  that  will  stick 
close  to  it. 

Whereas,  in  Freeny’s  life,  one  man  may  see  the  evil  of 
drinking,  another  the  harm  of  horse-racing,  another  the 
danger  attendant  on  early  marriage,  a  fourth  the  exceeding 
inconvenience  as  well  as  hazard  of  the  heroic  highwayman’s 
life  —  which  a  certain  Ainsworth,  in  company  with  a  certain 
Cruikshank,  has  represented  as  so  poetic  and  brilliant,  so 
prodigal  of  delightful  adventure,  so  adorned  with  cham¬ 
pagne,  gold-lace,  and  brocade. 

And  the  best  part  of  worthy  Freeny’s  tale  is  the  noble 
na'ivetd  and  simplicity  of  the  hero  as  he  recounts  his  own 
adventures,  and  the  utter  unconsciousness  that  he  is  narrat¬ 
ing  anything  wonderful.  It  is  the  way  of  all  great  men, 
who  recite  their  great  actions  modestly,  and  as  if  they  were 
matters  of  course  ;  as  indeed  to  them  they  are.  A  common 
tyro,  having  perpetrated  a  great  deed,  would  be  amazed  and 
flurried  at  his  own  action ;  whereas  I  make  no  doubt  the 
Duke  of  Wellington,  after  a  great  victory,  took  his  tea  and 
went  to  bed  just  as  quietly  as  he  would  after  a  dull  debate 
in  the  House  of  Lords.  And  so  with  Freeny, — his  great 
and  charming  characteristic  is  grave  simplicity :  he  does  his 
work ;  he  knows  his  danger  as  well  as  another ;  but  he  goes 
through  his  fearful  duty  quite  quietly  and  easily,  and  not 
with  the  least  air  of  bravado,  or  the  smallest  notion  that  he 
is  doing  anything  uncommon. 

It  is  related  of  Carter,  the  Lion-King,  that  when  he  was 
a  boy,  and  exceedingly  fond  of  gingerbread-nuts,  a  relation 
gave  him  a  parcel  of  those  delicious  cakes,  which  the  child 
put  in  his  pocket  just  as  he  was  called  on  to  go  into  a  cage 
with  a  very  large  and  roaring  lion.  He  had  to  put  his  head 
into  the  forest-monarch’s  jaws,  and  leave  it  there  for  a  con¬ 
siderable  time,  to  the  delight  of  thousands  :  as  is  even  now 
the  case  ;  and  the  interest  was  so  much  the  greater,  as  the 
child  was  exceedingly  innocent,  rosy-cheeked  and  pretty. 
To  have  seen  that  little  flaxen  head  bitten  off  by  the  lion 
would  have  been  a  far  more  pathetic  spectacle  than  that  of 
the  decapitation  of  some  gray-bearded  old  unromantic  keep¬ 
er,  who  had  served  out  raw  meat  and  stirred  up  the  animals 
with  a  pole  any  time  these  twenty  years  :  and  the  interest 
rose  in  consequence. 

While  the  little  darling’s  head  was  thus  enjawed,  what 
was  the  astonishment  of  everybody  to  see  him  put  his  hand 
into  his  little  pocket,  take  out  a  paper  —  from  the  paper  a 
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gingerbreacl-nut  —  pop  that  gingerbread-nut  into  the  lion’s 
mouth,  then  into  his  own,  and  so  finish  at  least  two-penny¬ 
worth  of  nuts ! 

The  excitement  was  delirious  :  the  ladies,  when  he  came 
out  of  chancery,  were  for  doing  what  the  lion  had  not  done, 
and  eating  him  up  —  with  kisses.  And  the  only  remark 
the  young  hero  made  was,  u  Uncle,  them  nuts  wasn’t  so 
crisp  as  them  I  had  t’other  day.”  He  never  thought  of  the 
danger,  —  he  only  thought  of  the  nuts. 

Thus  it  was  with  Freeny.  It  is  fine  to  mark  his  bravery, 
and  to  see  how  he  cracks  his  simple  philosophic  nuts  in  the 
jaws  of  innumerable  lions.  1 

At  the  commencement  of  the  last  century,  honest  Free- 
ny’s  father  was  house-steward  in  the  family  of  Joseph  Fob- 
bins,  Esq.,  of  Ballyduff ;  and,  marrying  Alice  Phelan,  a 
maid-servant  in  the  same  family,  had  issue  James,  the  cel¬ 
ebrated  Irish  hero.  At  a  proper  age  James  was  put  to 
school ;  but  being  a  nimble,  active  lad,  and  his  father’s  mis¬ 
tress  taking  a  fancy  to  him,  he  was  presently  brought  to 
Ballyduff,  where  she  had  a  private  tutor  to  instruct  him 
during  the  time  which  he  could  spare  from  his  professional 
duty,  which  was  that  of  pantry-boy  in  Mr.  Bobbins’s  estab¬ 
lishment.  At  an  early  age  he  began  to  neglect  his  duty ; 
and  although  his  father,  at  the  excellent  Mrs.  Bobbins’s  sug¬ 
gestion,  corrected  him  very  severely,  the  bent  of  his  genius 
was  not  to  be  warped  by  the  rod,  and  he  attended  “  all  the 
little  country  dances,  diversions,  and  meetings,  and  became 
what  is  called  a  good  dancer ;  his  own  natural  inclinations 
hurrying  him  ”  (as  he  finely  says)  “  into  the  contrary  diver¬ 
sions.” 

He  was  scarce  twenty  years  old  when  he  married  (a 
frightful  proof  of  the  wicked  recklessness  of  his  former 
courses),  and  set  up  in  trade  in  Waterford ;  where,  however, 
matters  went  so  ill  with  him,  that  he  was  speedily  with¬ 
out  money,  and  50Z.  in  debt.  He  had,  he  says,  not  any  way 
of  paying  the  debt,  except  by  selling  his  furniture  or  his 
riding-mare ,  to  both  of  which  measures  he  was  averse :  for 
where  is  the  gentleman  in  Ireland  that  can  do  without  a 
horse  to  ride  ?  Mr.  Freeny  and  his  riding-mare  became 
soon  famous,  insomuch  that  a  thief  in  jail  warned  the 
magistrates  of  Kilkenny  to  beware  of  a  one-eyed  man  with 
a  mare. 

These  unhappy  circumstances  sent  him  on  the  highway 
to  seek  a  maintenance,  and  his  first  exploit  was  to  rob  a 
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gentleman  of  fifty  pounds ;  then  he  attacked  another, 
against  whom  he  “  had  a  secret  disgust,  because  this  gentle¬ 
man  had  prevented  his  former  master  from  giving  him  a 
suit  of  clothes  !  ” 

Urged  by  a  noble  resentment  against  this  gentleman,  Mr. 
Freeny,  in  company  with  a  friend  by  the  name  of  Reddy, 
robbed  the  gentleman’s  house,  taking  therein  70 l.  in  money, 
which  was  honorably  divided  among  the  captors. 

“  We  then,”  continues  Mr.  Freeny,  “  quitted  the  house 
with  the  booty,  and  came  to  Thomastown ;  but  not  know¬ 
ing  how  to  dispose  of  the  plate,  left  it  with  Reddy,  who 
said  he  had  a  friend  from  whom  he  would  get  cash  for  it. 
In  some  time  afterwards  I  asked  him  for  the  dividend  of 
the  cash  he  got  for  the  plate,  but  all  the  satisfaction  he 
gave  me  was,  that  it  was  lost,  which  occasioned  me  to  have 
my  own  opinion  of  him.” 

Mr.  Freeny  then  robbed  Sir  William  Fownes’  servant  of 
147.,  in  such  an  artful  manner  that  everybody  believed  the 
servant  himself  had  secreted  the  money  ;  and  no  doubt  the 
rascal  was  turned  adrift,  and  starved  in  consequence  —  a 
truly  comic  incident,  and  one  that  could  be  used,  so  as  to 
provoke  a  great  deal  of  laughter,  in  an  historical  work  of 
which  our  champion  should  be  the  hero. 

The  next  enterprise  of  importance  is  that  against  the 
house  of  Colonel  Ralliser,  which  Freeny  thus  picturesquely 
describes.  Coming  with  one  of  his  spies  close  up  to  the 
house,  Mr.  Freeny  watched  the  Colonel  lighted  to  bed  by  a 
servant ;  and  thus,  as  he  cleverly  says,  could  judge  “  of  the 
room  the  Colonel  lay  in.” 

“  Some  time  afterwards,”  says  Freeny,  “  I  observed  a 
light  upstairs,  by  which  I  judged  the  servants  were  going 
to  bed,  and  soon  after  observed  that  the  candles  were  all 
quenched,  by  which  I  assured  myself  they  were  all  gone  to 
bed.  I  then  came  back  to  where  the  men  were,  and  ap¬ 
pointed  Bulger,  Motley,  and  Commons  to  go  in  along  with 
me  ;  but  Commons  answered  that  he  never  had  been  in  any 
house  before  where  there  were  arms :  upon  which  I  asked 
the  coward  what  business  he  had  there,  and  swore  I  would 
as  soon  shoot  him  as  look  at  him,  and  at  the  same  time 
cocked  a  pistol  to  his  breast ;  but  the  rest  of  the  men  pre¬ 
vailed  upon  me  to  leave  him  at  the  back  of  the  house,  where 
he  might  run  away  when  he  thought  proper. 

“  I  then  asked  Grace  where  did  he  choose  to  be  posted  : 
he  answered  ‘  that  he  would  go  where  I  pleased  to  order 
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him/  for  which  I  thanked  him.  We  then  immediately  came 
up  to  the  house,  lighted  our  candles,  put  Houlahan  at  the 
back  of  the  house  to  prevent  any  person  from  coming  out 
that  way,  and  placed  Hacket  on  my  mare,  well  armed,  at 
the  front ;  and  I  then  broke  one  of  the  windows  with  a 
sledge,  whereupon  Bulger,  Motley,  Grace,  and  I  got  in ;  up¬ 
on  which  I  ordered  Motley  and  Grace  to  go  upstairs,  and 
Bulger  and  I  would  stay  below,  where  we  thought  the  great¬ 
est  danger  would  be ;  but  I  immediately,  upon  second  con¬ 
sideration,  for  fear  Motley  or  Grace  should  be  daunted,  de¬ 
sired  Bulger  to  go  up  with  them,  and  when  he  had  fixed 
matters  above,  to  come  down,  as  I  judged  the  Colonel  lay 
below.  I  then  went  to  the  room  where  the  Colonel  was, 
and  burst  open  the  door;  upon  which  he  said,  ‘Odds- 
wounds  !  who’s  there  ?  ’  to  which  I  answered,  1  A  friend, 
sir’;  upon  which  he  said,  ‘You  lie!  by  G-d,  you  are  no 
friend  of  mine  !  ’  I  then  said  that  I  was,  and  his  relation 
also,  and  that  if  he  viewed  me  close  he  would  know  me,  and 
begged  of  him  not  to  be  angry  :  upon  which  I  immediately 
seized  a  bullet-gun  and  case  of  pistols,  which  I  observed 
hanging  up  in  his  room.  I  then  quitted  his  room,  and 
walked  round  the  lower  part  of  the  house,  thinking  to  meet 
some  of  the  servants,  idiom  I  thought  would  strive  to  make 
their  escape  from  the  men  who  were  above,  and  meeting 
none  of  them,  I  immediately  returned  to  the  Colonel’s  room ; 
where  I  no  sooner  entered  than  he  desired  me  to  go  out  for 
a  villain,  and  asked  why  I  bred  such  disturbance  in  his 
house  at  that  time  of  night.  At  the  same  time  I  snatched 
his  breeches  from  under  his  head,  wherein  I  got  a  small 
purse  of  gold,  and  said  that  abuse  was  not  fit  treatment  for 
me  who  was  his  relation,  and  that  it  would  hinder  me  of 
calling  to  see  him  again.  I  then  demanded  the  key  of  his 
desk  which  stood  in  his  room  ;  he  answered  he  had  no  key  ; 
upon  which  I  said  I  had  a  very  good  key  ;  at  the  same  time 
giving  it  a  stroke  with  the  sledge,  which  burst  it  open, 
wherein  I  got  a  purse  of  ninety  guineas,  a  four-pound  piece, 
two  moidores,  some  small  gold,  and  a  large  glove  with 
twentv-eight  guineas  in  silver. 

u  By  this  time  Bulger  and  Motley  came  down  stairs  to 
me,  after  rifling  the  house  above.  We  then  observed  a  closet 
inside  his  room,  which  we  soon  entered,  and  got  therein  a 
basket  wherein  there  was  plate  to  the  value  of  three  hun« 
dred  pounds.” 

And  so  they  took  leave  of  Colonel  Palisser,  and  rode 
away  with  their  earnings. 
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The  story,  as  here  narrated,  has  that  simplicity  which  is 
beyond  the  reach  of  all  except  the  very  highest  art ;  and  it 
is  not  high  art  certainly  which  Mr.  Freeny  can  be  said  to 
possess,  but  a  noble  nature  rather,  which  leads  him  thus 
grandly  to  describe  scenes  wherein  he  acted  a  great  part. 
With  what  a  gallant  determination  does  he  inform  the  cow¬ 
ard  Commons  that  he  would  shoot  him  “  as  soon  as  look  at 
him”;  and  how  dreadful  he  must  have  looked  (with  his 
one  eye)  as  he  uttered  that  sentiment !  But  he  left  him, 
he  says  with  a  grim  humor,  at  the  back  of  the  house,  “  where 
he  might  run  away  when  he  thought  proper/’  The  Duke 
of  Wellington  must  have  read  Mr.  Freeny ’s  history  in  his 
youth  (his  Grace’s  birthplace  is  not  far  from  the  scene  of 
the  other  gallant  Irishman’s  exploit),  for  the  Duke  acted  in 
precisely  a  similar  way  by  a  Belgian  Colonel  at  Waterloo. 

It  must  be  painful  to  great  and  successful  commanders  to 
think  how  their  gallant  comrades  and  lieutenants,  partners 
of  their  toil,  their  feelings,  and  their  fame,  are  separated 
from  them  by  time,  by  death,  by  estrangement  —  nay, 
sometimes  by  treason.  Commons  is  off,  disappearing  noise¬ 
less  into  the  deep  night,  whilst  his  comrades  perform  the 
work  of  danger ;  and  Bulger  —  Bulger,  who  in  the  above 
scene  acts  so  gallant  a  part,  and  in  whom  Mr.  Freeny 
places  so  much  confidence  —  actually  went  away  to  Eng¬ 
land,  carrying  off  “  some  plate,  some  shirts,  a  gold  watch, 
and  a  diamond  ring  ”  of  the  Captain’s ;  and,  though  he  re¬ 
turned  to  his  native  country,  the  valuables  did  not  return 
with  him,  on  which  the  Captain  swore  he  would  blow  his 
brains  out.  As  for  poor  Grace,  he  was  hanged,  much  to  his 
leader’s  sorrow,  who  says  of  him  that  he  was  “the  faithful- 
lest  of  his  spies.”  Motley  was  sent  to  Naas  jail  for  the 
very  robbery :  and  though  Captain  Freeny  does  not  men¬ 
tion  his  ultimate  fate,  ’tis  probable  he  was  hanged  too.  In¬ 
deed,  the  warrior’s  life  is  a  hard  one,  and  over  misfortunes 
like  these  the  feeling  heart  cannot  but  sigh. 

But,  putting  out  of  the  question  the  conduct  and  fate  of 
the  Captain’s  associates,  let  us  look  to  his  own  behavior  as 
a  leader.  It  is  impossible  not  to  admire  his  serenity,  his 
dexterity,  that  dashing  impetuosity  in  the  moment  of  action 
and  that  aquiline  coup-cToeil  which  belong  to  but  few  gener¬ 
als.  He  it  is  who  leads  the  assault,  smashing  in  the  win¬ 
dow  with  a  sledge ;  he  bursts  open  the  Colonel’s  door,  who 
says  (naturally  enough),  “  Odds-wounds  !  who’s  there  ?  ” 
“  A  friend,  sir,”  says  Freeny.  “You  lie  !  by  G-d,  you  are 
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no  friend  of  mine!”  roars  the  military  blasphemer.  “I 
then  said  that  I  was,  a7id  his  relation  also ,  and  that  if  he 
viewed  me  close  he  would  know  me,  and  begged  of  him  not 
to  be  angry :  upon  which  I  immediately  seized  a  brace  of 
pistols  which  I  observed  hanging  up  in  his  room.”  That  is 
something  like  presence  of  mind :  none  of  your  brutal 
braggadocio  work,  but  neat,  wary  —  nay,  sportive  bearing 
in  the  face  of  danger.  And  again,  on  the  second  visit  to 
the  Colonel’s  room,  when  the  latter  bids  him  “  go  out  for  a 
villain,  and  not  breed  a  disturbance,”  what  reply  makes 
Freeny?  u  At  the  same  time  I  snatched  his  breeches  from 
under  his  head.”  A  common  man  would  never  have  thought 
of  looking  for  them  in  such  a  place  at  all.  The  difficulty 
about  the  key  he  resolves  in  quite  an  Alexandrian  manner ; 
and  from  the  specimen  we  already  have  had  of  the  Colonel’s 
style  of  speaking,  we  may  fancy  how  ferociously  he  lay  in 
bed  and  swore,  after  Captain  Freeny  and  his  friends  had 
disappeared  with  the  ninety  guineas,  the  moidores,  the  four- 
pound  piece,  and  the  glove  with  twenty-eight  guineas  in 
silver. 

As  for  the  plate,  he  hid  it  in  a  wood  :  and  then,  being  out 
of  danger,  he  sat  down  and  paid  everybody  his  deserts.  By 
the  way,  what  a  strange  difference  of  opinion  is  there  about 
a  man’s  deserts  !  Here  sits  Captain  Freeny  with  a  company 
of  gentlemen,  and  awards  them  a  handsome  sum  of  money 
for  an  action  which  other  people  would  have  remunerated 
with  a  halter.  Which  are  right  ?  perhaps  both :  but  at  any 
rate  it  will  be  admitted  that  the  Captain  takes  the  humane 
view  of  the  question. 

The  greatest  enemy  Captain  Freeny  had  was  Counsellor 
Bobbins,  a  son  of  his  old  patron,  and  one  of  the  most  de¬ 
termined  thief-pursuers  the  country  ever  knew.  But 
though  he  was  untiring  in  his  efforts  to  capture  (and  of 
course  to  hang)  Mr.  Freeny,  and  though  the  latter  was 
strongly  urged  by  his  friends  to  blow  the  Counsellor’s 
brains  out :  yet,  to  his  immortal  honor  it  is  said,  he  refused 
that  temptation,  agreeable  as  it  was,  declaring  that  he  had 
eaten  too  much  of  that  family’s  bread  ever  to  take  the  life 
of  one  of  them,  and  being  besides  quite  aware  that  the 
Counsellor  was  only  acting  against  him  in  a  public  capacity. 
He  respected  him,  in  fact,  like  an  honorable  though  terrible 
adversary. 

How  deep  a  stratagem  inventor  the  Counsellor  was  may  be 
gathered  from  the  following  narration  of  one  of  his  plans :  — 
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“  Counsellor  Robbins  finding  bis  brother  had  not  got  in¬ 
telligence  that  was  sufficient  to  carry  any  reasonable  foun¬ 
dation  for  apprehending  us,  walked  out  as  if  merely  for  ex¬ 
ercise,  till  he  met  with  a  person  whom  he  thought  he  could 
confide  in,  and  desired  the  person  to  meet  him  at  a  private 
place  appointed  for  that  purpose,  which  they  did ;  and  he 
told  that  person  he  had  a  very  good  opinion  of  him,  from 
the  character  received  from  his  father  of  him,  and  from  his 
own  knowledge  of  him,  and  hoped  that  the  person  would 
then  show  him  that  such  opinion  was  not  ill  founded.  The 
person  assuring  the  Counsellor  he  would  do  all  in  his  power 
to  serve  and  oblige  him,  the  Counsellor  told  him  how  greatly 
he  was  concerned  to  hear  the  scandalous  character  that  part 
of  the  country  (which  had  formerly  been  an  honest  one) 
had  lately  fallen  into ;  that  it  was  said  that  a  gang  of  rob¬ 
bers  who  disturbed  the  country  lived  thereabouts.  The 
person  told  him  he  was  afraid  what  he  said  was  too  true ; 
and,  on  being  asked  whom  he  suspected,  he  named  the  same 
four  persons  Mr.  Robbins  had,  but  said  he  dare  not,  for  fear 
of  being  murdered,  be  too  inquisitive,  and  therefore  could 
not  say  anything  material.  The  Counsellor  asked  him  if 
he  knew  where  there  was  any  private  ale  to  be  sold ;  and 
he  said  Moll  Burke,  who  lived  near  the  end  of  Mr.  Robbins’s 
avenue,  had  a  barrel  or  half  a  barrel.  The  Counsellor  then 
gave  the  person  a  moidore,  and  desired  him  to  go  to  Thom- 
astown  and  buy  two  or  three  gallons  of  whiskey,  and  bring 
it  to  Moll  Burke’s,  and  invite  as  many  as  he  suspected  to 
be  either  principals  or  accessories  to  take  a  drink,  and  make 
them  drink  very  heartily,  and  when  he  found  they  were 
fuddled,  and  not  sooner,  to  tell  some  of  the  hastiest  that 
some  other  had  said  some  bad  things  of  them,  so  as  to  pro¬ 
voke  them  to  abuse  and  quarrel  with  each  other ;  and  then, 
probably  in  their  liquor  and  passion,  they  might  make  some 
discoveries  of  each  other,  as  may  enable  the  Counsellor  to 
get  some  one  of  the  gang  to  discover  and  accuse  the  rest. 

“  The  person  accordingly  got  the  whiskey  and  invited  a 
good  many  to  drink ;  but  the  Counsellor  being  then  at  his 
brother’s,  a  few  only  went  to  Moll  Burke’s,  the  rest  being 
afraid  to  venture  while  the  Counsellor  was  in  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  :  among  those  who  met  there  was  one  Moll  Brophy,  the 
wife  of  Mr.  Robbins’s  smith,  and  one  Edmund  or  Edward 
Stapleton,  otherwise  Gaul,  who  lived  thereabouts  ;  and  when 
they  had  drank  plentifully,  the  Counsellor’s  spy  told  Moll 
Brophy  that  Gaul  had  said  she  had  gone  astray  with  some 
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persons  or  other ;  she  then  abused  Gaul,  and  told  him  he 
was  one  of  Freeny’s  accomplices,  for  that  he,  Gaul,  had  told 
her  he  had  seen  Colonel  Palliser’s  watch  with  Freeny,  and 
that  Freeny  had  told  him,  Gaul,  that  John  Welsh  and  the 
two  Graces  had  been  with  him  at  the  robbery. 

“  The  company  on  their  quarrel  broke  up,  and  the  next 
morning  the  spy  met  the  Counsellor  at  the  place  appointed, 
at  a  distance  from  Mr.  Robbins’s  house,  to  prevent  suspicion, 
and  there  told  the  Counsellor  what  intelligence  he  had  got. 
The  Counsellor,  not  being  then  a  justice  of  the  peace,  got 
his  brother  to  send  for  Moll  Bropliy  to  be  examined ;  but 
when  she  came,  she  refused  to  be  sworn  or  to  give  any  evi¬ 
dence,  and  thereupon  the  Counsellor  had  her  tied  and  put 
on  a  car,  in  order  to  be  carried  to  jail  on  a  mittimus  from 
Mr.  Robbins,  for  refusing  to  give  evidence  on  behalf  of  the 
Crown.  When  she  found  she  would  really  be  sent  to  jail, 
she  submitted  to  be  sworn,  and  the  Counsellor  drew  from 
her  what  she  had  said  the  night  before,  and  something 
further,  and  desired  her  not  to  tell  anybody  what  she  had 
sworn.” 

But  if  the  Counsellor  was  acute,  were  there  not  others  as 
clever  as  he  ?  For  when,  in  consequence  of  the  information 
of  Mrs.  Brophy,  some  gentlemen  who  had  been  engaged  in 
the  burglarious  enterprises  in  which  Mr.  Freeny  obtained 
so  much  honor  were  seized  and  tried,  Freeny  came  forward 
with  the  best  of  arguments  in  their  favor.  Indeed,  it  is  fine 
to  see  these  two  great  spirits  matched  one  against  the  other, 
—  the  Counsellor,  with  all  the  regular  force  of  the  country 
to  back  him,  —  the  Highway  General,  with  but  the  wild 
resources  of  his  gallant  genius,  and  with  cunning  and  bravery 
for  his  chief  allies. 

“I  lay  by  for  a  considerable  time  after,  and  concluded 
within  myself  to  do  no  more  mischief  till  after  the  assizes, 
when  I  would  hear  how  it  went  with  the  men  who  were 
then  in  confinement.  Some  time  before  the  assizes  Coun¬ 
sellor  Robbins  came  to  Ballyduff,  and  told  his  brother  that 
he  believed  Anderson  and  Welsh  were  guilty,  and  also  said 
he  would  endeavor  to  have  them  both  hanged  :  of  which  I 
was  informed. 

“  Soon  after,  I  went  to  the  house  of  one  George  Roberts, 
who  asked  me  if  I  had  any  regard  for  those  fellows  who 
were  then  confined  (meaning  Anderson  and  Welsh).  I  told 
him  I  had  a  regard  for  one  of  them  :  upon  which  he  said  he 
had  a  friend  who  was  a  man  of  power  and  interest,  — that 
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ae  would  save  either  of  them,  provided  I  would  give  him 
five  guineas.  I  told  him  I  would  give  him  ten  and  the  first 
gold  watch  I  could  get ;  whereupon  he  said  that  it  was  of 
no  use  to  speak  to  his  friend  without  the  money  or  value, 
for  that  he  was  a  mercenary  man :  on  which  I  told  Eoberts 
I  had  not  so  much  money  at  that  time,  but  that  I  would 
give  him  my  watch  as  a  pledge  to  give  his  friend.  I  then 
gave  him  my  watch,  and  desired  him  to  engage  that  I  would 
pay  the  money  which  I  promised  to  pay,  or  give  value  for 
it  in  plate,  in  two  or  three  nights  after ;  upon  which  he 
engaged  that  his  friend  would  act  the  needful.  Then  we 
appointed  a  night  to  meet,  and  we  accordingly  met ;  and 
Eoberts  told  me  that  his  friend  agreed  to  save  Anderson  and 
Welsh  from  the  gallows  ;  whereupon  I  gave  him  a  plate 
tankard,  value  107,  a  large  ladle,  value  47,  with  some  table¬ 
spoons.  The  assizes  of  Kilkenny,  in  spring,  1748,  coming 
on  soon  after,  Counsellor  Eobbins  had  Welsh  transmitted 
from  Naas  to  Kilkenny,  in  order  to  give  evidence  against 
Anderson  and  Welsh  ;  and  they  were  tried  for  Mrs.  Moun- 
ford’s  robbery,  on  the  evidence  of  John  Welsh  and  others. 
The  physic  working  well,  six  of  the  jury  were  for  finding 
them  guilty,  and  six  more  for  acquitting  them  ;  and  the 
other  six  finding  them  peremptory,  and  that  they  were 
resolved  to  starve  the  others  into  compliance,  as  they  say 
they  may  do  by  law,  were  for  their  own  sakes  obliged  to 
comply  with  them,  and  they  were  acquitted.  On  which 
Counsellor  Eobbins  began  to  smoke  the  affair,  and  suspect 
the  operation  of  gold  dust,  which  was  well  applied  for  my 
comrades,  and  thereupon  left  the  court  in  a  rage,  and  swore 
he  would  forever  quit  the  country,  since  he  found  people 
were  not  satisfied  with  protecting  and  saving  the  rogues 
they  had  under  themselves,  but  must  also  show  that  they 
could  and  would  oblige  others  to  have  rogues  under  them 
whether  they  would  or  no.” 

Here  Counsellor  Eobbins  certainly  loses  that  greatness 
which  has  distinguished  him  in  his  former  attack  on  Freeny ; 
the  Counsellor  is  defeated  and  loses  his  temper.  Like  Napo¬ 
leon,  he  is  unequal  to  reverses :  in  adverse  fortune  his  pres¬ 
ence  of  mind  deserts  him. 

But  what  call  had  he  to  be  in  a  passion  at  all  ?  It  may 
be  very  well  for  a  man  to  be  in  a  rage  because  he  is  disap¬ 
pointed  of  his  prey  :  so  is  the  hawk,  when  the  dove  escapes, 
in  a  rage ;  but  let  us  reflect  that,  had  Counsellor  Eobbins 
had  his  will,  two  honest  fellows  would  have  been  hanged ; 
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and  so  let  us  be  heartily  thankful  that  he  was  disappointed, 
and  that  these  men  were  acquitted  by  a  jury  of  their  coun¬ 
trymen.  What  right  had  the  Counsellor,  forsooth,  to  inter¬ 
fere  with  their  verdict  ?  Not  against  Irish  juries  at  least 
does  the  old  satire  apply,  “And  culprits  hang  that  jurymen 
may  dine.”  At  Kilkenny,  on  the  contrary,  the  jurymen 
starve  in  order  that  the  culprits  might  be  saved  —  a  noble 
and  humane  act  of  self-denial. 

In  another  case,  stern  justice,  and  the  law  of  self-preser¬ 
vation,  compelled  Mr.  Freeny  to  take  a  very  different 
course  with  respect  to  one  of  his  ex-associates.  In  the  for¬ 
mer  instance  we  have  seen  him  pawning  his  watch,  giving 
up  tankard,  tablespoons  —  all,  for  his  suffering  friends ; 
here  we  have  his  method  of  dealing  with  traitors. 

One  of  his  friends,  by  the  name  of  Dooling,  was  taken 
prisoner,  and  condemned  to  be  hanged,  which  gave  Mr. 
Freeny,  he  says,  “  a  great  shock  ”  ;  but  presently  this  Doo- 
ling’s  fears  were  worked  upon  by  some  traitors  within  the 
jail,  and  — 

“  He  then  consented  to  discover ;  but  I  had  a  friend  in 
jail  at  the  same  time,  one  Patrick  Healy,  who  daily  insin¬ 
uated  to  him  that  it  was  of  no  use  or  advantage  to  him  to 
discover  anything,  as  he  received  sentence  of  death :  and 
that,  after  he  had  made  a  discovery,  they  would  leave  him 
as  he  was,  without  troubling  themselves  about  a  reprieve. 
But  notwithstanding,  he  told  the  gentlemen  that  there  was 
a  man  blind  of  an  eye  who  had  a  bay-mare,  that  lived  at  the 
other  side  of  Thomastown  bridge,  idiom  he  assured  them 
would  be  very  troublesome  in  that  neighborhood  after  his 
death.  When  Healy  discovered  what  he  told  the  gentle¬ 
men,  he  one  night  took  an  opportunity  and  made  Dooling 
fuddled,  and  prevailed  upon  him  to  take  his  oath  he  never 
would  give  the  least  hint  about  me  any  more.  He  also  told 
him  the  penalty  that  attended  infringing  upon  his  oath  — 
but  more  especially  as  he  was  at  that  time  near  his  end  — 
which  had  the  desired  effect ;  for  he  never  mentioned  my 
name,  nor  even  anything  relative  to  me,”  and  so  went  out 
of  the  world  repenting  his  meditated  treason. 

What  further  exploits  Mr.  Freeny  performed  may  be 
learned  by  the  curious  in  his  history  :  they  are  all,  it  need 
scarcely  be  said,  of  a  similar  nature  to  that  noble  action 
which  has  already  been  described.  His  escapes  from  his 
enemies  were  marvellous  ;  his  courage  in  facing  them  equally 
great.  He  is  attacked  by  whole  “  armies,”  through  which 
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he  makes  his  way ;  wounded,  he  lies  in  the  woods  for  days 
together  with  three  bullets  in  his  leg,  and  in  this  condition 
manages  to  escape  several  “  armies  ”  that  have  been  marched 
against  him.  He  is  supposed  to  be  dead,  or  travelling  on 
the  continent,  and  suddenly  makes  his  appearance  in  his 
old  haunts,  advertising  his  arrival  by  robbing  ten  men  on 
the  highway  in  a  single  day.  And  so  terrible  is  his  cour¬ 
age,  or  so  popular  his  manners,  that  he  describes  scores  of 
laborers  looking  on  while  his  exploits  were  performed,  and 
not  affording  the  least  aid  to  the  roadside  traveller  whom 
he  vanquished. 

But  numbers  always  prevail  in  the  end :  what  could 
Leonidas  himself  do  against  an  army  ?  The  gallant  band 
of  brothers  led  by  Freeny  were  so  pursued  by  the  indefati¬ 
gable  Bobbins  and  his  myrmidons,  that  there  was  no  hope 
left  for  them,  and  the  Captain  saw  that  he  must  succumb. 

He  reasoned,  however,  with  himself  (with  his  usual  keen 
logic),  and  said:  “My  men  must  fall, — the  world  is  too 
strong  for  us,  and,  to-day,  or  to-morrow,  —  it  matters  scarce¬ 
ly  when,  —  they  must  yield.  They  will  be  hanged  for  a 
certainty,  and  thus  will  disappear  the  noblest  company  of 
knights  the  world  has  ever  seen. 

“But  as  they  will  certainly  be  hanged,  and  no  power  of 
mine  can  save  them,  is  it  necessary  that  I  should  follow 
them  too  to  the  tree  ?  and  will  James  Bulger’s  fate  be  a 
whit  more  agreeable  to  him,  because  James  Freeny  dangles 
at  his  side  ?  To  suppose  so,  would  be  to  admit  that  he  was 
actuated  by  a  savage  feeling  of  revenge,  which  I  knoAV  be¬ 
longs  not  to  his  generous  nature.” 

In  a  word,  Mr.  Freeny  resolved  to  turn  king’s  evidence ; 
for  though  he  swore  (in  a  communication  with  the  implac¬ 
able  Bobbins)  that  he  would  rather  die  than  betray  Bulger, 
yet  when  the  Counsellor  stated  that  he  must  then  die, 
Freeny  says,  “  I  promised  to  submit,  and  understood  that 
Bulger  should  be  set.” 

Accordingly  some  days  afterwards  (although  the  Captain 
carefully  avoids  mentioning  that  he  had  met  his  friend  with 
any  such  intentions  as  those  indicated  in  the  last  para¬ 
graph)  he  and  Mr.  Bulger  came  together :  and,  strangely 
enough,  it  was  agreed  that  the  one  was  to  sleep  while  the 
other  kept  watch ;  and,  while  thus  employed,  the  enemy 
came  upon  them.  But  let  Freeny  describe  for  himself  the 
last  passages  of  his  history  :  — 

“We  then  went  to  Welsh’s  house,  with  a  view  not  to 
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make  any  delay  there  ;  but,  taking  a  glass  extraordinary 
after  supper,  Bulger  fell  asleep.  Welsh,  in  the  mean  time, 
told  me  his  house  was  the  safest  place  I  could  get  in  that 
neighborhood,  and  while  I  remained  there  I  would  be  very 
safe,  provided  that  no  person  knew  of  my  coming  there  (I 
had  not  acquainted  him  that  Breen  knew  of  my  coming 
that  way).  I  told  Welsh  that,  as  Bulger  was  asleep,  1 
would  not  go  to  bed  till  morning:  upon  which  Welsh  and  I 
stayed  up  all  night,  and  in  the  morning  Welsh  said  that  he 
and  his  wife  had  a  call  to  Callen,  it  being  market-day. 
About  nine  o’clock  I  went  and  awoke  Bulger,  desiring  him 
to  get  up  and  guard  me  whilst  I  slept,  as  I  guarded  him  all 
night ;  he  said  he  would,  and  then  I  went  to  bed,  charging 
him  to  watch  close,  for  fear  we  should  be  surprised.  I  put 
my  blunderbuss  and  two  cases  of  pistols  under  my  head, 
and  soon  fell  fast  asleep.  In  two  hours  after  the  servant- 
girl  of  the  house,  seeing  an  enemy  coming  into  the  yard, 
ran  up  to  the  room  where  we  were,  and  said  that  there 
were  an  hundred  men  coming  into  the  yard  ;  upon  which 
Bulger  immediately  aAvoke  me,  and,  taking  up  my  blunder¬ 
buss,  he  fired  a  shot  towards  the  door,  which  wounded  Mr. 
Burgess,  one  of  the  sheriffs  of  Kilkenny,  of  which  wound 
he  died.  They  concluded  to  set  the  house  on  fire  about  us, 
which  they  accordingly  did  ;  upon  which  I  took  my  fusee 
in  one  hand,  and  a  pistol  in  the  other,  and  Bulger  did  the 
like,  and  as  we  came  out  of  the  door,  we  fired  on  both  sides, 
imagining  it  to  be  the  best  method  of  dispersing  the  enemy, 
who  were  on  both  sides  of  the  door.  We  got  through  them, 
but  they  fired  after  us,  and  as  Bulger  was  leaping  over  a 
ditch  he  received  a  shot  in  the  small  of  the  leg,  which  ren¬ 
dered  him  incapable  of  running  ;  but,  getting  into  a  field, 
where  I  had  the  ditch  between  me  and  the  enemy,  I  still 
walked  slowly  with  Bulger,  till  I  thought  the  enemy  were 
within  shot  of  the  ditch,  and  then  wheeled  back  to  the 
ditch  and  presented  my  fusee  at  them.  They  all  drew 
back  and  went  for  their  horses  to  ride  round,  as  the  field 
was  wide  and  open,  and  without  cover  except  the  ditch. 
When  I  discovered  their  intention  I  stood  in  the  middle  of 
the  field,  and  one  of  the  gentlemen’s  servants  (there  were 
fourteen  in  number)  rode  foremost  towards  me ;  upon 
which  I  told  the  son  of  a  coward  I  believed  he  had  no  more 
than  five  pounds  a  year  from  his  master,  and  that  I  would 
put  him  in  such  a  condition  that  his  master  would  not 
maintain  him  afterwards.  To  which  he  answered  that  he 
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had  no  view  of  doing  us  any  harm,  but  that  he  was  com¬ 
manded  by  his  master  to  ride  so  near  us  ;  and  then  immedi¬ 
ately  rode  back  to  the  enemy,  who  were  coming  towards 
him.  They  rode  almost  within  shot  of  us,  and  I  observed 
they  intended  to  surround  us  in  the  field,  and  prevent  me 
from  having  any  recourse  to  the  ditch  again.  Bulger  was 
at  this  time  so  bad  with  the  wound,  that  he  could  not  go 
one  step  without  leaning  on  my  shoulder.  At  length,  see¬ 
ing  the  enemy  coming  within  shot  of  me,  I  laid  down  my 
fusee  and  stripped  off  my  coat  and  waistcoat,  and  running 
towards  them,  cried  out,  ‘You  sons  of  cowards,  come  on, 
and  I  will  blow  your  brains  out !  ’  On  which  they  returned 
back,  and  then  I  walked  easy  to  the  place  where  I  left  my 
clothes,  and  put  them  on,  and  Bulger  and  I  walked  leisure¬ 
ly  some  distance  further.  The  enemy  came  a  second  time, 
and  I  occasioned  them  to  draw  back  as  before,  and  then  we 
walked  to  Lord  Dys art’s  deer-park  wall.  I  got  up  the  wall 
and  helped  Bulger  up.  The  enemy,  who  still  pursued  us, 
though  not  within  shot,  seeing  us  on  the  wall,  one  of  them 
fired  a  random  shot  at  us  to  no  purpose.  We  got  safe  over 
the  wall,  and  went  from  thence  into  my  Lord  Dysart’s  wood, 
where  Bulger  said  he  would  remain,  thinking  it  a  safe 
place  ;  but  I  told  him  he  would  be  safer  anywhere  else,  for 
the  army  of  Kilkenny  and  Callen  would  be  soon  about  the 
wood,  and  that  he  would  be  taken  if  he  stayed  there.  Be¬ 
sides,  as  I  was  very  averse  to  betraying  him  at  all,  I  could 
not  bear  the  thoughts  of  his  being  taken  in  my  company  by 
any  party  but  Lord  Carrick’s.  I  then  brought  him  about 
half  a  mile  beyond  the  wood,  and  left  him  there  in  a  brake 
of  briars,  and  looking  towards  the  wood  I  saw  it  surrounded 
by  the  army.  There  was  a  cabin  near  that  place  where  I 
fixed  Bulger :  he  said  he  would  go  to  it  at  night,  and  he 
would  send  for  some  of  his  friends  to  take  care  of  him.  It 
was  then  almost  two  o’clock,  and  we  were  four  hours  going 
to  that  place,  which  was  about  two  miles  from  Welsh’s 
house.  Imagining  that  there  were  spies  fixed  on  all  the 
fords  and  by-roads  between  that  place  and  the  mountain,  I 
went  towards  the  bounds  of  the  county  Tipperary,  where  I 
arrived  about  nightfall,  and  going  to  a  cabin,  I  asked 
whether  there  was  any  drink  sold  near  that  place  ?  The 
man  of  the  house  said  there  was  not ;  and  as  I  was  very 
much  fatigued,  I  sat  down,  and  there  refreshed  myself  with 
what  the  cabin  afforded.  I  then  begged  of  the  man  to  sell 
me  a  pair  of  his  brogues  and  stockings,  as  I  was  then  bare- 
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footed,  which  he  accordingly  did.  I  quitted  the  house, 
went  through  Kinsheenah  and  Poulacoppal,  and,  having  so 
many  thorns  in  my  feet,  I  was  obliged  to  go  barefooted, 
and  went  to  Sleedelagh,  and  through  the  mountains,  till  I 
came  within  four  miles  of  Waterford,  and  going  into  a  cabin 
the  man  of  the  house  took  eighteen  thorns  out  of  the  soles 
of  my  feet,  and  I  remained  in  and  about  that  place  for  some 
time  after. 

“In  the  meantime  a  friend  of  mine  was  told  that  it  was 
impossible  for  me  to  escape  death,  for  Bulger  had  turned 
against  me,  and  that  his  friends  and  Stack  were  resolved 
upon  my  life ;  but  the  person  who  told  my  friend  so,  also 
said  that  if  my  friend  would  set  Bulger  and  Breen,  I  might 
get  a  pardon  through  the  Earl  of  Carrick’s  means  and 
Counsellor  Robbins’s  interest.  My  friend  said  that  he 
was  sure  I  would  not  consent  to  such  a  thing ,  but  the  best 
way  ivas  to  do  it  unknown  to  me ;  and  my  friend  accord¬ 
ingly  set  Bulger,  who  was  taken  by  the  Earl  of  Carrick  and 
his  party,  and  Mr.  Eitzgerald,  and  six  of  Counsellor 
Robbins’s  soldiers,  and  committed  to  Kilkenny  jail.  He 
was  three  days  in  jail  before  I  heard  he  was  taken,  being 
at  that  time  twenty  miles  distant  from  the  neighborhood; 
nor  did  I  hear  from  him  or  see  him  since  I  left  him  near 
Lord  Dysart’s  wood,  till  a  friend  came  and  told  me  it  was 
to  preserve  my  life  and  to  fulfil  my  articles  that  Bulger 
was  taken.” 

•  •  •  •  • 

“  Binding  I  was  suspected,  I  withdrew  to  a  neighboring 
wood  and  concealed  myself  there  till  night,  and  then  went 
to  Ballyduff  to  Mr.  Fitzgerald  and  surrendered  myself  to 
him,  till  I  could  write  to  my  Lord  Carrick;  which  I  did 
immediately,  and  gave  him  an  account  of  what  I  escaped, 
or  that  I  woidd  have  gone  to  Ballylynch  and  surrendered 
myself  there  to  him,  and  begged  his  lordship  to  send  a 
guard  for  me  to  conduct  me  to  his  house — which  he  did, 
and  I  remained  there  for  a  few  days. 

“He  then  sent  me  to  Kilkenny  jail ;  and  at  the  summer 
assizes  following,  James  Bulger,  Patrick  Hacket  otherwise 
Bristeen,  Martin  Millea,  John  Stack,  Felix  Donelly,  Ed¬ 
mund  Kenny,  and  James  Larrasy  were  tried,  convicted,  and 
executed ;  and  at  spring  assizes  following,  George  Roberts 
was  tried  for  receiving  Colonel  Palliser’s  gold  watch  know¬ 
ing  it  to  be  stolen,  but  was  acquitted  on  account  of  excep¬ 
tions  taken  to  my  pardon,  which  prevented  my  giving 
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evidence.  At  the  following  assizes,  when  I  had  got  a 
new  pardon,  Roberts  was  again  tried  for  receiving  the 
tankard,  ladle,  and  silver  spoons  from  me  knowing  them 
to  be  stolen,  and  was  convicted  and  executed.  At  the 
same  assizes,  John  Reddy,  my  instructor,  and  Martin 
Millea,  were  also  tried,  convicted,  and  executed.” 

And  so  they  were  all  hanged:  James  Bulger,  Patrick 
Hacket  or  Bristeen,  Martin  Millea,  John  Stack  and  Felix 
Donelly,  and  Edmund  Kenny  and  James  Larrasy,  with 
Roberts  who  received  the  Colonel’s  watch,  the  tankard, 
ladle,  and  the  silver  spoons,  were  all  convicted  and  exe¬ 
cuted.  Their  names  drop  naturally  into  blank  verse.  It 
is  hard  upon  poor  George  Roberts  too :  for  the  watch  he 
received  was  no  doubt  in  the  very  inexpressibles  which  the 
Captain  himself  took  from  the  Colonel’s  head. 

As  for  the  Captain  himself,  he  says  that,  on  going  out 
of  jail,  Counsellor  Robbins  and  Lord  Garrick  proposed  a 
subscription  for  him  —  in  which,  strangely,  the  gentlemen 
of  the  county  would  not  join,  and  so  that  scheme  came  to 
nothing ;  and  so  he  published  his  memoirs  in  order  to  get 
himself  a  little  money.  Many  a  man  has  taken  up  the  pen 
under  similar  circumstances  of  necessity. 

But  what  became  of  Captain  Freeny  afterwards  does  not 
appear.  Was  he  an  honest  man  ever  after?  Was  he 
hanged  for  subsequent  misdemeanors  ?  It  matters  little  to 
him  now ;  though,  perhaps,  one  cannot  help  feeling  a  little 
wish  that  the  latter  fate  may  have  befallen  him. 

Whatever  his  death  was,  however,  the  history  of  his  life 
has  been  one  of  the  most  popular  books  ever  known  in  this 
country.  It  formed  the  class-book  in  those  rustic  universi¬ 
ties  which  are  now  rapidly  disappearing  from  among  the 
hedges  of  Ireland.  And  lest  any  English  reader  should,  on 
account  of  its  lowness,  quarrel  with  the  introduction  here 
of  this  strange  picture  of  wild  courage  and  daring,  let  him 
be  reconciled  by  the  moral  at  the  end,  which,  in  the  persons 
of  Bulger  and  the  rest,  hangs  at  the  beam  before  Kilkenny 
jail. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


MORE  RAIN  IN  GALWAY - A  WALK  THERE - AND  THE 

SECOND  GALWAY  NIGHT’S  ENTERTAINMENT. 


Seven  for  the  female  sex 


EVEN  hills  has  Rome,  seven 
mouths  has  Nilus’  stream, 

Around  the  Pole  seven  burning 
planets  gleam. 

Twice  equal  these  is  Galway, 
Connaught’s  Rome: 

Twice  seven  illustrious  tribes 
here  find  their  home.* 

Twice  seven  fair  towers  the  city’s 
ramparts  guard  : 

Each  house  within  is  built  of 
marble  hard. 

With  lofty  turret  flanked,  twice 
seven  the  gates, 

Through  twice  seven  bridges  wa¬ 
ter  permeates. 

In  the  high  church  are  twice 
seven  altars  raised, 

At  each  a  holy  saint  and  patron’s 
praised. 

Twice  seven  the  convents  dedi¬ 
cate  to  heaven,  — 

-  for  godly  fathers  seven.”  t 


*  By  the  help  of  an  Alexandrine,  the  names  of  these  famous  families 
may  also  be  accommodated  to  verse. 

“Athey,  Blake,  Bodkin,  Browne,  Deane,  Dorsey,  Frinche, 

Joyce,  Morech,  Skereth,  Fonte,  Kirowan,  Martin,  Lynclie.” 

t  If  the  rude  old  verses  are  not  very  remarkable  in  quality,  in 
quantity  they  are  still  more  deficient,  and  take  some  dire  liberties  with 
the  laws  laid  down  in  the  Gradus  and  the  Grammar:  — 

“  Septem  ornant  montes  Romam,  septem  ostia  Nilum, 

Tot  rutilis  stellis  splendet  in  axe  Polus. 

Galvia,  Polo  Niloque  bis  sequas.  Roma  Conachtse, 

Bis  septem  illustres  has  colit  ilia  tribus. 

Bis  urbis  septem  defendunt  moenia  turres, 

Intus  et  en  duro  est  marmore  quseque  domus. 

Bis  septem  portte  sunt,  castra  et  culmina  circum, 

Per  totidem  pontum  permeat  unda  vias. 

Principe  bis  septem  fulgent  altaria  templo, 

Qusevis  patronse  est  ara  dicata  suo, 

Et  septem  sacrata  Deo  coenobia,  patrum 
Foeminei  et  sexus,  tot  pia  tecta  tenet.” 
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Having  read  in  Hardiman’s  History  the  quaint  inscription 
in  Irish  Latin,  of  which  the  above  lines  are  a  version,  and 
looked  admiringly  at  the  old  plans  of  Galway  which  are  to 
be  found  in  the  same  work,  I  was  in  hopes  to  have  seen  in 
the  town  some  considerable  remains  of  its  former  splendor, 
in  spite  of  a  warning  to  the  contrary  which  the  learned 
historiographer  gives. 

The  old  city  certainly  has  some  relics  of  its  former 
stateliness ;  and,  indeed,  is  the  only  town  in  Ireland  I  have 
seen,  where  an  antiquary  can  find  much  subject  for  study, 
or  a  lover  of  the  picturesque  an  occasion  for  using  his 
pencil.  It  is  a  wild,  fierce,  and  most  original  old  town. 
Joyce’s  Castle  in  one  of  the  principal  streets,  a  huge  square 
gray  tower,  with  many  carvings  and  ornaments,  is  a  gallant 
relic  of  its  old  days  of  prosperity,  and  gives  one  an  awful 
idea  of  the  tenements  which  the  other  families  inhabited, 
and  which  are  designed  in  the  interesting  plate  which  Mr. 
Hardiman  gives  in  his  work.  The  Collegiate  Church,  too, 
is  still  extant,  without  its  fourteen  altars,  and  looks  to  be 
something  between  a  church  and  a  castle,  and  as  if  it 
should  be  served  by  Templars  with  sword  and  helmet  in 
place  of  mitre  and  crosier.  The  old  houses  in  the  Main 
Street  are  like  fortresses  :  the  windows  look  into  a  court 
within;  there  is  but  a  small  low  door,  and  a  few  grim 
windows  peering  suspiciously  into  the  street. 

Then  there  is  Lombard  Street,  otherwise  called  Dead- 
man’s  Lane,  with  a  raw-head  and  cross-bones  and  a  “  me¬ 
mento  mori”  over  the  door  where  the  dreadful  tragedy  of 
the  Lynches  was  acted  in  1493.  If  Galway  is  the  Rome  of 
Connaught,  James  Lynch  Fitzstephen,  the  Mayor,  may  be 
considered  as  the  Lucius  Junius  Brutus  thereof.  Lynch 
had  a  son  who  went  to  Spain  as  master  of  one  of  his  father’s 
ships,  and  being  of  an  extravagant,  wild  turn,  there  con¬ 
tracted  debts,  and  drew  bills,  and  alarmed  his  father’s 
correspondent,  who  sent  a  clerk  and  nephew  of  his  own 
back  in  young  Lynch’s  ship  to  Galway  to  settle  accounts. 
On  the  fifteenth  day,  young  Lynch  threw  the  Spaniard 
overboard.  Coming  back  to  his  own  country,  he  reformed 
his  life  a  little,  and  was  on  the  point  of  marrying  one  of 
the  Blakes,  Burkes,  Bodkins,  or  others,  when  a  seaman  who 
had  sailed  with  him,  being  on  the  point  of  death,  confessed 
the  murder  in  which  he  had  been  a  participator. 

Hereon  the  father,  who  was  chief  magistrate  of  the  town, 
tried  his  son,  and  sentenced  him  to  death;  and  when  the 


180 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK . 


clan  Lynch  rose  in  a  body  to  rescue  the  young  man,  and 
avert  such  a  disgrace  from  their  family,  it  is  said  that 
Fitzstephen  Lynch  hung  the  culprit  with  his  own  hand. 
A  tragedy  called  “The  Warden  of  Galway”  has  been 
written  on  the  subject,  and  was  acted  a  few  nights  before 
my  arrival. 

The  waters  of  Lough  Corrib,  which  “  permeate  ”  under 
the  bridges  of  the  town,  go  rushing  and  roaring  to  the  sea 
with  a  noise  and  eagerness  only  known  in  Galway ;  and 
along  the  banks  you  see  all  sorts  of  strange  figures  washing 
all  sorts  of  wonderful  rags,  with  red  petticoats  and  redder 
shanks  standing  in  the  stream.  Pigs  are  in  every  street : 
the  whole  town  shrieks  with  them.  There  are  numbers  of 
idlers  on  the  bridges,  thousands  in  the  streets,  humming 
and  swarming  in  and  out  of  dark  old  ruinous  houses,  con¬ 
gregated  round  numberless  apple-stalls,  nail-stalls,  bottle- 
stalls,  pigsfoot-stalls ;  in  queer  old  shops,  that  look  to  be 
two  centuries  old ;  loitering  about  warehouses,  ruined  or 
not ;  looking  at  the  washerwomen  washing  in  the  river,  or 
at  the  fish-donkeys,  or  at  the  potato-stalls,  or  at  a  vessel  com¬ 
ing  into  the  quay,  or  at  the  boats  putting  out  to  sea. 

That  boat  at  the  quay,  by  the  little  old  gate,  is  bound  for 
Arranmore ;  and  one  next  to  it  has  a  freight  of  passengers 
for  the  cliffs  of  Mohir  on  the  Clare  Coast ;  and  as  the  sketch 
is  taken,  a  hundred  of  people  have  stopped  in  the  street  to 
look  on,  and  are  buzzing  behind  in  Irish,  telling  the  little 
boys  in  that  language  —  who  will  persist  in  placing  them¬ 
selves  exactly  in  the  front  of  the  designer  —  to  get  out  of 
his  way :  which  they  do  for  some  time ;  but  at  length  curi¬ 
osity  is  so  intense  that  you  are  entirely  hemmed  in  and 
the  view  rendered  quite  invisible.  A  sailor’s  wife  comes 
up  —  who  speaks  English  —  with  a  very  wistful  face,  and 
begins  to  hint  that  them  black  pictures  are  very  bad  like¬ 
nesses,  and  very  dear  too  for  a  poor  woman,  and  how  much 
would  a  painted  one  cost  does  liis  honor  think  ?  And  she 
has  her  husband  that  is  going  to  sea  to  the  West  Indies  to¬ 
morrow,  and  she’d  give  anything  to  have  a  picture  of  him. 
So  I  made  bold  to  offer  to  take  his  likeness  for  nothing. 
But  he  never  came,  except  one  day  at  dinner,  and  not  at  all 
on  the  next  day,  though  I  stayed  on  purpose  to  accommo¬ 
date  him.  It  is  true  that  it  was  pouring  with  rain  ;  and  as 
English  waterproof  cloaks  are  not  waterproof  in  Ireland, 
the  traveller  who  has  but  one  coat  must  of  necessity  respect 
it,  and  had  better  stay  where  he  is,  unless  he  prefers  to 
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go  to  bed  while  he  has  his  clothes  dried  at  the  next 
stage. 

The  houses  in  the  fashionable  street  where  the  club¬ 
house  stands  (a  strong  building,  with  an  agreeable  Old 
Bailey  look)  have  the  appearance  of  so  many  little  New- 
gates.  The  Catholic  chapels  are  numerous,  unfinished, 
and  ugly.  Great  warehouses  and  mills  rise  up  by  the 
stream,  or  in  the  midst  of  unfinished  streets  here  and  there ; 
and  handsome  convents  with  their  gardens,  justice-houses, 
barracks,  and  hospitals  adorn  the  large,  poor,  bustling, 


rough-and-ready-looking  town.  A  man  who  sells  hunting- 
whips,  gunpowder,  guns,  fishing-tackle,  and  brass  and  iron 
ware,  has  a  few  books  on  his  counter ;  and  a  lady  in  a  by¬ 
street,  who  carries  on  the  profession  of  a  milliner,  ekes  out 
her  stock  in  a  similar  way.  But  there  were  no  regular 
book-shops  that  I  saw,  and  when  it  came  on  to  rain  I  had 
no  resource  but  the  hedge-school  volumes  again.  They, 
like  Patrick  Spelman’s  sign  (which  was  faithfully  copied  in 
the  town),  present  some  very  rude  flowers  of  poetry  and 
“  entertainment  ”  of  an  exceedingly  humble  sort ;  but  such 
shelter  is  not  to  be  despised  when  no  better  is  to  be  had : 
nay,  possibly  its  novelty  may  be  piquant  to  some  readers, 
as  an  admirer  of  Shakspeare  will  occasionally  condescend 
to  listen  to  Mr.  Punch,  or  an  epicure  to  content  himself 
with  a  homely  dish  of  beans  and  bacon. 

When  Mr.  Kilroy’s  waiter  has  drawn  the  window  curtains, 
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brought  the  hot-water  for  the  whiskey-negus,  a  pipe  and  a 
“ screw”  of  tobacco,  and  two  huge  old  candlesticks  that 
were  plated  once,  the  audience  may  be  said  to  be  assembled, 
and  after  a  little  overture  performed  on  the  pipe,  the  sec¬ 
ond  night’s  entertainment  begins  with  the  historical  tragedy 
of  the  “  Battle  of  Aughrim.” 

Though  it  has  found  its  way  to  the  West  of  Ireland,  the 
“  Battle  of  Aughrim  ”  is  evidently  by  a  Protestant  author,  a 
great  enemy  of  popery  and  wooden  shoes :  both  of  which 
principles  incarnate  in  the  person  of  Saint  Ruth,  the  French 
General  commanding  the  troops  sent  by  Louis  XI Y.  to  the 

aid  of  James  II.,  meet  with  a  woful  downfall 
at  the  conclusion  of  the  piece.  It  must  have 
been  written  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne, 
judging  from  some  loyal  compliments  which 
are  paid  to  that  sovereign  in  the  play;  which 
is  also  modelled  upon  u  Cato.” 

The  “  Battle  of  Aughrim  ”  is  written 
from  beginning  to  end  in  decasyllabic  verse 
of  the  richest  sort ;  and  introduces  us  to 
the  chiefs  of  William’s  and  James’s  armies. 
On  the  English  side  we  have  Baron  Ginkell,  three  Generals, 
and  two  Colonels ;  on  the  Irish,  Monsieur  Saint  Ruth,  two 
Generals,  two  Colonels,  and  an  English  gentleman  of  for¬ 
tune,  a  volunteer,  and  a  son  of  no  less  a  person  than  Sir 
Edmundbury  Godfrey. 

There  are  two  ladies — Jemima,  the  Irish  Colonel  Talbot’s 
daughter,  in  love  with  Godfrey ;  and  Lucinda,  lady  of 
Colonel  Herbert,  in  love  with  her  lord.  And  the  deep 
nature  of  the  tragedy  may  be  imagined  when  it  is  stated 
that  Colonel  Talbot  is  killed,  Colonel  Herbert  is  killed,  Sir 
Charles  Godfrey  is  killed,  and  Jemima  commits  suicide,  as 
resolved  not  to  survive  her  adorer.  St.  Ruth  is  also  killed, 
and  the  remaining  Irish  heroes  are  taken  prisoners  or  run 
away.  Among  the  supernumeraries  there  is  likewise  a 
dreadful  slaughter. 

The  author,  however,  though  a  Protestant  is  an  Irishman 
(there  are  peculiarities  in  his  pronunciation  which  belong 
only  to  that  nation),  and  as  far  as  courage  goes,  he  allows 
the  two  parties  to  be  pretty  equal.  The  scene  opens  with 
a  martial  sound  of  kettle-drums  and  trumpets  in  the  Irish 
camp,  near  Athlone.  That  town  is  besieged  by  Ginkell, 
and  Monsieur  St.  Ruth  (despising  his  enemy  with  a  confi¬ 
dence  often  fatal  to  Generals)  meditates  an  attack  on  the 
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besiegers’  lines,  if,  by  any  chance,  the  besieged  garrison  be 
not  in  a  condition  to  drive  them  off.  After  discoursing  on 
the  posture  of  affairs,  and  letting  General  Sarsfield  and 
Colonel  O’Neil  know  his  hearty  contempt  of  the  English 
and  their  General,  all  parties,  after  protestations  of  patriot¬ 
ism,  indulge  in  hopes  of  the  downfall  of  William.  St. 
Ruth  says  he  will  drive  the  wolves  and  lions’  cubs  away. 
O’Neil  declares  he  scorns  the  revolution,  and,  like  great 
Cato,  smiles  at  persecution.  Sarsfield  longs  for  the  day 
“  when  our  Monks  and  Jesuits  shall  return,  and  holy  incense 
on  our  altars  burn.”  When 

“  Enter  a  Post. 

“  Post.  With  important  news  I  from  Athlone  am  sent, 

Be  pleased  to  lead  me  to  the  General’s  tent. 

“  Sars.  Behold  the  General  there.  Your  message  tell. 

“  St.  Ruth.  Declare  your  message.  Are  our  friends  all  well  ? 

“  Post.  Pardon  me,  sir,  the  fatal  news  I  bring 
Like  vulture’s  poison  every  heart  shall  sting. 

Athlone  is  lost  without  your  timely  aid. 

At  six  this  morning  an  assault  was  made, 

When,  under  shelter  of  the  British  cannon, 

Their  grenadiers  in  armor  took  the  Shannon, 

Led  by  brave  Captain  Sandys,  who  with  fame 
Plunged  to  his  middle  in  the  rapid  stream. 

He  led  them  through,  and  with  undaunted  ire 
He  gained  the  bank  in  spite  of  all  our  fire  ; 

Being  bravely  followed  by  his  grenadiers 
Though  bullets  flew  like  hail  about  their  ears, 

And  by  this  time  they  enter  uncontrolled. 

“  St.  Ruth.  Dare  all  the  force  of  England  be  so  bold 
T’  attempt  to  storm  so  brave  a  town,  when  I 
With  all  Hibernia’s  sons  of  war  am  nigh  ? 

Return :  and  if  the  Britons  dare  pursue, 

Tell  them  St.  Ruth  is  near,  and  that  will  do. 

“  Post.  Your  aid  would  do  much  better  than  your  name. 

“St.  Ruth.  Bear  back  this  answer,  friend,  from  whence  you  came. 

“  [Exit  Post.” 

The  picture  of  brave  Sandys,  “  who  with  fame  plunged 
to  his  middle  in  the  rapid  strame,”  is  not  a  bad  image  on 
the  part  of  the  Post ;  and  St.  Ruth’s  reply,  u  Tell  them  St. 
Ruth  is  near,  and  that  will  do ,”  characteristic  of  the  vanity 
of  his  nation.  But  Sarsfield  knows  Britons  better,  and  pays 
a  merited  compliment  to  their  valor  : 

“  Sars.  Send  speedy  succors  and  their  fate  prevent, 

You  know  not  yet  what  Britons  dare  attempt. 

I  know  the  English  fortitude  is  such, 

To  boast  of  nothing,  though  they  hazard  much. 

No  force  on  earth  their  fury  can  repel, 

Nor  would  they  fly  from  all  the  devils  in  hell.” 
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Another  officer  arrives  :  Athlone  is  really  taken,  St.  Ruth 
gives  orders  to  retreat  to  Aughrim,  and  Sarsfield,  in  a  rage, 
first  challenges  him,  and  then  vows  he  will  quit  the  army. 
“ A  gleam  of  horror  does  my  vitals  damp”  says  the  French¬ 
man  (in  a  figure  of  speech  more  remarkable  for  vigor  than 
logic)  :  “  I  fear  Lord  Lucan  has  forsook  the  camp  !  ”  But 
not  so  :  after  a  momentary  indignation,  Sarsfield  returns  to 
his  duty,  and  ere  long  is  reconciled  with  his  vain  and  vacil¬ 
lating  chief. 

And  now  the  love-intrigue  begins.  Godfrey  enters,  and 
states  Sir  Charles  Godfrey  is  his  lawful  name  :  he  is  an 
Englishman,  and  was  on  his  way  to  join  Ginckle’s  camp, 
when  Jemima’s  beauty  overcame  him  :  he  asks  Colonel 
Talbot  to  bestow  on  him  the  lady’s  hand.  The  Colonel 
consents,  and  in  Act  II.,  on  the  plain  of  Aughrim,  at  5 
o’clock  in  the  morning,  Jemima  enters  and  proclaims  her 
love.  The  lovers  have  an  interview,  which  concludes  by  a 
mutual  confession  of  attachment,  and  Jemima  says,  “Here, 
take  my  hand.  ’Tis  true  the  gift  is  small,  but  when  I  can 
I’ll  give  you  heart  and  all.”  The  lines  show  finely  the 
agitation  of  the  young  person.  She  meant  to  say,  Take 
my  heart ,  but  she  is  longing  to  be  married  to  him,  and  the 
words  slip  out  as  it  were  unawares.  Godfrey  cries  in 
raptures  — 

“  Thanks  to  the  gods!  who  such  a  present  gave  : 

Such  radiant  graces  ne’er  could  man  receive  ( resave 
For  who  on  earth  has  e’er  such  transports  known  ? 

What  is  the  Turkish  monarch  on  his  throne, 

Hemmed  round  with  rusty  swords  in  pompous  state? 
Amidst  his  court  no  joys  can  be  so  great. 

Ketire  with  me,  my  soul,  no  longer  stay 
In  public  view!  the  General  moves  this  way.” 

’Tis,  indeed,  the  General ;  who,  reconciled  with  Sarsfield, 
straightway,  according  to  his  custom,  begins  to  boast  about 
what  he  will  do  :  — 

“Thrice  welcome  to  my  heart,  thou  best  of  friends! 

The  rock  on  which  our  holy  faith  depends ! 

May  this  our  meeting  as  a  tempest  make 
The  vast  foundations  of  Britannia  shake, 

Tear  up  their  orange  plant,  and  overwhelm 
The  strongest  bulwarks  of  the  British  realm  ! 

Then  shall  the  Dutch  and  Hanoverian  fall, 

And  James  shall  ride  in  triumph  to  Whitehall; 

Then  to  protect  our  faith  he  will  maintain 
An  inquisition  here  like  that  in  Spain. 

“  Sars.  Most  bravely  urged,  my  lord!  your  skill,  I  own, 
Would  be  unparalleled  —  had  you  saved  Athlone.” 
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—  u  Had  you  saved  Athlone  !  ”  Sarsfield  has  him  there. 
And  the  contest  of  words  might  have  provoked  quarrels 
still  more  fatal,  but  alarms  are  heard :  the  battle  begins, 
and  St.  Ruth  (still  confident)  goes  to  meet  the  enemy, 
exclaiming,  “Athlone  was  sweet,  but  Aughrim  shall  be 
sour.”  The  fury  of  the  Irish  is  redoubled  on  hearing  of 
Talbot’s  heroic  death:  the  Colonel’s  corpse  is  presently 
brought  in,  and  to  it  enters  Jemima,  who  bewails  her  loss 
in  the  following  pathetic  terms :  — 

“ Jemima .  Oh  !  —  he  is  dead!  —  my  soul  is  all  on  fire, 
Witness  ye  gods !  —  he  did  with  fame  expire. 

For  Liberty  a  sacrifice  was  made, 

And  fell,  like  Pompey,  by  some  villain’s  blade. 

There  lies  a  breathless  corpse,  whose  soul  ne’er  knew 
A  thought  but  what  was  always  just  and  true; 

Look  down  from  heaven,  God  of  peace  and  love, 

Waft  him  with  triumph  to  the  throne  above; 

And,  O  ye  winged  guardians  of  the  skies ! 

Tune  your  sweet  harps  and  sing  his  obsequies! 

Good  friends,  stand  off — whilst  I  embrace  the  ground 
Whereon  he  lies  —  and  bathe  each  mortal  wound 
With  brinish  tears,  that  like  to  torrents  run 
From  these  sad  eyes.  O  heavens!  Pm  undone. 

[Falls  down  on  the  body. 

11  Enter  Sir  Charles  Godfrey.  lie  raises  her. 

‘  ‘  Sir  Char.  Why  do  these  precious  eyes  like  fountains  flow, 
To  drown  the  radiant  heaven  that  lies  below  f 
Dry  up  your  tears,  I  trust  his  soul  ere  this 
Has  reached  the  mansions  of  eternal  bliss. 

Soldiers !  bear  hence  the  body  out  of  sight. 

[They  bear  him  off. 

“  Jem.  Oh,  stay  —  ye  murderers,  cease  to  kill  me  quite: 

See  how  he  glares !  —  and  see  again  he  flies ! 

The  crowds  fly  open,  and  he  mounts  the  skies. 

Oh!  see  his  biood,  it  shines  refulgent  bright,  ) 

I  see  him  yet  —  I  cannot  lose  him  quite,  > 

But  still  pursue  him  on  —  and  —  lose  my  sight.”  ) 

The  gradual  disappearance  of  the  Colonel’s  soul  is  now 
finely  indicated,  and  so  is  her  grief :  when  showing  the 
body  to  Sir  Charles,  she  says,  “  Behold  the  mangled  cause 
of  all  my  woes.”  The  sorrow  of  youth,  however,  is  but 
transitory ;  and  when  her  lover  bids  her  dry  her  gushish 
tears,  she  takes  out  her  pocket-handkerchief  with  the  elas¬ 
ticity  of  youth,  and  consoles  herself  for  the  father  in  the 
husband. 

Act  III.  represents  the  English  camp ;  Ginckle  and  his 
Generals  discourse ;  the  armies  are  engaged.  In  Act  IV. 


186 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


the  English  are  worsted  in  spite  of  their  valor,  which  Sars- 
field  greatly  describes.  “View,”  says  he  — 

“View  liow  the  foe  like  an  impetuous  flood 
Breaks  through  the  smoke,  the  water,  and  —  the  mud  !” 

It  becomes  exceedingly  hot.  Colonel  Earles  says  — 

“In  vain  Jove’s  lightnings  issue  from  the  sky, 

For  death  more  sure  from  British  ensigns  fly. 

Their  messengers  of  death  much  blood  have  spilled, 

And  full  three  hundred  of  the  Irish  killed.” 

A  description  of  war  (Herbert)  :  — 

“Now  bloody  colors  wave  in  all  their  pride, 

And  each  proud  hero  does  his  beast  bestride 

General  Dorrington’s  description  of  the  fight  is,  if  possi¬ 
ble,  still  more  noble  :  — 

“  Dor.  Haste,  noble  friends,  and  save  your  lives  by  flight, 
For  ’tis  but  madness  if  you  stand  to  fight. 

Our  cavalry  the  battle  have  forsook, 

And  death  appears  in  each  dejected  look  ; 

Nothing  but  dread  confusion  can  be  seen, 

For  severed  heads  and  trunks  o’erspread  the  green; 

The  fields,  the  vales,  the  hills,  and  vanquished  plain, 

For  five  miles  round  are  covered  with  the  slain. 

Death  in  each  quarter  does  the  eye  alarm, 

Here  lies  a  leg,  and  there  a  shattered  arm. 

There  heads  appear,  which,  cloven  by  mighty  bangs, 

And  severed  quite,  on  either  shoulder  hangs  : 

This  is  the  awful  scene,  my  lords !  Oh,  fly 
The  impending  danger,  for  your  fate  is  nigh.” 

Which  party,  however,  is  to  win  —  the  Irish  or  English  ? 
Their  heroism  is  equal,  and  young  Godfrey  especially,  on 
the  Irish  side,  is  carrying  all  before  him  —  when  he  is 
interrupted  in  the  slaughter  by  the  ghost  of  his  father :  of 
old  Sir  Edmundbury,  whose  monument  we  may  see  in  West¬ 
minster  Abbey.  Sir  Charles,  at  first,  doubts  about  the 
genuineness  of  this  venerable  old  apparition:  and  thus 
puts  a  case  to  the  ghost :  — 

“Were  ghosts  in  heaven,  in  heaven  they  there  would  stay, 

Or  if  in  hell  they  could  not  get  away.” 

A  clincher,  certainly,  as  one  would  imagine ;  but  the  ghost 
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jumps  over  the  horns  of  the  fancied  dilemma,  by  saying 
that  he  is  not  at  liberty  to  state  where  he  comes  from. 

“  Ghost.  Where  visions  rest,  or  souls  imprisoned  dwell, 

By  heaven’s  command,  we  are  forbid  to  tell ; 

But  in  the  obscure  grave  —  where  corpse  decay, 

Moulder  in  dust  and  putrefy  away,  — 

No  rest  is  there;  for  the  immortal  soul 
Takes  its  full  flight  and  flutters  round  the  Pole; 

Sometimes  I  hover  over  the  Euxine  sea  — 

From  Pole  to  Sphere,  until  the  judgment  day  — 

Over  the  Thracian  Bosphorus  do  I  float, 

And  pass  the  Stygian  lake  in  Charon’s  boat, 

O’er  Yulcan’s  fiery  court  and  sulph’rous  cave, 

And  ride  like  Neptune  on  a  briny  wave; 

List  to  the  blowing  noise  of  Etna’s  flames, 

And  court  the  shades  of  Amazonian  dames  ; 

Then  take  my  flight  up  to  the  gleamy  moon  : 

Thus  do  I  wander  till  the  day  of  doom. 

Proceed  I  dare  not,  or  I  would  unfold 
A  horrid  tale  would  make  your  blood  run  cold, 

Chill  all  your  nerves  and  sinews  in  a  trice 
Like  whispering  rivulets  congealed  to  ice. 

“  Sir  Char.  Ere  you  depart  me,  ghost,  I  here  demand 
You  let  me  know  your  last  divine  command!” 

The  ghost  says  that  the  young  man  must  die  in  the  battle ; 
that  it  will  go  ill  for  him  if  he  die  in  the  wrong  cause ;  and, 
therefore,  that  he  had  best  go  over  to  the  Protestants  — 
which  poor  Sir  Charles  (not  without  many  sighs  for  Jemi¬ 
ma)  consents  to  do.  He  goes  off  then,  saying  — 

“  I’ll  join  my  countrymen,  and  yet  proclaim 
Nassau’s  great  title  to  the  crimson  plain.” 

In  Act  V.,  that  desertion  turns  the  fate  of  the  day. 
Sarsfield  enters  with  his  sword  drawn,  and  acknowledges 
his  fate.  “  Aughrim,”  exclaims  Lord  Lucan, 

“  Aughrim  is  now  no  more,  St.  Ruth  is  dead, 

And  all  his  guards  are  from  the  battle  fled. 

As  he  rode  down  the  hill  he  met  his  fall, 

And  died  a  victim  to  a  cannon  ball.” 

And  he  bids  the  Frenchman’s  body  to 

“ - lie  like  Pompey  in  his  gore, 

Whose  hero’s  blood  encircles  the  Egyptian  shore.” 

“Four  hundred  Irish  prisoners  we  have  got,”  exclaims  an 
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English  General,  “and  seven  thousand  lyeth  on  the  spot.” 
In  fact,  they  are  entirely  discomfited,  and  retreat  off  the 
stage  altogether ;  while,  in  the  moment  of  victory,  poor  Sir 
Charles  Godfrey  enters,  wounded  to  death,  according  to  the 
old  gentleman’s  prophecy.  He  is  racked  by  bitter  remorse ; 
he  tells  his  love  of  his  treachery,  and  declares  “  no  crocodile 
was  ever  more  unjust.”  His  agony  increases,  the  “optic 
nerves  grow  dim  and  lose  their  sight,  and  all  his  veins  are 
now  exhausted  quite  ” ;  and  he  dies  in  the  arms  of  his 
Jemima,  who  stabs  herself  in  the  usual  way. 

And  so  every  one  being  disposed  of,  the  drums  and 
trumpets  give  a  great  peal,  the  audience  huzzas,  and  the 
curtain  falls  on  Ginckle  and  his  friends  exclaiming  — 

“May  all  the  gods  th’  auspicious  evening  bless, 

Who  crowns  Great  Britain’s  arrums  with  success!” 

And,  questioning  the  prosody,  what  Englishman  will  not 
join  in  the  sentiment  ? 

In  the  interlude  the  band  (the  pipe)  performs  a  favorite 
air.  Jack  the  waiter  and  candle-snuffer  looks  to  see  that 
all  is  ready ;  and  after  the  dire  business  of  the  tragedy, 
comes  in  to  sprinkle  the  stage  with  water  (and  perhaps  a 
little  whiskey  in  it).  Thus  all  things  being  arranged,  the 
audience  takes  its  seat  again  and  the  afterpiece  begins. 

Two  of  the  little  yellow  volumes  purchased  at  Ennis  are 
entitled  “The  Irish  and  Hibernian  Tales.”  The  former 
are  modern,  and  the  latter  of  an  ancient  sort ;  and  so  great 
is  the  superiority  of  the  old  stories  over  the  new,  in  fancy, 
dramatic  interest,  and  humor,  that  one  can’t  help  fancying 
Hibernia  must  have  been  a  very  superior  country  to  Ire¬ 
land. 

These  Hibernian  novels,  too,  are  evidently  intended  for 
the  hedge-school  universities.  They  have  the  old  tricks 
and  some  of  the  old  plots  that  one  has  read  in  many  popu¬ 
lar  legends  of  almost  all  countries,  European  and  Eastern : 
successful  cunning  is  the  great  virtue  applauded ;  and  the 
heroes  pass  through  a  thousand  wild  extravagant  dangers, 
such  as  could  only  have  been  invented  when  art  was  young 
and  faith  was  large.  And  as  the  honest  old  author  of  the 
tales  says  “they  are  suited  to  the  meanest  as  well  as  the 
highest  capacity,  tending  both  to  improve  the  fancy  and 
enrich  the  mind,”  let  us  conclude  the  night’s  entertainment 
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by  reading  one  or  two  of  them,  and  reposing  after  the 
doleful  tragedy  which  has  been  represented.  The  “  Black 
Thief  ”  is  worthy  of  the  Arabian  Nights,  I  think,  —  as  wild 
and  odd  as  an  Eastern  tale. 

It  begins,  as  usual,  with  a  King  and  Queen  who  lived 
once  on  a  time  in  the  South  of  Ireland,  and  had  three  sons  ; 
but  the  Queen  being  on  her  death-bed,  and  fancying  her 
husband  might  marry  again,  and  unwilling  that  her  chil¬ 
dren  should  be  under  the  jurisdiction  of  any  other  woman, 
besought  his  Majesty  to  place  them  in  a  tower  at  her  death, 
and  keep  them  there  safe  until  the  young  Princes  should 
come  of  age. 

The  Queen  dies  :  the  King  of  course  marries  again,  and 
the  new  Queen,  who  bears  a  son  too,  hates  the  offspring  of 
the  former  marriage,  and  looks  about  for  means  to  destroy 
them. 

“  At  length  the  Queen,  having  got  some  business  with  the 
hen-wife ,  went  herself  to  her,  and  after  a  long  conference 
passed,  was  taking  leave  of  her,  when  the  hen-wife  prayed 
that  if  ever  she  should  come  back  to  her  again  she  might 
break  her  neck.  The  Queen,  greatly  incensed  at  such  a 
daring  insult  from  one  of  her  meanest  subjects,  to  make 
such  a  prayer  on  her,  demanded  immediately  the  reason,  or 
she  would  have  her  put  to  death.  ‘  It  was  worth  your 
while,  madam/  says  the  ben-wife,  ‘  to  pay  me  well  for  it, 
for  the  reason  I  prayed  so  on  you  concerns  you  much/ 
‘ What  must  I  pay  you?’  asked  the  Queen.  1  You  must 
give  me/  says  she,  ‘  the  full  of  a  pack  of  wool ;  and  I  have 
an  ancient  crock  which  you  must  fill  with  butter ;  likewise 
a  barrel  which  you  must  fill  for  me  full  of  wheat/  4  How 
much  wool  will  it  take  to  the  pack  ?  ’  says  the  Queen. 
‘  It  will  take  seven  herds  of  sheep/  said  she,  ‘  and  their 
increase  for  seven  years/  4  How  much  butter  will  it  take 
to  fill  your  crock  ?  ’  ‘  Seven  dairies/  said  she,  ‘  and  the 

increase  for  seven  years/  ‘  And  how  much  will  it  take  to 
fill  the  barrel  you  have  ?  ’  says  the  Queen.  ‘  It  will  take 
the  increase  of  seven  barrels  of  wheat  for  seven  years/ 
i  That  is  a  great  quantity/  says  the  Queen,  ‘  but  the  reason 
must  be  extraordinary,  and  before  I  want  it  I  will  give 
you  all  you  demand/  ” 

The  hen-wife  acquaints  the  Queen  with  the  existence  of 
the  three  sons,  and  giving  her  Majesty  an  enchanted  pack 
of  cards,  bids  her  to  get  the  young  men  to  play  with  her 
with  these  cards,  and  on  their  losing,  to  inflict  upon  them 
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such  a  task  as  must  infallibly  end  in  their  ruin.  All 
young  princes  are  set  upon  such  tasks,  and  it  is  a  sort  of 
opening  of  the  pantomime,  before  the  tricks  and  activity 
begin.  The  Queen  went  home,  and  “  got  speaking  ”  to  the 
King  “in  regard  of  his  children,  and  she  bvohe  it  off  to 
him  in  a  very  polite  and  engaging  manner,  so  that  he  could 
see  no  muster  or  design  in  it.”  The  King  agreed  to  bring 
his  sons  to  court,  and  at  night,  when  the  royal  party  “be¬ 
gan  to  sport,  and  play  at  all  kinds  of  diversions,”  the 
Queen  cunningly  challenged  the  three  Princes  to  play 
cards.  They  lose,  and  she  sends,  them  in  consequence  to 
bring  her  back  the  Knight  of  the  Glen’s  wild  steed  of  bells. 

On  their  road  (as  wandering  young  princes,  Indian  or 
Irish,  always  do)  they  meet  with  the  Black  Thief  of  Sloan, 
who  tells  them  what  they  must  do.  But  they  are  caught 
in  the  attempt,  and  brought  “  into  that  dismal  part  of  the 
palace  where  the  Knight  kept  a  furnace  always  boiling,  in 
which  he  threw  all  offenders  that  ever  came  in  his  way, 
which  in  a  few  minutes  would  entirely  consume  them. 
‘  Audacious  villains  !  ’  says  the  Knight  of  the  Glen,  ‘  how 
dare  you  attempt  so  bold  an'  action  as  to  steal  my  steed  ? 
see  now  the  reward  of  your  folly ;  for  your  greater  punish¬ 
ment  I  will  not  boil  you  all  together,  but  one  after  the 
other,  so  that  he  that  survives  may  witness  the  dire  afflic¬ 
tions  of  his  unfortunate  companions.’  So  saying,  he 
ordered  his  servants  to  stir  up  the  fire.  ‘We  will  boil 
the  eldest-looking  of  these  young  men  first,’  says  he,  ‘  and 
so  on  to  the  last,  which  will  be  this  old  champion  with  the 
black  cap.  Pie  seems  to  be  the  captain,  and  looks  as  if  he 
had  come  through  many  toils.’  —  ‘  I  was  as  near  death  once 
as  this  Prince  is  yet,’  says  the  Black  Thief,  ‘  and  escaped : 
and  so  will  he  too.’  ‘No,  you  never  were,’  said  the  Knight, 
‘  for  he  is  within  two  or  three  minutes  of  his  latter  end.’ 
‘But,’  says  the  Black  Thief,  ‘I  was  within  one  moment  of 
my  death,  and  I  am  here  yet.’  ‘  How  was  that  ?  ’  says  the 
Knight.  ‘  I  would  be  glad  to  hear  it,  for  it  seems  to  be 
impossible.’  ‘If  you  think,  Sir  Knight,’  says  the  Black 
Thief,  ‘  that  the  danger  I  was  in  surpassed  that  of  this 
young  man,  will  you  pardon  him  his  crime  ?  ’  ‘I  will,’ 
says  the  Knight,  ‘  so  go  on  with  your  story.’ 

“  ‘  I  was,  sir,’  says  he,  ‘  a  very  wild  boy  in  my  youth,  and 
came  through  many  distresses  :  once  in  particular,  as  I  was 
on  my  rambling,  I  was  benighted,  and  could  find  no  lodg¬ 
ing.  At  length  I  came  to  an  old  kiln,  and  being  much 
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fatigued,  I  went  up  and  lay  on  the  ribs.  I  liad  not  been 
long  there,  when  I  saw  three  witches  coming  in  with  three 
bags  of  gold.  Each  put  her  bag  of  gold  under  her  head  as 
if  to  sleep.  I  heard  the  one  say  to  the  other  that  if  the 
Black  Thief  came  on  them  while  they  slept  he  would  not 
leave  them  a  penny.  I  found  by  their  discourse  that  every¬ 
body  had  got  my  name  into  their  mouth,  though  I  kept 
silent  as  death  during  their  discourse.  At  length  they  fell 
fast  asleep,  and  then  I  stole  softly  down,  and  seeing  some 
turf  convenient ,  I  placed  one  under  each  of  their  heads,  and 
off  I  went  with  their  gold  as  fast  as  I  could. 

“  ‘  I  had  not  gone  far/  continued  the  Thief  of  Sloan, 
1  until  I  saw  a  greyhound,  a  hare,  and  a  hawk  in  pursuit  of 
me,  and  began  to  think  it  must  be  the  witches  that  had 
taken  that  metamorphosis,  in  order  that  I  might  not  escape 
them  unseen  either  by  land  or  water.  Seeing  they  did  not 
appear  in  any  formidable  shape,  I  was  more  than  once 
resolved  to  attack  them,  thinking  that  with  my  broad 
sword  I  could  easily  destroy  them.  But  considering  again 
that  it  was  perhaps  still  in  their  power  to  become  so,  I 
gave  over  the  attempt,  and  climbed  with  difficulty  up  a 
tree,  bringing  my  sword  in  my  hand,  and  all  the  gold  along 
with  me.  However,  when  they  came  to  the  tree  they 
found  what  I  had  done,  and,  making  further  use  of  their 
hellish  art,  one  of  them  was  changed  into  a  smith’s  anvil, 
and  another  into  a  piece  of  iron,  of  which  the  third  one 
soon  made  a  hatchet.  Having  the  hatchet  made,  she  fell 
to  cutting  down  the  tree,  and  in  course  of  an  hour  it  began 
to  shake  with  me.’ 99 

This  is  very  good  and  original.  The  “  boiling  ”  is  in  the 
first  fee-faw-fum  style,  and  the  old  allusion  to  “the  old 
champion  in  the  black  cap”  has  the  real  Ogresque  humor. 
Nor  is  that  simple  contrivance  of  the  honest  witches  with¬ 
out  its  charm :  for  if,  instead  of  wasting  their  time,  the  one 
in  turning  herself  into  an  anvil,  the  other  into  a  piece  of 
iron,  and  so  hammering  out  a  hatchet  at  considerable  labor 
and  expense  —  if  either  of  them  had  turned  herself  into 
a  hatchet  at  once,  they  might  have  chopped  down  the 
Black  Thief  before  cock-crow,  when  they  were  obliged  to 
fly  off  and  leave  him  in  possession  of  the  bags  of  gold. 

The  eldest  Prince  is  ransomed  by  the  Knight  of  the  Glen 
in  consequence  of  this  story :  and  the  second  Prince  escapes 
on  account  of  the  merit  of  a  second  story ;  but  the  great 
story  of  all  is  of  course  reserved  for  the  youngest  Prince. 
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“  I  was  one  day  on  my  travels/’  says  the  Black  Thief, 
“and  I  came  into  a  large  forest,  where  I  wandered  a  long 
time  and  could  not  get  out  of  it.  At  length  I  came  to  a 
large  castle,  and  fatigue  obliged  me  to  call  into  the  same, 
where  I  found  a  young  woman,  and  a  child  sitting  on  her 
knee,  and  she  crying.  I  asked  her  what  made  her  cry,  and 
where  the  lord  of  the  castle  was,  for  I  wondered  greatly 
that  I  saw  no  stir  of  servants  or  any  person  about  the 
place.  ‘  It  is  well  for  you/  says  the  young  woman,  ‘  that 
the  lord  of  this  castle  is  not  at  home  at  present;  for  he 
is  a  monstrous  giant,  with  but  one  eye  on  his  forehead, 
who  lives  on  human  flesh.  He  brought  me  this  child/  says 
she  —  ‘  I  do  not  know  where  he  got  it  —  and  ordered  me  to 
make  it  into  a  pie,  and  I  cannot  help  crying  at  the  com¬ 
mand.’  I  told  her  that  if  she  knew  of  any  place  conven¬ 
ient  that  I  could  leave  the  child  safely,  I  would  do  it, 
rather  than  that  it  should  be  buried  in  the  bowels  of  such 
a  monster.  She  told  of  a  house  a  distance  off,  where  I 
would  get  a  woman  who  would  take  care  of  it.  ‘  But  what 
will  I  do  in  regard  of  the  pie  ?  ’  ‘  Cut  a  finger  off  it/  said 

I,  ‘  and  I  will  bring  you  in  a  young  wild  pig  out  of  the 
forest,  which  you  may  dress  as  if  it  was  the  child,  and  put 
the  finger  in  a  certain  place,  that  if  the  giant  doubts  any¬ 
thing  about  it,  you  may  know  where  to  turn  it  over  at  first, 
and  when  he  sees  it  he  will  be  fully  satisfied  that  it  is 
made  of  the  child.’  She  agreed  to  the  plan  I  proposed; 
and,  cutting  off  the  child’s  finger,  by  her  direction  I  soon 
had  it  at  the  house  she  told  me  of,  and  brought  her  the 
little  pig  in  the  place  of  it.  She  then  made  ready  the  pie ; 
and,  after  eating  and  drinking  heartily  myself,  I  was  just 
taking  my  leave  of  the  young  woman  when  we  observed 
the  giant  coming  through  the  castle-gates.  ‘  Lord  bless 
me  !  ’  said  she,  ‘  what  will  you  do  now  ?  run  away  and  lie 
down  among  the  dead  bodies  that  he  has  in  the  room’ 
(showing  me  the  place),  ‘and  strip  off  your  clothes  that  he 
may  not  know  you  from  the  rest  if  he  has  occasion  to  go 
that  way.’  I  took  her  advice,  and  laid  myself  down  among 
the  rest,  as  if  dead,  to  see  how  he  would  behave.  The  first 
thing  I  heard  was  him  calling  for  his  pie.  When  she  set 
it  down  before  him,  he  swore  it  smelt  like  swine’s  flesh ; 
but  knowing  where  to  find  the  finger,  she  immediately 
turned  it  up  —  which  fairly  convinced  him  of  the  contrary 
The  pie  only  served  to  sharpen  his  appetite,  and  I  heard 
him  sharpen  his  knife,  and  saying  he  must  have  a  collop  or 
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two,  for  he  was  not  near  satisfied.  But  what  was  my  ter¬ 
ror  when  I  heard  the  giant  groping  among  the  bodies,  and, 
fancying  myself,  cut  the  half  of  my  hip  off,  and  took  it 
with  him  to  be  roasted.  You  may  be  certain  I  was  in 
great  pain  ;  but  the  fear  of  being  killed  prevented  me  from 
making  any  complaint.  However,  when  he  had  eat  all,  he 
began  to  drink  hot  liquors  in  great  abundance,  so  that  in  a 
short  time  he  could  not  hold  up  his  head,  but  threw  him¬ 
self  on  a  large  creel  he  had  made  for  the  purpose,  and  fell 
fast  asleep.  When  ever  I  heard  him  snoring,  bad  as  I  was, 
I  went  up  and  caused  the  woman  to  bind  my  wound 
with  a  handkerchief ;  and  taking  the  giant’s  spit,  I  red¬ 
dened  it  in  the  fire,  and  ran  it  through  the  eye,  but  was 
not  able  to  kill  him.  However,  I  left  the  spit  sticking  in 
his  head  and  took  to  my  heels ;  but  I  soon  found  he  was  in 
pursuit  of  me,  although  blind;  and  having  an  enchanted 
ring  he  threw  it  at  me,  and  it  fell  on  my  big  toe  and  re¬ 
mained  fastened  to  it.  The  giant  then  called  to  the  ring, 
‘  Where  it  was  ?  ’  and  to  my  great  surprise  it  made  him 
answer,  ‘  On  my  foot,’  and  he,  guided  by  the  same,  made  a 
leap  at  me  —  which  I  had  the  good  luck  to  observe,  and 
fortunately  escaped  the  danger.  However,  I  found  run¬ 
ning  was  of  no  use  in  saving  me  as  long  as  I  had  the  ring 
on  my  foot ;  so  I  took  my  sword  and  cut  off  the  toe  it  was 
fastened  on,  and  threw  both  into  a  large  fish-pond  that  was 
convenient.  The  giant  called  again  to  the  ring,  which, 
by  the  power  of  enchantment,  always  made  answer;  but 
he,  not  knowing  what  I  had  done,  imagined  it  was  still  on 
some  part  of  me,  and  made  a  violent  leap  to  seize  me  — 
when  he  went  into  the  pond  over  head  and  ears  and  was 
drowned.  How,  Sir  Knight,”  said  the  Thief  of  Sloan, 
“  you  see  what  dangers  I  came  through  and  always 
escaped ;  but  indeed  I  am  lame  for  want  of  my  toe  ever 
since.” 

And  now  remains  but  one  question  to  be  answered,  viz., 
How  is  the  Black  Thief  himself  to  come  off  ?  This 
difficulty  is  solved  in  a  very  dramatic  way  and  with  a 
sudden  turn  in  the  narrative  that  is  very  wild  and 
curious. 

“My  lord  and  master,”  says  an  old  woman  that  was 
listening  all  the  time,  “that  story  is  but  too  true,  as  I 
well  know :  for  I  am  the  very  woman  that  was  in  the 
giant’s  castle ,  and  you ,  my  lord ,  the  child  that  I  was  to 
make  into  a  pie  ;  and  this  is  the  very  man  that  saved 
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your  life,  which  you  may  know  by  the  want  of  your  finger 
that  was  taken  off,  as  you  have  heard,  to  deceive  the 
giant.” 

That  fantastical  way  of  bearing  testimony  to  the  previ¬ 
ous  tale,  by  producing  an  old  woman  who  says  the  tale  is 
not  only  true,  but  she  was  the  very  old  woman  who  lived 
in  the  giant’s  castle,  is  almost  a  stroke  of  genius.  It 
is  fine  to  think  that  the  simple  chronicler  found  it 
necessary  to  have  a  proof  for  his  story,  and  he  was 
no  doubt  perfectly  contented  with  the  proof  found. 

“  The  Knight  of  the  G-len,  greatly  surprised  at  what  he 
had  heard  the  old  woman  tell,  and  knowing  he  wanted  his 
finger  from  his  childhood,  began  to  understand  that  the 
story  was  true  enough.  ‘  And  is  this  my  dear  deliverer  ?  ’ 
says  he.  ‘  0  brave  fellow,  I  not  only  pardon  you  all, 
but  I  will  keep  you  with  myself  while  you  live ;  where 
you  shall  feast  like  princes  and  have  every  attendance 
that  I  have  myself.’  They  all  returned  thanks  on  their 
knees,  and  the  Black  Thief  told  him  the  reason  they  at¬ 
tempted  to  steal  the  steed  of  bells,  and  the  necessity  they 
were  under  of  going  home.  ‘  Well,’  says  the  Knight  of  the 
Glen,  ( if  that’s  the  case,  I  bestow  you  my  steed  rather 
than  this  brave  fellow  should  die :  so  you  may  go  when 
you  please :  only  remember  to  call  and  see  me  betimes, 
that  we  may  know  each  other  well.’  They  promised  they 
would,  and  with  great  joy  they  set  off  for  the  King 
their  father’s  palace,  and  the  Black  Thief  along  with 
them.  The  wicked  Queen  was  standing  all  this  time 
on  the  tower,  and  hearing  the  bells  ringing  at  a  great 
distance  off,  knew  very  well  it  was  the  Princes  coming 
home,  and  the  steed  with  them,  and  through  spite  and 
vexation  precipitated  herself  from  the  tower  and  was 
shattered  to  pieces.  The  three  Princes  lived  happy  and 
well  during  their  father’s  reign,  always  keeping  the  Black 
Thief  along  with  them ;  but  how  they  did  after  the  old 
King’s  death  is  not  known.” 

Then  we  come  upon  a  story  that  exists  in  many  a 
European  language  —  of  the  man  cheating  Death;  then 
to  the  history  of  the  Apprentice  Thief,  who  of  course 
cheated  his  masters :  which,  too,  is  an  old  tale,  and  may 
have  been  told  very  likely  among  those  Phoenicians  who 
were  the  fathers  of  the  Hibernians,  for  whom  these  tales 
were  devised.  A  very  curious  tale  is  there  concerning 
Manus  O’Malaghan  and  the  Fairies :  —  “  In  the  parish  of 
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Alioghill  lived  Manus  O’Malaghan.  As  he  was  searching 
for  a  calf  that  had  strayed ,  he  heard  many  people  talking. 
Drawing  near,  he  distinctly  heard  them  repeating,  one 
after  the  other,  6  Get  me  a  horse,  get  me  a  horse  ’ ;  and 
‘  Get  me  a  horse,  too/  says  Manus.  Manus  was  instantly 
mounted  on  a  steed,  surrounded  with  a  vast  crowd,  who 
galloped  off,  taking  poor  Manus  with  them.  In  a  short 
time  they  suddenly  stopped  in  a  large  wide  street,  asking 
Manus  if  he  knew  where  he  was  ?  ‘  Faith/  says  he,  ‘  I  do 

not.’  ‘  You  are  in  Spain /  said  they.” 

Here  we  have  again  the  wild  mixture  of  the  positive  and 
the  fanciful.  The  chronicler  is  careful  to  tell  us  why 
Manus  went  out  searching  for  a  calf,  and  this  positiveness 
prodigiously  increases  the  reader’s  wonder  at  the  subse¬ 
quent  events.  And  the  question  and  answer  of  the  mys¬ 
terious  horseman  is  fine :  “  Don’t  you  know  where  you 
are  ?  In  Spain .”  A  vague  solution,  such  as  one  has  of 
occurrences  in  dreams  sometimes. 

The  history  of  Eobin  the  Blacksmith  is  full  of  these 
strange  flights  of  poetry.  He  is  followed  about  “by  a 
little  boy  in  a  green  jacket,”  who  performs  the  most 
wondrous  feats  of  the  blacksmith’s  art,  as  follows :  — 

“  Eobin  was  asked  to  do  something,  who  wisely  shifted 
it,  saying  he  would  be  very  sorry  not  to  give  the  honor 
of  the  first  trick  to  his  lordship’s  smith  —  at  which  the 
latter  was  called  forth  to  the  bellows.  When  the  fire 
was  well  kindled,  to  the  great  surprise  of  all  present,  he 
blew  a  great  shower  of  wheat  out  of  the  fire,  which  fell 
through  all  the  shop.  They  then  demanded  of  Eobin  to 
try  what  he  could  do.  ‘  Pho !  ’  said  Eobin,  as  if  he 
thought  nothing  of  what  was  done.  ‘  Come/  said  he  to 
the  boy,  (I  think  I  showed  you  something  like  that.’ 
The  boy  goes  then  to  the  bellows  and  blew  out  a  great  flock 
of  pigeons,  who  soon  devoured  all  the  grain  and  then 
disappeared. 

“  The  Dublin  smith,  sorely  vexed  that  such  a  boy  should 
outdo  him,  goes  a  second  time  to  the  bellows  and  blew  a 
fine  trout  out  of  the  hearth,  who  jumped  into  a  little  river 
that  was  running  by  the  shop-door  and  was  seen  no  more  at 
that  time. 

“  Eobin  then  said  to  the  boy,  ‘  Come,  you  must  bring  us 
yon  trout  back  again,  to  let  the  gentlemen  see  we  can  do 
something.’  Away  the  boy  goes  and  blew  a  large  otter  out 
of  the  hearth,  who  immediately  leaped  into  the  river  and 
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in  a  short  time  returned  with  the  trout  in  his  mouth,  and 
then  disappeared.  All  present  allowed  that  it  was  folly  to 
attempt  a  competition  any  further.” 

The  boy  in  the  green  jacket  was  one  “  of  a  kind  of  small 
beings  called  fairies”;  and  not  a  little  does  it  add  to  the 
charm  of  these  wild  tales  to  feel  as  one  reads  them  that 
the  writer  must  have  believed  in  his  heart  a  great  deal  of 
what  he  told.  You  see  the  tremor  as  it  were,  and  a  wild 
look  of  the  eyes,  as  the  story-teller  sits  in  his  nook  and 
recites,  and  peers  wistfully  round  lest  the  beings  he  talks 
of  be  really  at  hand. 

Let  us  give  a  couple  of  the  little  tales  entire.  They  are 
not  so  fanciful  as  those  before  mentioned,  but  of  the  comic 
sort,  and  suited  to  the  first  kind  of  capacity  mentioned  by 
the  author  in  his  preface. 

DONALD  AND  HIS  NEIGHBOKS. 

“  Hudden  and  Dudden  and  Donald  O’Neary  were  near 
neighbors  in  the  barony  of  Ballinconlig,  and  ploughed  with 
three  bullocks  ;  but  the  two  former,  envying  the  present 
prosperity  of  the  latter,  determined  to  kill  his  bullock  to 
prevent  his  farm  being  properly  cultivated  and  labored  — 
that,  going  back  in  the  world,  he  might  be  induced  to  sell 
his  lands,  which  they  meant  to  get  possession  of.  Poor 
Donald,  finding  his  bullock  killed,  immediately  skinned  it, 
and  throwing  the  skin  over  his  shoulder,  with  the  fleshy 
side  out,  set  off  to  the  next  town  with  it,  to  dispose  of  it 
to  the  best  advantage.  Going  along  the  road  a  magpie 
flew  on  the  top  of  the  hide,  and  began  picking  it,  chatter¬ 
ing  all  the  time.  This  bird  had  been  taught  to  speak 
and  imitate  the  human  voice,  and  Donald,  thinking  he 
understood  some  words  it  was  saying,  put  round  his  hand 
and  caught  hold  of  it.  Having  got  possession  of  it,  he  put  it 
under  his  great  coat,  and  so  went  on  to  the  town.  Having  sold 
the  hide,  he  went  into  an  inn  to  take  a  dram;  and,  following 
the  landlady  into  the  cellar,  he  gave  the  bird  a  squeeze, 
which  caused  it  to  chatter  some  broken  accents  that  sur¬ 
prised  her  very  much.  ‘What  is  that  I  hear ? ?  said  she  to 
Donald :  ‘  I  think  it  is  talk,  and  yet  I  do  not  understand/ 
‘Indeed/  said  Donald,  ‘it  is  a  bird  I  have  that  tells  me 
everything,  and  I  always  carry  it  with  me  to  know  when 
there  is  any  danger.  Faith/  says  he,  ‘it  says  you  have 
far  better  liquor  than  you  are  giving  me/  ‘  That  is 
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strange/  said  she,  going  to  another  cask  of  better  quality, 
and  asking  him  if  he  would  sell  the  bird.  ‘I  will/  said 
Donald,  ‘  if  I  get  enough  for  it/  1 1  will  fill  your  hat  with 
silver  if  you  will  leave  it  with  me/  Donald  was  glad  to 
hear  the  news,  and,  taking  the  silver,  set  off,  rejoicing  at 
his  good  luck.  He  had  not  been  long  home  when  he  met 
with  Hudden  and  Dudden.  *  Ha ! J  said  he,  *  you  thought 
you  did  me  a  bad  turn,  but  you  could  not  have  done 
me  a  better :  for  look  here  what  I  have  got  for  the  hide/ 
showing  them  the  hatful  of  silver.  ‘  You  never  saw  such 
a  demand  for  hides  in  your  life  as  there  is  at  present/ 
Hudden  and  Dudden  that  very  night  killed  their  bullocks, 
and  set  out  the  next  morning  to  sell  their  hides.  On 
coming  to  the  place  they  went  to  all  the  merchants, 
but  could  only  get  a  trifle  for  them.  At  last  they  had 
to  take  what  they  could  get,  and  came  home  in  a  great 
rage  and  vowing  revenge  on  poor  Donald.  He  had  a 
pretty  good  guess  how  matters  would  turn  out,  and  his 
bed  being  under  the  kitchen-window,  he  was  afraid  they 
would  rob  him,  or  perhaps  kill  him  when  asleep ;  and 
on  that  account,  when  he  was  going  to  bed,  he  left  his  old 
mother  in  his  bed,  and  lay  down  in  her  place  which  was  in 
the  other  side  of  the  house,  and  they,  taking  the  old  woman 
for  Donald,  choked  her  in  the  bed;  but  he  making  some 
noise,  they  had  to  retreat  and  leave  the  money  behind 
them,  which  grieved  them  very  much.  However,  by  day¬ 
break,  Donald  got  his  mother  on  his  back,  and  carried  her 
to  town.  Stopping  at  a  well,  he  fixed  his  mother  with  her 
staff  as  if  she  was  stooping  for  a  drink,  and  then  went  into 
a  public-house  convenient  and  called  for  a  dram.  ‘  I  wish/ 
said  he  to  a  woman  that  stood  near  him,  ‘  you  would  tell 
my  mother  to  come  in.  She  is  at  yon  well  trying  to  get  a 
drink,  and  she  is  hard  in  hearing  :  if  she  does  not  observe 
you,  give  her  a  little  shake,  and  tell  her  that  I  want  her/ 
The  woman  called  her  several  times,  but  she  seemed  to 
take  no  notice :  at  length  she  went  to  her  and  shook  her 
by  the  arm;  but  when  she  let  go  again,  she  tumbled  on 
her  head  into  the  well,  and,  as  the  woman  thought,  was 
drowned.  She,  in  great  fear  and  surprise  at  the  accident, 
told  Donald  what  had  happened.  ‘O  mercy/  said  he, 
‘  what  is  this  ? 9  He  ran  and  pulled  her  out  of  the  well, 
weeping  and  lamenting  all  the  time,  and  acting  in  such  a 
manner  that  you  would  imagine  that  he  had  lost  his 
senses.  The  woman,  on  the  other  hand,  was  far  worse 
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I  than  Donald :  for  his  grief  was  only  feigned,  but  she 

imagined  herself  to  be  the  cause  of  the  old  woman’s 
death.  The  inhabitants  of  the  town,  hearing  what  had 
happened,  agreed  to  make  Donald  up  a  good  sum  of  money 
for  his  loss,  as  the  accident  happened  in  their  place ; 
and  Donald  brought  a  greater  sum  home  with  him  than  he 
got  for  the  magpie.  They  buried  Donald’s  mother ;  and 
as  soon  as  he  saw  Hudden  and  Dudden  he  showed 
them  the  last  purse  of  money  he  had  got.  ‘You  thought 
to  kill  me  last  night,’  said  he;  ‘but  it  was  good  for  me 
it  happened  on  my  mother,  for  I  got  all  that  purse  for  her 
to  make  gunpowder.’ 

“That  very  night  Hudden  and  Dudden  killed  their 
mothers,  and  the  next  morning  set  off  with  them  to  town. 
On  coming  to  the  town  with  their  burden  on  their  backs, 
they  went  up  and  down  crying,  ‘Who  will  buy  old  wives 
for  gunpowder  ?  ’  so  that  every  one  laughed  at  them,  and  the 
boys  at  last  clodded  them  out  of  the  place.  They  then  saw 
the  cheat,  and  vowing  revenge  on'  Donald,  buried  the  old 
women  and  set  off  in  pursuit  of  him.  Coming  to  his  house, 
they  found  him  sitting  at  his  breakfast,  and,  seizing  him, 
put  him  in  a  sack  and  went  to  drown  him  in  a  river  at  some 
distance.  As  they  were  going  along  the  highway  they 
raised  a  hare,  which  they  saw  had  but  three  feet,  and,  throw¬ 
ing  off  the  sack,  ran  after  her,  thinking  by  appearance 
she  would  be  easily  taken.  In  their  absence  there  came  a 
drover  that  way,  and  hearing  Donald  singing  in  the  sack, 
wondered  greatly  what  could  be  the  matter.  ‘  What  is  the 
reason,’  said  he,  ‘  that  you  are  singing,  and  you  confined  ?  ’ 
‘  Oh,  I  am  going  to  heaven,’  said  Donald  :  ‘  and  in  a  short 
time  I  expect  to  be  free  from  trouble.’  ‘  Oh,  dear,’  said  the 
drover,  ‘  what  will  I  give  you  if  you  let  me  to  your  place  ?  ’ 
‘  Indeed  I  do  not  know,’  said  he  :  ‘  it  would  take  a  good 
sum.’  ‘  I  have  not  much  money,’  said  the  drover  ;  ‘  but  I 
have  twenty  head  of  fine  cattle,  which  I  will  give  you  to 
exchange  places  with  me.’  ‘Well,  well,’  says  Donald,  ‘I 
don’t  care  if  I  should :  loose  the  sack  and  I  will  come  out.’ 
In  a  moment  the  drover  liberated  him,  and  went  into  the 
sack  himself :  and  Donald  drove  home  the  fine  heifers  and 
left  them  in  his  pasture. 

“  Hudden  and  Dudden  having  caught  the  hare,  returned, 
and  getting  the  sack  on  one  of  their  backs,  carried  Donald,  as 
they  thought,  to  the  river,  and  threw  him  in,  where  he  imme¬ 
diately  sank.  They  then  marched  home,  intending  to  take 
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immediate  possession  of  Donald’s  property  ;  but  bow  great 
was  tbeir  surprise,  when  they  found  him  safe  at  home  before 
them,  with  such  a  fine  herd  of  cattle,  whereas  they  knew 
he  had  none  before  !  ‘  Donald,’  said  they,  ‘  what  is  all  this  ? 

We  thought  you  were  drowned,  and  yet  you  are  here  before 
us  !  ’  ‘  Ah !  ’  said  he,  ‘  if  I  had  but  help  along  with  me 

when  you  threw  me  in,  it  would  have  been  the  best  job 
ever  I  met  with ;  for  of  all  the  sight  of  cattle  and  gold  that 
ever  was  seen,  is  there,  and  no  one  to  own  them  ;  but  I  was 
not  able  to  manage  more  than  what  you  see,  and  I  could 
show  you  the  spot  where  you  might  get  hundreds.’  They 
both  swore  they  would  be  his  friends,  and  Donald  accord* 
ingly  led  them  to  a  very  deep  part  of  the  river,  and  lifting 
up  a  stone,  ‘Now,’  said  he,  ‘watch  this,’  throwing  it  into 
the  stream.  ‘  There  is  the  very  place,  and  go  in,  one  of 
you,  first,  and  if  you  want  help  you  have  nothing  to  do  but 
call.’  Hudden  jumping  in,  and  sinking  to  the  bottom,  rose 
up  again,  and  making  a  bubbling  noise  as  those  do  that  are 
drowning,  seemed  trying  to  speak  but  could  not.  ‘What  is 
that  he  is  saying  now  ?  ’  says  Dudden.  ‘  Faith,’  says 
Donald,  ‘  he  is  calling  for  help  —  don’t  you  hear  him  ? 
Stand  about,’  continued  he,  running  back,  ‘  till  I  leap  in.  I 
know  how  to  do  better  than  any  of  you.’  Dudden,  to  have 
the  advantage  of  him,  jumped  in  off  the  bank,  and  was 
drowned  along  with  Hudden.  And  this  was  the  end  of 
Hudden  and  Dudden.” 

THE  SPAEMAN. 

“A  poor  man  in  the  north  of  Ireland  was  under  the 
necessity  of  selling  his  cow  to  help  to  support  his  family. 
Having  sold  his  cow,  he  went  into  an  inn  and  called  for 
some  liquor.  Having  drunk  pretty  heartily,  he  fell  asleep, 
and  when  he  awoke  he  found  he  had  been  robbed  of  his  money. 
Poor  Eoger  was  at  a  loss  to  know  how  to  act ;  and,  as  is 
often  the  case,  when  the  landlord  found  that  his  money  was 
gone,  he  turned  him  out  of  doors.  The  night  was  extremely 
dark,  and  the  poor  man  was  compelled  to  take  up  his  lodg¬ 
ing  in  an  old  uninhabited  house  at  the  end  of  the  town. 

“Eoger  had  not  remained  long  here  until  he  was  sur¬ 
prised  by  the  noise  of  three  men,  whom  he  observed  making 
a  hole,  and,  having  deposited  something  therein,  closing  it 
carefully  up  again  and  then  going  away.  The  next  morning, 
as  Eoger  was  walking  towards  the  town,  he  heard  that  a 
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cloth-shop  had  been  robbed  to  a  great  amount,  and  that  a 
reward  of  thirty  pounds  was  offered  to  any  person  who  could 
discover  the  thieves.  This  was  joyful  news  to  Roger,  who 
recollected  what  he  had  been  witness  to  the  night  before. 
He  accordingly  went  to  the  shop  and  told  the  gentlemen 
that  for  the  reward  he  would  recover  the  goods,  and  secure 
the  robbers,  provided  he  got  six  stout  men  to  attend  him. 
All  which  was  thankfully  granted  him. 

“At  night  Roger  and  his  men  concealed  themselves  in 
the  old  house,  and  in  a  short  time  after  the  robbers  came  to 
the  spot  for  the  purpose  of  removing  their  booty  ;  but  they 
were  instantly  seized  and  carried  into  the  town  prisoners, 
with  the  goods.  Roger  received  the  reward  and  returned 
home,  well  satisfied  with  his  good  luck.  Not  many  days 
after,  it  was  noised  over  the  country  that  this  robbery  was 
discovered  by  the  help  of  one  of  the  best  Spaemen  to  be 
found  —  insomuch  that  it  reached  the  ears  of  a  worthy  gen¬ 
tleman  of  the  county  of  Derry,  who  made  strict  inquiry  to 
find  him  out.  Having  at  length  discovered  his  abode,  he 
sent  for  Roger,  and  told  him  he  was  every  day  losing  some 
valuable  article,  and  as  he  was  famed  for  discovering  lost 
things,  if  he  could  find  out  the  same,  he  should  be  hand¬ 
somely  rewarded.  Poor  Roger  was  put  to  a  stand,  not 
knowing  what  answer  to  make,  as  he  had  not  the  smallest 
knowledge  of  the  like.  But  recovering  himself  a  little,  he 
resolved  to  humor  the  joke  ;  and,  thinking  he  would  make 
a  good  dinner  and  some  drink  of  it,  told  the  gentleman  he 
would  try  what  he  could  do,  but  that  he  must  have  a  room 
to  himself  for  three  hours,  during  which  time  he  must  have 
three  bottles  of  strong  ale  and  his  dinner.  All  of  which 
the  gentleman  told  him  he  should  have.  No  sooner  was  it 
made  known  that  the  Spaeman  was  in  the  house  than  the 
servants  were  all  in  confusion,  wishing  to  know  what  would 
be  said. 

“As  soon  as  Roger  had  taken  his  dinner,  he  was  shown 
into  an  elegant  room,  where  the  gentleman  sent  him  a  quart 
of  ale  by  the  butler.  No  sooner  had  he  set  down  the  ale 
than  Roger  said,  ‘ There  comes  one  of  them’  (intimating 
the  bargain  he  had  made  with  the  gentleman  for  the  three 
quarts),  which  the  butler  took  in  a  wrong  light  and  imagined 
it  was  himself.  He  went  away  in  great  confusion,  and  told 
his  wife.  ‘  Poor  fool/  said  she,  ‘  the  fear  makes  you  think 
it  is  you  he  means  ;  but  I  will  attend  in  your  place,  and 
hear  what  he  will  say  to  me.’  Accordingly  she  carried  the 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


201 


second  quart :  but  no  sooner  had  she  opened  the  door  than 
Roger  cried,  ‘  There  comes  two  of  them.’  The  woman,  no 
less  surprised  than  her  husband,  told  him  the  Spaeman 
knew  her  too.  ‘  And  what  will  we  do  ?  ’  said  he.  ‘  We  will 
be  hanged.’  ‘  I  will  tell  you  what  we  must  do,’  said  she  : 
‘  we  must  send  the  groom  the  next  time  ;  and  if  he  is  known, 
we  must  offer  him  a  good  sum  not  to  discover  on  us.’  The 
butler  went  to  William  and  told  him  the  whole  story,  and 
that  he  must  go  next  to  see  what  the  Spaeman  would  say  to 
him,  telling  him  at  the  same  time  what  to  do  in  case  he  was 
known  also.  When  the  hour  was  expired,  William  was  sent 
with  the  third  quart  of  ale  —  which  when  Roger  observed, 
he  cried  out,  1  There  is  the  third  and  last  of  them!’  At 
which  the  groom  changed  color,  and  told  him  ‘that  if  he 
would  not  discover  on  them,  they  would  show  him  where 
the  goods  were  all  concealed  and  give  him  five  pounds 
besides.’  Roger,  not  a  little  surprised  at  the  discovery  he 
had  made,  told  him,  ‘  if  he  recovered  the  goods,  he  would 
follow  them  no  further.’ 

“  By  this  time  the  gentleman  called  Roger  to  know  how 
he  had  succeeded.  He  told  him  ‘he  could  find  the  goods, 
but  that  the  thief  was  gone.’  ‘I  will  be  well  satisfied,’ 
said  he,  ‘  with  the  goods,  for  some  of  them  are  very  valua¬ 
ble.’  ‘  Let  the  butler  come  along  with  me,  and  the  whole 
shall  be  recovered.’  Roger  was  accordingly  conducted  to 
the  back  of  the  stables,  where  the  articles  were  concealed, 
—  such  as  silver  cups,  spoons,  bowls,  knives,  forks,  and  a 
variety  of  other  articles  of  great  value. 

“When  the  supposed  Spaeman  brought  back  the  stolen 
goods,  the  gentleman  was  so  highly  pleased  with  Roger  that 
he  insisted  on  his  remaining  with  him  always,  as  he  sup¬ 
posed  he  would  be  perfectly  safe  as  long  as  he  was  about 
his  house.  Roger  gladly  embraced  the  offer,  and  in  a 
few  days  took  possession  of  a  piece  of  land  which  the  gen¬ 
tleman  had  given  to  him  in  consideration  of  his  great  abili¬ 
ties. 

“  Some  time  after  this  the  gentleman  was  relating  to  a 
large  company  the  discovery  Roger  had  made,  and  that  he 
could  tell  anything.  One  of  the  gentlemen  said  he  would 
dress  a  dish  of  meat,  and  bet  fifty  pounds  that  he  could  not 
tell  what  was  in  it,  though  he  would  allow  him  to  taste  it. 
The  bet  being  taken  and  the  dish  dressed,  the  gentleman 
sent  for  Roger  and  told  him  the  bet  that  was  depending  on 
him.  Poor  Roger  did  not  know  what  to  do  ;  but  at  last  he 
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consented  to  the  trial.  The  dish  being  produced,  he  tasted  it, 
but  could  not  tell  what  it  was.  At  last,  seeing  he  was  fairly 
beat,  he  said,  ‘  Gentlemen,  it  is  folly  to  talk :  the  fox  may 
run  a  while,  but  he  is  caught  at  last/  —  allowing  with  him¬ 
self  that  he  was  found  out.  The  gentleman  that  had  made 
the  bet  then  confessed  that  it  was  a  fox  he  had  dressed  in 
the  dish :  at  which  they  all  shouted  out  in  favor  of  the 
Spaemen,  —  particularly  his  master,  who  had  more  confi¬ 
dence  in  him  than  ever. 

“  Roger  then  went  home,  and  so  famous  did  he  become, 
that  no  one  dared  take  anything  but  what  belonged  to  them, 
fearing  that  the  Spaeman  would  discover  on  them.” 

And  so  we  shut  up  the  Hedge-school  Library,  and  close 
the  Galway  Nights’  Entertainments.  They  are  not  quite  so 
genteel  as  Almack’s  to  be  sure  ;  but  many  a  lady  who  has 
her  opera-box  in  London  has  listened  to  a  piper  in  Ireland. 

Apropos  of  pipers,  here  is  a  young 
one  that  I  caught  and  copied  to-day. 
He  was  paddling  in  the  mud,  shining 
in  the  sun  careless  of  his  rays,  and 
playing  his  little  tin  music  as  happy  as 
Mr.  Cooke  with  his  oboe. 

Perhaps  the  above  verses  and  tales 
are  not  unlike  my  little  Galway  musi¬ 
cian.  They  are  grotesque  and  rugged ; 
but  they  are  pretty  and  innocent  heart¬ 
ed  too ;  and  as  such,  polite  persons  may 
deign  to  look  at  them  for  once  in  a  way.  While  we  have 
Signor  Costa  in  a  white  neck-cloth  ordering  opera-bands  to 
play  for  us  the  music  of  Donizetti,  which  is  not  only  sub¬ 
lime  but  genteel,  of  course  such  poor  little  operatives  as  he 
who  plays  the  wind  instrument  yonder  cannot  expect  to  be 
heard  often.  But  is  not  this  Galway  ?  and  how  far  is  Gal¬ 
way  from  the  Haymarket  ? 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


FROM  GALWAY  TO  B  ALLIN  AHINCH. 

HE  Clifden  car,  which 
carries  the  Dublin  letters 
into  the  heart  of  Conne¬ 
mara,  conducts  the  pas¬ 
senger  over  one  of  the 
most  wild  and  beautiful 
districts  that  it  is  ever 
the  fortune  of  a  traveller 
to  examine  ;  and  I  could 
not  help  thinking,  as  we 
passed  through  it,  at  how 
much  pains  and  expense 
honest  English  cockneys 
are  to  go  and  look  after 
natural  beauties  far  in¬ 
ferior,  in  countries 
which,  though  more  distant,  are  not  a  whit  more  strange 
than  this  one.  Xo  doubt,  ere  long,  when  people  know  how 
easy  the  task  is,  the  rush  of  London  tourism  will  come  this 
way  :  and  I  shall  be  very  happy  if  these  pages  shall  be  able 
to  awaken  in  one  bosom  beating  in  Tooley  Street  or  the 
Temple  the  desire  to  travel  towards  Ireland  next  year. 

After  leaving  the  quaint  old  town  behind  us,  and  ascend¬ 
ing  one  or  two  small  eminences  to  the  north-westward,  the 
traveller,  from  the  car,  gets  a  view  of  the  wide  sheet  of 
Lough  Corrib  shining  in  the  sun,  as  we  saw  it,  with  its  low 
dark  banks  stretching  round  it.  If  the  view  is  gloomy,  at 
least  it  is  characteristic:  nor  are  we  delayed  by  it  very 
long ;  for  though  the  lake  stretches  northwards  into  the 
very  midst  of  the  Joyce  country  (and  is  there  in  the  close 
neighborhood  of  another  huge  lake,  Lough  Mask,  which 
again  is  near  to  another  sheet  of  water),  yet  from  this  road 
henceforth,  after  keeping  company  with  it  for  some  five 
miles,  we  only  get  occasional  views  of  it,  passing  over  hills 
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and  through,  trees,  by  many  rivers  and  smaller  lakes,  which 
are  dependent  upon  that  of  Corrib.  Gentlemens’  seats,  on 
the  road  from  Galway  to  Moycullen,  are  scattered  in  great 
profusion.  Perhaps  there  is  grass  growing  on  the  gravel- 
walk,  and  the  iron  gates  of  the  tumble-down  old  lodges  are 
rather  rickety  ;  but,  for  all  that,  the  places  look  comforta¬ 
ble,  hospitable,  and  spacious.  As  for  the  shabbiness  and 
want  of  finish  here  and  there,  the  English  eye  grows  quite 
accustomed  to  it  in  a  month :  and  I  find  the  bad  condition 
of  the  Galway  houses  by  no  means  so  painful  as  that  of  the 
places  near  Dublin.  At  some  of  the  lodges,  as  we  pass,  the 
mail-carman,  with  a  warning  shout,  flings  a  bag  of  letters. 
I  saw  a  little  party  looking  at  one  which  lay  there  in  the 
road  crying,  “  Come,  take  me  !  ”  but  nobody  cares  to  steal  a 
bag  of  letters  in  this  country,  I  suppose,  and  the  car-man 
drove  on  without  any  alarm.  Two  days  afterwards  a  gen¬ 
tleman  with  whom  I  was  in  company  left  on  a  rock  his 
book  of  fishing-flies  ;  and  I  can  assure  you  there  was  a  very 
different  feeling  expressed  about  the  safety  of  that. 

In  the  first  part  of  the  journey,  the  neighborhood  of  the 
road  seemed  to  be  as  populous  as  in  other  parts  of  the  coun¬ 
try  :  troops  of  red-petticoated  peasantry  peering  from  their 
stone-cabins  ;  yelling  children  following  the  car,  and  crying, 
“  Lash,  lash !  ”  It  was  Sunday,  and  you  would  see  many  a 
white  chapel  among  the  green  bare  plains  to  the  right  of 
the  road,  the  court-yard  blackened  with  a  swarm  of  cloaks. 
The  service  seems  to  continue  (on  the  part  of  the  people) 
all  day.  Troops  of  people  issuing  from  the  chapel  met  us 
at  Moycullen ;  and  ten  miles  further  on,  at  Oughterard, 
their  devotions  did  not  yet  seem  to  be  concluded. 

A  more  beautiful  village  can  scarcely  be  seen  than  this. 
It  stands  upon  Lough  Corrib,  the  banks  of  which  are  here, 
for  once  at  least,  picturesque  and  romantic  :  and  a  pretty 
river,  the  Eeogh,  comes  rushing  over  rocks  and  by  woods 
until  it  passes  the  town  and  meets  the  lake.  Some  pretty 
buildings  in  the  village  stand  on  each  bank  of  this  stream  : 
a  Roman  Catholic  chapel  with  a  curate’s  neat  lodge  ;  a  lit¬ 
tle  church  on  one  side  of  it,  a  fine  court-house  of  gray  stone 
on  the  other.  And  here  it  is  that  we  get  into  the  famous 
district  of  Connemara,  so  celebrated  in  Irish  stories,  so  mys¬ 
terious  to  the  London  tourist.  “  It  presents  itself,”  says 
the  Guide-book,  “  under  every  possible  combination  of 
healthy  moor,  bog,  lake,  and  mountain.  Extensive  mossy 
plains  and  wild  pastoral  valleys  lie  embosomed  among  the 
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mountains,  and  support  numerous  herds  of  cattle  and  horses, 
for  which  the  district  has  been  long  celebrated.  These  wild 
solitudes,  which  occupy  by  far  the  greater  part  of  the  cen¬ 
tre  of  the  country,  are  held  by  a  hardy  and  ancient  race  of 
grazing  farmers,  who  live  in  a  very  primitive  state,  and, 
generally  speaking,  till  little  beyond  what  supplies  their 
immediate  wants.  For  the  first  ten  miles  the  country  is 
comparatively  open  ;  and  the  mountains  on  the  left,  which 
are  not  of  great  elevation,  can  be  distinctly  traced  as  they 
rise  along  the  edge  of  the  healthy  plain. 

“Our  road  continues  along  the  Feogh  river,  which  ex¬ 
pands  itself  into  several  considerable  lakes,  and  at  five 
miles  from  Oughterard  we  reach  Lough  Bofin,  which  the 
road  also  skirts.  Passing  in  succession  Lough-a-Preaghan, 
the  lakes  of  Anderran  and  Shindella,  at  ten  miles  from 
Oughterard  we  reach  Slyme  and  Lynn’s  Inn,  or  Half-Way 
House,  which  is  near  the  shore  of  Loughonard.  Now,  as 
we  advance  towards  the  group  of  Binabola,  or  the  Twelve 
Pins,  the  most  gigantic  scenery  is  displayed.” 

But  the  best  guide-book  that  ever  was  written  cannot  set 
the  view  before  the  mind’s  eye  of  the  reader,  and  I  won’t 
attempt  to  pile  up  big  words  in  place  of  these  wild  moun¬ 
tains,  over  which  the  clouds  as  they  passed,  or  the  sunshine 
as  it  went  and  came,  cast  every  variety  of  tint,  light,  and 
shadow ;  nor  can  it  be  expected  that  long,  level  sentences, 
however  smooth  and  shining,  can  be  made  to  pass  as  repre¬ 
sentations  of  those  calm  lakes  by  which  we  took  our  way. 
All  one  can  do  is  to  lay  down  the  pen  and  ruminate,  and 
cry,  “  Beautiful !  ”  once  more ;  and  to  the  reader  say, 
“  Come  and  see  !  ” 

Wild  and  wide  as  the  prospect  around  us  is,  it  has  some¬ 
how  a  kindly,  friendly  look;  differing  in  this  from  the 
fierce  loneliness  of  some  similar  scenes  in  Wales  that  I 
have  viewed.  Ragged  women  and  children  come  out  of 
rude  stone-huts  to  see  the  car  as  it  passes.  But  it  is  impos¬ 
sible  for  the  pencil  to  give  due  raggedness  to  the  rags,  or 
to  convey  a  certain  picturesque  mellowness  of  color  that 
the  garments  assume.  The  sexes,  with  regard  to  raiment, 
do  not  seem  to  be  particular.  There  were  many  boys  on 
the  road  in  the  national  red  petticoat,  having  no  other  cov¬ 
ering  for  their  lean  brown  legs.  As  for  shoes,  the  women 
eschew  them  almost  entirely  ;  and  I  saw  a  peasant  trudg¬ 
ing  from  mass  in  a  handsome  scarlet  cloak,  a  fine  blue-cloth 
gown,  turned  up  to  show  a  new  lining  of  the  same  color, 
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and  a  petticoat  quite  white  and  neat  —  in  a  dress  of  which 
the  cost  must  have  been  at  least  101.  ;  and  her  husband 
walked  in  front  carrying  her  shoes  and  stockings. 

The  road  had  conducted  us  for  miles  through  the  vast 
property  of  the  gentleman  to  whose  house  I  was  bound,  Mr. 
Martin,  the  Member  for  the  county  ;  and  the  last  and  pret¬ 
tiest  part  of  the  journey  was  round  the  Lake  of  Ballina- 
hinch,  with  tall  mountains  rising  immediately  above  us  on 
the  right,  pleasant  woody  hills  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
lake,  with  the  roofs  of  the  houses  rising  above  the  trees ; 
and  in  an  island  in  the  midst  of  the  water  a  ruined  old  cas¬ 
tle  cast  a  long  white  reflection  into  the  blue  waters  where 
it  lay.  A  land-pirate  used  to  live  in  that  castle,  one  of  the 
peasants  told  me,  in  the  time  of  “  Oliver  Cromwell.”  And 
a  fine  fastness  it  was  for  a  robber,  truly ;  for  there  was  no 
road  through  these  wild  countries  in  his  time  —  nay,  only 
thirty  years  since,  this  lake  was  at  three  days’  distance  of 
Galway.  Then  comes  the  question,  What,  in  a  country 
where  there  were  no  roads  and  no  travellers,  and  where  the 
inhabitants  have  been  wretchedly  poor  from  time  imme¬ 
morial,  —  what  was  there  for  the  land-pirate  to  rob  ?  But 
let  us  not  be  too  curious  about  times  so  early  as  those  of 
Oliver  Cromwell.  I  have  heard  the  name  many  times  from 
the  Irish  peasant,  who  still  has  an  awe  of  the  grim,  reso¬ 
lute  Protector. 

The  builder  of  Ballinahinch  House  has  placed  it  to  com¬ 
mand  a  view  of  a  pretty  melancholy  river  that  runs  by  it, 
through  many  green  flats  and  picturesque  rocky  grounds ; 
but  from  the  lake  it  is  scarcely  visible.  And  so,  in  like 
manner,  I  fear  it  must  remain  invisible  to  the  reader  too, 
with  all  its  kind  inmates,  and  frank,  cordial  hospitality ; 
unless  he  may  take  a  fancy  to  visit  Galway  himself,  when, 
as  I  can  vouch,  a  very  small  pretext  will  make  him  enjoy 
both. 

It  will,  however,  be  only  a  small  breach  of  confidence  to 
say  that  the  major-domo  of  the  establishment  (who  has 
adopted  accurately  the  voice  and  manner  of  his  master,  with 
a  severe  dignity  of  his  own  which  is  quite  original)  ordered 
me  on  going  to  bed  “  not  to  move  in  the  morning  till  he 
called  me,”  at  the  same  time  expressing  a  hearty  hope  that 
I  should  “  want  nothing  more  that  evening.”  Who  would 
dare,  after  such  peremptory  orders,  not  to  fall  asleep  imme¬ 
diately,  and  in  this  way  disturb  the  repose  of  Mr.  J — n 
M-ll-y? 
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There  may  be  many  comparisons  drawn  between  English 
and  Irish  gentlemen’s  houses ;  but  perhaps  the  most  strik¬ 
ing  point  of  difference  between  the  two  is  the  immense 
following  of  the  Irish  house,  such  as  would  make  an  Eng¬ 
lish  housekeeper  crazy  almost.  Three  comfortable,  well- 
clothed,  good-humored  fellows  walked  down  with  me  from 
the  car,  persisting  in  carrying  one  a  bag,  another  a  sketch¬ 
ing-stool,  and  so  on.  Walking  about  the  premises  in  the 
morning,  sundry  others  were  visible  in  the  court-yard  and 
near  the  kitchen-door.  In  the  grounds  a  gentleman,  by 
name  Mr.  Marcus  C-rr,  began  discoursing  to  me  regarding 
the  place,  the  planting,  the  fish,  the  grouse,  and  the  Master; 
being  himself,  doubtless,  one  of  the  irregulars  of  the 
house.  As  for  maids,  there  were  half  a  score  of  them 
skurrying  about  the  house ;  and  I  am  not  ashamed  to 
confess  that  some  of  them  were  exceedingly  good-looking. 
And  if  I  might  venture  to  say  a  word  more,  it  would  be 
respecting  Connemara  breakfasts ;  but  this  would  be  an 
entire  and  flagrant  breach  of  confidence,  and,  to  be  sure,  the 
dinners  were  just  as  good. 

One  of  the  days  of  my  three  days’  visit  was  to  be  devoted 
to  the  lakes ;  and,  as  a  party  had  been  arranged  for  the 
second  day  after  my  arrival,  I  was  glad  to  take  advantage 
of  the  society  of  a  gentleman  staying  in  the  house,  and  ride 
with  him  to  the  neighboring  town  of  Clifden. 

The  ride  thither  from  Ballinahinch  is  surprisingly  beau¬ 
tiful  ;  and  as  you  ascend  the  high  ground  from  the  two  or 
three  rude  stone  huts  which  face  'the  entrance-gates  of  the 
house,  there  are  views  of  the  lakes  and  the  surrounding 
country  which  the  best  parts  of  Killarney  do  not  surpass,  I 
think;  although  the  Connemara  lakes  do  not  possess  the 
advantage  of  wood  which  belongs  to  the  famous  Kerry 
landscape. 

But  the  cultivation  of  the  country  is  only  in  its  infancy 
as  yet,  and  it  is  easy  to  see  how  vast  its  resources  are,  and 
what  capital  and  cultivation  may  do  for  it.  In  the  green 
patches  among  the  rocks,  and  on  the  mountain-sides,  where- 
ever  crops  were  grown,  they  flourished ;  plenty  of  natural 
wood  is  springing  up  in  various  places  ;  and  there  is  no 
end  to  what  the  planter  may  do,  and  to  what  time  and  care 
may  effect.  The  carriage-road  to  Clifden  is  but  ten  years 
old:  as  it  has  brought  the  means  of  communication  into 
the  country,  the  commerce  will  doubtless  follow  it ;  and  in 
fact,  in  going  through  the  whole  kingdom,  one  can’t  but  be 
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struck  with  the  idea  that  not  one  hundredth  part  of  its 
capabilities  are  yet  brought  into  action,  or  even  known 
perhaps,  and  that,  by  the  easy  and  certain  progress  of  time, 
Ireland  will  be  poor  Ireland  no  longer. 

For  instance,  we  rode  by  a  vast  green  plain,  skirting  a 
lake  and  river,  which  is  now  useless  almost  for  pasture, 
and  which  a  little  draining  will  convert  into  thousands  of 
acres  of  rich  productive  land.  Streams  and  falls  of  water 
dash  by  everywhere  —  they  have  only  to  utilize  this  water¬ 
power  for  mills  and  factories  —  and  hard  by  are  some  of 
the  finest  bays  in  the  world,  where  ships  can  deliver  and 
receive  foreign  and  home  produce.  At  Roundstone  espec¬ 
ially,  where  a  little  town  has  been  erected,  the  bay  is  said 
to  be  unexampled  for  size,  depth,  and  shelter;  and  the 
Government  is  now,  through  the  rocks  and  hills  on  their 
wild  shore,  cutting  a  coast-road  to  Bunown,  the  most 
westerly  part  of  Connemara,  whence  there  is  another  good 
road  to  Clifden.  Among  the  charges  which  the  “Re¬ 
pealers”  bring  against  the  Union,  they  should  include  at 
least  this :  they  would  never  have  had  these  roads  but  for 
the  Union:  roads  which  are  as  much  at  the  charge  of  the 
London  tax-payer  as  of  the  most  ill-used  Milesian  in  Con¬ 
naught. 

A  string  of  small  lakes  follow  the  road  to  Clifden,  with 
mountains  on  the  right  of  the  traveller  for  the  chief  part 
of  the  way.  A  few  figures  at  work  in  the  bog-lands,  a  red 
petticoat  passing  here  and  there,  a  goat  or  two  browsing 
among  the  stones,  or  a  troop  of  ragged  whity-brown  chil¬ 
dren  who  came  out  to  gaze  at  the  car,  form  the  chief 
society  on  the  road.  The  first  house  at  the  entrance  to 
Clifden  is  a  gigantic  poor-house  —  tall,  large,  ugly,  com¬ 
fortable  ;  it  commands  the  town,  and  looks  almost  as  big  as 
every  one  of  the  houses  therein.  The  town  itself  is  but  of 
a  few  years’  date,  and  seems  to  thrive  in  its  small  way. 
Clifden  Castle  is  a  fine  chateau  in  the  neighborhood,  and 
belongs  to  another  owner  of  immense  lands  in  Galway — * 
Mr.  D’Arcy. 

Here  a  drive  was  proposed  along  the  coast  to  Bunown, 
and  I  was  glad  to  see  some  more  of  the  country,  and  its 
character.  Nothing  can  be  wilder.  We  passed  little  lake 
after  lake,  lying  a  few  furlongs  inwards  from  the  shore. 
There  were  rocks  everywhere,  some  patches  of  cultivated 
land  here  and  there,  nor  was  there  any  want  of  inhabitants 
along  this  savage  coast.  There  were  numerous  cottages,  if 
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cottages  they  may  be  called,  and  women,  and  above  all, 
children  in  plenty.  Here  is  one  of  the  former  —  her  atti¬ 
tude  as  she  stood  gazing  at  the  car.  To  depict  the  multi¬ 
plicity  of  her  rags  would  require  a  month’s  study. 

At  length  we  came  in  sight  of  a  half-built  edifice  which 
is  approached  by  a  rocky,  dismal,  gray  road,  guarded  by 
two  or  three  broken  gates,  against  which  rocks  and  stones 
were  piled,  which  had  to  be  removed  to  give  an  entrance  to 
our  car.  The  gates  were  closed  so  laboriously,  I  presume, 
to  prevent  the  egress  of  a  single  black  consumptive  pig,  far 


gone  in  the  family-way  —  a  teeming  skeleton  —  that  was 
cropping  the  thin,  dry  grass  that  grew  upon  a  round  hill 
which  rises  behind  this  most  dismal  castle  of  Bunown. 

If  the  traveller  only  seeks  for  strange  sights,  this  place 
will  repay  his  curiosity.  Such  a  dismal  house  is  not  to  be 
seen  in  England:  or,  perhaps,  such  a  dismal  situation. 
The  sea  lies  before  and  behind ;  and  on  each  side,  likewise, 
are  rocks  and  copper-colored  meadows,  by  which  a  few 
trees  have  made  an  attempt  to  grow.  The  owner  of  the 
house  had,  however,  begun  to  add  to  it ;  and  there,  unfin¬ 
ished,  is  a  whole  apparatus  of  turrets,  and  staring  raw 
stone  and  mortar,  and  fresh  ruinous  carpenters’  work. 
And  then  the  court-yard !  —  tumbled-down  out-houses,  star¬ 
ing  empty  pointed  windows,  and  new-smeared  plaster  crack¬ 
ing  from  the  walls  —  a  black  heap  of  turf,  a  mouldy  pump, 
a  wretched  old  coal-scuttle,  emptily  sunning  itself  in  the 
VOL.  II.  — 14 
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midst  of  this  cheerful  scene !  There  was  an  old  Gorgon 
who  kept  the  place,  and  who  was  in  perfect  unison  with 
it :  Venus  herself  would  become  bearded,  blear-eyed,  and 
haggard,  if  left  to  be  the  housekeeper  of  this  dreary  place. 

In  the  house  was  a  comfortable  parlor,  inhabited  by  the 
priest,  who  has  the  painful  charge  of  the  district.  Here 
were  his  books  and  his  breviaries,  his  reading-desk  with 
the  cross  engraved  upon  it,  and  his  portrait  of  Daniel 
O’Connell  the  Liberator  to  grace  the  walls  of  his  lonely 
cell.  There  was  a  dead  crane  hanging  at  the  door  on  a 
gaff :  his  red  fish-like  eyes  were  staring  open,  and  his  eager 
grinning  bill.  A  rifle-ball  had  passed  through  his  body. 
And  this  was  doubtless  the  only  game  about  the  place; 
for  we  saw  the  sportsman  who  had  killed  the  bird  hunting 
vainly  up  the  round  hill  for  other  food  for  powder.  This 
gentleman  had  had  good  sport,  he  said,  shooting  seals  upon 
a  neighboring  island,  four  of  which  animals  he  had  slain. 

Mounting  up  the  round  hill,  we  had  a  view  of  the  Sline 
Lights  —  the  most  westerly  point  in  Ireland. 

Here  too  was  a  ruined  sort  of  summer-house,  dedicated 
“Deo  Hiberniae  Liberatori.”  When  these  lights  were 
put  up,  I  am  told  the  proprietor  of  Bunown  was  recom¬ 
mended  to  apply  for  compensation  to  Parliament,  inasmuch 
as  there  would  be  no  more  wrecks  on  the  coast :  from  which 
branch  of  commerce  the  inhabitants  of  the  district  used 
formerly  to  derive  a  considerable  profit.  Between  these 
Sline  Lights  and  America  nothing  lies  but  the  Atlantic. 
It  was  beautifully  blue  and  bright  on  this  day,  and  the  sky 
almost  cloudless ;  but  I  think  the  brightness  only  made  the 
scene  more  dismal,  it  being  of  that  order  of  beauties  which 
cannot  bear  the  full  light,  but  require  a  cloud  or  a  curtain 
to  set  them  off  to  advantage.  A  pretty  story  was  told  me 
by  the  gentleman  who  had  killed  the  seals.  The  place 
where  he  had  been  staying  for  sport  was  almost  as  lonely 
as  this  Bunown,  and  inhabited  by  a  priest  too  —  a  young, 
lively,  well-educated  man.  “When  I  came  here  first,”  the 
priest  said,  “  I  cried  for  two  days :  ”  but  afterwards  he  grew 
to  like  the  place  exceedingly,  his  whole  heart  being  directed 
towards  it,  his  chapel,  and  his  cure.  Who  would  not  honor 
such  missionaries  —  the  virtue  they  silently  practise,  and 
the  doctrines  they  preach  ?  After  hearing  that  story,  I 
think  Bunown  looked  not  quite  so  dismal,  as  it  is  inhabited, 
they  say,  by  such  another  character.  What  a  pity  it  is 
that  John  Tuam,  in  the  next  county  of  Mayo,  could  not 
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find  such  another  hermitage  to  learn  modesty  in,  and  forget 
his  G-raceship,  his  Lordship,  and  the  sham  titles  by  which 
he  sets  such  store. 

A  moon  as  round  and  bright  as  any  moon  that  ever 
shone,  and  riding  in  a  sky  perfectly  cloudless,  gave  us  a 
good  promise  of  a  fine  day  for  the  morrow,  which  was  to  be 
devoted  to  the  lakes  in  the  neighborhood  of  Ballinahinch  : 
one  of  which,  Lough  Ina,  is  said  to  be  of  exceeding  beauty. 
But  no  man  can  speculate  upon  Irish  weather.  I  have  seen 
a  day  beginning  with  torrents  of  rain  that  looked  as  if  a 
deluge  was  at  hand  clear  up  in  a  few  minutes,  without  any 
reason  and  against  the  prognostications  of  the  glass  and  all 
other  weather-prophets.  So  in  like  manner,  after  the 
astonishingly  fine  night,  there  came  a  villainous  dark  day : 
which,  however,  did  not  set  in  fairly  for  rain  until  we  were 
an  hour  on  our  journey,  with  a  couple  of  stout  boatman 
rowing  us  over  Ballinahinch  Lake.  Being,  however,  thus 
fairly  started,  the  water  began  to  come  down,  not  in 
torrents  certainly,  but  in  that  steady,  creeping,  insinuating 
mist  of  which  we  scarce  know  the  luxury  in  England ;  and 
which,  I  am  bound  to  say,  will  wet  a  man’s  jacket  as  satis¬ 
factorily  as  a  cataract  would  do. 

It  was  just  such  another  day  as  that  of  the  famous  stag- 
hunt  at  Killarney,  in  a  word ;  and  as,  in  the  first  instance, 
we  went  to  see  the  deer  killed,  and  saw  nothing  thereof,  so, 
in  the  second  case,  we  went  to  see  the  landscape,  with  pre¬ 
cisely  the  same  good  fortune.  The  mountains  covered 
their  modest  beauties  in  impenetrable  veils  of  clouds  ;  and 
the  only  consolation  to  the  boat’s  crew  was,  that  it  was  a 
remarkably  good  day  for  trout-fishing  —  which  amusement 
some  people  are  said  to  prefer  to  the  examination  of  land¬ 
scapes,  however  beautiful. 

0  you  who  laboriously  throw  flies  in  English  rivers,  and 
catch,  at  the  expiration  of  a  hard  day’s  walking,  casting, 
and  wading,  two  or  three  feeble  little  brown  trouts  of  two 
or  three  ounces  in  weight,  how  would  you  rejoice  to  have 
but  an  hour’s  sport  in  Derryclear  or  Ballinahinch ;  where 
you  have  but  to  cast,  and  lo  !  a  big  trout  springs  at  your  fly, 
and,  after  making  a  vain  struggling,  splashing,  and  plunging 
for  a  while,  is  infallibly  landed  in  the  net  and  thence  into 
the  boat.  The  single  rod  in  the  boat  caught  enough  fish  in 
an  hour  to  feast  the  crew,  consisting  of  five  persons,  and 
the  family  of  a  herd  of  Mr.  Martin’s,  who  has  a  pretty  cot¬ 
tage  on  Derryclear  Lake,  inhabited  by  a  cow  and  its  calf, 
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a  score  of  fowls,  and  I  don’t  know  how  many  sons  and 
daughters. 

Having  caught  enough  trout  to  satisfy  any  moderate 
appetite,  like  true  sportsmen  the  gentlemen  on  board  our 
boat  became  eager  to  hook  a  salmon.  Had  they  hooked  a 
few  salmon,  no  doubt  they  would  have  trolled  for  whales, 
or  for  a  mermaid ;  one  of  which  finny  beauties  the  water¬ 
man  swore  he  had  seen  on  the  shore  of  Derryclear — he 
with  Jim  Mullen  being  above  on  a  rock,  the  mermaid  on 
the  shore  directly  beneath  them,  visible  to  the  middle,  and 
as  usual  “  racking  her  hair.”  It  was  fair  hair,  the  boatman 
said ;  and  he  appeared  as  convinced  of  the  existence  of  the 
mermaid  as  he  was  of  the  trout  just  landed  in  the  boat. 

In  regard  of  mermaids,  there  is  a  gentleman  living  near 
Killala  Bay,  whose  name  was  mentioned  to  me,  and  who  de¬ 
clares  solemnly  that  one  day,  shooting  on  the  sands  there, 
he  saw  a  mermaid,  and  determined  to  try  her  with  a  shot. 
So  he  drew  the  small  charge  from  his  gun  and  loaded  it 
with  ball  —  that  he  always  had  by  him  for  seal-shooting 
—  fired,  and  hit  the  mermaid  through  the  breast.  The 
screams  and  moans  of  the  creature  —  whose  person  he  de¬ 
scribes  most  accurately  —  were  the  most  horrible,  heart¬ 
rending  noises  that  he  ever,  he  said,  heard ;  and  not  only 
were  they  heard  by  him,  but  by  the  fishermen  along  the  coast, 

who  were  furiously  angry  against  Mr.  A - n,  because,  they 

said,  the  injury  done  to  the  mermaid  would  cause  her  to 
drive  all  the  fish  away  from  the  bay  for  years  to  come. 

But  we  did  not,  to  my  disappointment,  catch  a  glimpse  of 
one  of  these  interesting  beings,  nor  of  the  great  sea-horse 
which  is  said  to  inhabit  these  waters,  nor  any  fairies  (of 
whom  the  stroke-oar,  Mr.  Marcus,  told  us  not  to  speak,  for 
they  didn’t  like  bein’  spoken  of) ;  nor  even  of  a  salmon, 
though  the  fishermen  produced  the  most  tempting  flies. 
The  only  animal  of  any  size  that  was  visible  we  saw  while 
lying  by  a  swift  black  river  that  comes  jumping  with  in¬ 
numerable  little  waves  into  Derryclear,  and  where  the  sal¬ 
mon  are  especially  suffered  to  “  stand  ” :  this  animal  was  an 
eagle  —  a  real  wild  eagle,  with  gray  wings  and  a  white  head 
and  belly :  it  swept  round  us,  within  gunshot  reach,  once  or 
twice,  through  the  leaden  sky,  and  then  settled  on  a  gray 
rock  and  began  to  scream  its  shrill,  ghastly  aquiline  note. 

The  attempts  on  the  salmon  having  failed,  the  rain  con¬ 
tinuing  to  fail  steadily,  the  herd’s  cottage  before  named  was 
resorted  to :  when  Marcus,  the  boatman,  commenced  forth- 
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with  to  gut  the  fish,  and  taking  down  some  charred  turf- 
ashes  from  the  blazing  fire,  on  which  about  a  hundred¬ 
weight  of  potatoes  were  boiling,  he  —  Marcus  —  proceeded 
to  grill  on  the  floor  some  of  the  trout,  which  we  afterwards 
ate  with  immeasurable  satisfaction.  They  were  such  trouts 
as,  when  once  tasted,  remain  forever  in  the  recollection  of 
a  commonly  grateful  mind  — rich,  flaky,  creamy,  full  of 
flavor.  A  Parisian  gourmand  would  have  paid  ten  francs 
for  the  smallest  cooleen  among  them ;  and,  when  transported 
to  this  capital,  how  different  in  flavor  would  they  have 
been  !  —  how  inferior  to  what  they  were  as  we  devoured 
them  fresh  from  the  fresh  waters  of  the  lake,  and  jerked  as 
it  were  from  the  water  to  the  gridiron  !  The  world  had 
not  had  time  to  spoil  those  innocent  beings  before  they 
were  gobbled  up  with  pepper  and  salt,  and  missed,  no 
doubt,  by  their  friends.  I  should  like  to  know  more  of 
their  “  set  .”  But  enough  of  this :  my  feelings  overpower 
me :  suffice  it  to  say,  they  were  red  or  salmon  trouts  — 
none  of  your  white-fleshed  brown-skinned  river  fellows. 

When  the  gentlemen  had  finished  their  repast,  the  boat¬ 
man  and  the  family  set  to  work  upon  the  ton  of  potatoes, 
a  number  of  the  remaining  fish,  and  a  store  of  other  good 
things ;  then  we  all  sat  round  the  turf -fire  in  the  dark  cot¬ 
tage,  the  rain  coming  down  steadily  outside,  and  veiling 
everything  except  the  shrubs  and  verdure  immediately 
about  the  cottage.  The  herd,  the  herd’s  wife,  and  a  nonde¬ 
script  female  friend,  two  healthy  young  herdsmen  in  cor¬ 
duroy  rags,  the  herdsman’s  daughter  paddling  about  with 
bare  feet,  a  stout  black-eyed  wench  with  her  gown  over  her 
head  and  a  red  petticoat  not  quite  so  good  as  new,  the  two 
boatmen,  a  badger  just  killed  and  turned  inside  out,  the 
gentlemen,  some  hens  cackling  and  flapping  about  among 
the  rafters,  a  calf  in  a  corner  cropping  green  meat  and  oc¬ 
casionally  visited  by  the  cow  her  mamma,  formed  the  soci¬ 
ety  of  the  place.  It  was  rather  a  strange  picture ;  but  as 
for  about  two  hours  we  sat  there,  and  maintained  an  almost 
unbroken  silence,  and  as  there  was  no  other  amusement 
but  to  look  at  the  rain,  I  began,  after  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
first  half-hour,  to  think  that  after  all  London  was  a  bear¬ 
able  place,  and  that  for  want  of  a  turf-fire  and  a  bench  in 
Connemara,  one  might  put  up  with  a  sofa  and  a  newspaper 
in  Pall  Mall. 

This,  however,  is  according  to  tastes  ;  and  I  must  say  that 
Mr.  Marcus  betrayed  a  most  bitter  contempt  for  all  cockney 
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tastes,  awkwardness,  and  ignorance :  and  very  right  too. 
The  night,  on  our  return  home,  all  of  a  sudden  cleared ;  but 
though  the  fishermen,  much  to  my  disgust  —  at  the  expres¬ 
sion  of  which,  however,  the  rascals  only  laughed  —  persisted 
in  making  more  casts  for  trout,  and  trying  back  in  the 
dark  upon  the  spots  which  we  had  visited  in  the  morning, 
it  appeared  the  fish  had  been  frightened  off  by  the  rain ; 
and  the  sportsmen  met  with  such  indifferent  success  that 
at  about  ten  o’clock  we  found  ourselves  at  Ballinahinch. 
Dinner  was  served  at  eleven,  and,  I  believe,  there  was  some 
whiskey-punch  afterwards,  recommended  medicinally  and 
to  prevent  the  ill  effects  of  the  wetting :  but  that  is  neither 
here  nor  there. 

The  next  day  the  petty  sessions  were  to  be  held  at 
Roundstone,  a  little  town  which  has  lately  sprung  up  near 
the  noble  bay  of  that  name.  I  was  glad  to  see  some  spec¬ 
imens  of  Connemara  litigation,  as  also  to  behold  at  least 
one  thousand  beautiful  views  that  lie  on  the  five  miles  of 
road  between  the  town  and  Ballinahinch.  Rivers  and  rocks, 
mountains  and  sea,  green  plains  and  bright  skies,  how  (for 
the  hundred  and  fiftieth  time)  can  pen-and-ink  set  you 
down  ?  But  if  Berghem  could  have  seen  those  blue  moun¬ 
tains,  and  Karel  Dujardin  could  have  copied  some  of  these 
green,  airy  plains,  with  their  brilliant  little  colored  groups 
of  peasants,  beggars,  horsemen,  many  an  Englishman  would 
know  Connemara  upon  canvas  as  he  does  Italy  or  Flanders 
now. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


ROUNDSTONE  PETTY  SESSIONS. 

HE  temple  of  august  The¬ 
mis,”  as  a  Frenchman 
would  call  the  sessions- 
room  at  Roundstone,  is  an 
apartment  of  some  twelve 
feet  square,  with  a  deal 
table  and  a  couple  of 
chairs  for  the  accommo¬ 
dation  of  the  magistrates, 
and  a  Testament  with  a 
paper  cross  pasted  on  it 
to  be  kissed  by  the  wit¬ 
nesses  and  complainants 
who  frequent  the  courts. 
The  law-papers,  warrants, 
&c.,  are  kept  on  the  ses- 
sions-clerk’s  bed  in  an 
adjoining  apartment, 
which  commands  a  fine 
view  of  the  court-yard  —  where  there  is  a  stack  of  turf,  a 
pig,  and  a  shed  beneath  which  the  magistrates’  horses  were 
sheltered  during  the  sitting.  The  sessions-clerk  is  a  gentle¬ 
man  “  having,”  as  the  phrase  is  here,  both  the  English  and 
Irish  languages,  and  interpreting  for  the  benefit  of  the 
worshipful  bench. 

And  if  the  cockney  reader  supposes  that  in  this  remote 
country  spot,  so  wild,  so  beautiful,  so  distant  from  the  hum 
and  vice  of  cities,  quarrelling  is  not,  and  Litigation  never 
shows  her  snaky  head,  he  is  very  much  mistaken.  From 
what  I  saw,  I  would  recommend  any  ingenious  young  attor¬ 
ney  whose  merits  are  not  appreciated  in  the  metropolis,  to 
make  an  attempt  upon  the  village  of  Roundstone ;  where 
as  yet,  I  believe,  there  is  no  solicitor,  and  where  an  immense 
and  increasing  practice  might  speedily  be  secured.  Mr. 
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O’Connell,  who  is  always  crying  out  “  Justice  for  Ireland,” 
finds  strong  supporters  among  the  Roundstonians,  whose 
love  of  justice  for  themselves  is  inordinate.  I  took  down 
the  plots  of  the  five  first  little  litigious  dramas  which  were 
played  before  Mr.  Martin  and  the  stipendiary  magis¬ 
trate. 

Case  1.  —  A  boy  summoned  a  young  man  for  beating 
him  so  severely  that  he  kept  his  bed  for  a  week,  thereby 
breaking  an  engagement  with  his  master,  and  losing  a 
quarter’s  wages. 


SWAIM  6* 


The  defendant  stated  in  reply,  that  the  plaintiff  was 
engaged  —  in  a  field  through  which  defendant  passed  with 
another  person  —  setting  two  little  boys  to  fight ;  on  which 
defendant  took  plaintiff  by  the  collar  and  turned  him  out 
of  the  field.  A  witness  who  was  present  swore  that  defend¬ 
ant  never  struck  plaintiff  at  all,  nor  kicked  him,  nor  ill- 
used  him,  further  than  by  pushing  him  out  of  the  field. 

As  to  the  loss  of  his  quarter’s  wages,  the  plaintiff  ingen¬ 
iously  proved  that  he  had  afterwards  returned  to  his  mas¬ 
ter,  that  he  had  worked  out  his  time,  and  that  he  had  in  fact 
received  already  the  greater  part  of  his  hire.  Upon  which 
the  case  was  dismissed,  the  defendant  quitting  court  with¬ 
out  a  stain  upon  his  honor. 
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Case  2  was  a  most  piteous  and  lamentable  case  of  killing 
a  cow.  The  plaintiff  stepped  forward  with  many  tears  and 
much  gesticulation  to  state  the  fact,  and  also  to  declare 
that  she  was  in  danger  of  her  life  from  the  defendant’s 
family. 

It  appeared  on  the  evidence  that  a  portion  of  the  defend¬ 
ant’s  respectable  family  are  at  present  undergoing  the 
rewards  which  the  law  assigns  to  those  who  make  mistakes 
in  fields  with  regard  to  the  ownership  of  sheep  which  some¬ 
times  graze  there.  The  defendant’s  father,  O’Damon,  foi 
having  appropriated  one  of  the  fleecy  bleaters  of  O’Meli- 
boeus,  was  at  present  passed  beyond  sea  to  a  country  where 
wool,  and  consequently  mutton,  is  so  plentiful,  that  he  will 
have  the  less  temptation.  Defend¬ 
ant’s  brothers  tread  the  Ixionic 
wheel  for  the  same  offence.  Plain¬ 
tiff’s  son  had  been  the  informer  in 
the  case  :  hence  the  feud  between  the 
families,  the  threats  on  the  part  of 
the  defendant,  the  murder  of  the  in¬ 
nocent  cow. 

But  upon  investigation  of  the  busi¬ 
ness,  it  was  discovered,  and  on  the 
plaintiff’s  own  testimony,  that  the 
cow  had  not  been  killed,  nor  even 
been  injured ;  but  that  the  defendant 
had  flung  two  stones  at  it,  which 
might  have  inflicted  great  injury  had 
they  hit  the  animal  with  greater  force 
in  the  eye  or  in  any  delicate  place. 

Defendant  admitted  flinging  the  stones,  but  alleged  as  a 
reason  that  the  cow  was  trespassing  on  his  grounds ;  which 
plaintiff  did  not  seem  inclined  to  deny.  Case  dismissed.  — 
Defendant  retires  with  unblemished  honor ;  on  which  his 
mother  steps  forward,  and  lifting  up  her  hands  with  tears 
and  shrieks,  calls  upon  God  to  witness  that  the  defendant’s 
own  brother-in-law  had  sold  to  her  husband  the  very  sheep 
on  account  of  which  he  had  been  transported. 

Not  wishing  probably  to  doubt  the  justice  of  the  verdict 
of  an  Irish  jury,  the  magistrate  abruptly  put  an  end  to 
the  lamentation  and  oaths  of  the  injured  woman  by  causing 
her  to  be  sent  out  of  court,  and  called  the  third  cause  on. 

This  was  a  case  of  thrilling  interest  and  a  complicated 
nature,  involving  two  actions,  which  ought  each  perhaps  to 
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have  been  gone  into  separately,  but  were  taken  together. 
In  the  first  place  Timothy  Horgan  brought  an  action  against 
Patrick  Dolan  for  breach  of  contract  in  not  remaining  with 
him  for  the  whole  of  six  months  during  which  Dolan  had 
agreed  to  serve  Horgan.  Then  Dolan  brought  an  action 
against  Horgan  for  not  paying  him  his  wages  for  six  months’ 
labor  done  —  the  wages  being  two  guineas. 

Horgan  at  once,  and  with  much  candor,  withdrew  his 
charge  against  Dolan,  that  the  latter  had  not  remained  with 
him  for  six  months :  nor  can  I  understand  to  this  day  why 
in  the  first  place  he  swore  to  the  charge,  and  why  after¬ 
wards  he  withdrew  it.  But  immediately  advancing  another 
charge  against  his  late  servant,  he  pleaded  that  he  had  given 
him  a  suit  of  clothes,  which  should  be  considered  as  a  set-off 
against  part  of  the  money  claimed. 

Now  such  a  suit  of  clothes  as  poor  Dolan  had  was  never 
seen  —  I  will  not  say  merely  on  an  English  scarecrow,  but 
on  an  Irish  beggar.  Strips  of  rags  fell  over  the  honest  fel¬ 
low’s  great  brawny  chest,  and  the  covering  on  his  big  brown 
legs  hung  on  by  a  wonder.  He  held  out  his  arms  with  a 
grim  smile,  and  told  his  worship  to  look  at  the  clothes ! 
The  argument  was  irresistible  :  Horgan  was  ordered  to  pay 
forthwith.  He  ought  to  have  been  made  to  pay  another 
guinea  for  clothing  a  fellow-creature  in  rags  so  abominable. 

And  now  came  a  case  of  trespass,  in  which  there  was 
nothing  interesting  but  the  attitude  of  the  poor  woman  who 
trespassed,  and  who  meekly  acknowledged  the  fact.  She 
stated,  however,  that  she  only  got  over  the  wall  as  a  short 
cut  home ;  but  the  wall  was  eight  feet  high,  with  a  ditch 
too ;  and  I  fear  there  were  cabbages  or  potatoes  in  the  in¬ 
closure.  They  fined  her  a  sixpence,  and  she  could  not  pay 
it,  and  went  to  jail  for  three  days  —  where  she  and  her 
baby  at  any  rate  will  get  a  meal. 

Last  on  the  list  which  I  took  down  came  a  man  who  will 
make  the  fortune  of  the  London  attorney  that  I  hope  is  on 
his  way  hither :  a  rather  old,  curly-headed  man,  with  a  sly 
smile  perpetually  lying  on  his  face  (the  reader  may  give 
whatever  interpretation  he  please  to  the  “lying”).  He 
comes  before  the  court  almost  every  fortnight,  they  say, 
with  a  complaint  of  one  kind  or  other.  His  present  charge 
was  against  a  man  for  breaking  into  his  court-yard,  and 
wishing  to  take  possession  of  the  same.  It  appeared  that 
he,  the  defendant,  and  another  lived  in  a  row  of  houses-, 
the  plaintiff’s  house  was,  however,  first  built ;  and  as  his 
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agreement  specified  that  the  plot  of  ground  behind  his 
house  should  be  his  likewise,  he  chose  to  imagine  that  the 
plot  of  ground  behind  all  the  three  houses  was  his,  and 
built  his  turf-stack  against  his  neighbor’s  window.  The 
magistrates  of  course  pronounced  against  this  ingenious 
discoverer  of  wrongs,  and  he  left  the  court  still  smiling  and 
twisting  round  his  little  wicked  eyes,  and  declaring  sol¬ 
emnly  that  he  would  put  in  an  appale.  If  one  could  have 
purchased  a  kicking  at  a  moderate  price  off  that  fellow’s 
back,  it  would  have  been  a  pleasant  little  piece  of  self- 
indulgence,  and  I  confess  I  longed  to  ask  him  the  price  of 
the  article. 

And  so,  after  a  few  more  such  great 
cases,  the  court  rose,  and  I  had  leisure 
to  make  moral  reflections,  if  so  minded: 
sighing  to  think  that  cruelty  and  false¬ 
hood,  selfishness  and  rapacity,  dwell  not 
in  crowds  alone,  but  flourish  all  the 
world  over  —  sweet  flowers  of  human 
nature,  they  bloom  in  all  climates  and 
seasons,  and  are  just  as  much  at  home 
in  a  hot-house  in  Thavies’  Inn  as  on  a 
lone  mountain  or  a  rocky  sea-coast  in 
Ireland,  where  never  a  tree  will  grow ! 

We  walked  along  this  coast,  after 
the  judicial  proceedings  were  over,  to 
see  the  country,  and  the  new  road  that 
the  Board  of  Works  is  forming.  Such  a  wilderness  of  rocks 
I  never  saw !  The  district  for  miles  is  covered  with  huge 
stones,  shining  white  in  patches  of  green,  with  the  Binabola 
on  one  side  of  the  spectator,  and  the  Atlantic  running  in 
and  out  of  a  thousand  little  bays  on  the  other.  The  coun¬ 
try  is  very  hilly,  or  wavy  rather,  being  a  sort  of  ocean  pet¬ 
rified  ;  and  the  engineers  have  hard  work  with  these 
numerous  abrupt  little  ascents  and  descents,  which  they 
equalize  as  best  they  may  —  by  blasting,  cutting,  filling 
cavities,  and  levelling  eminences.  Some  hundreds  of  men 
were  employed  at  this  work,  busy  with  their  hand-barrows, 
their  picking  and  boring.  Their  pay  is  eighteenpence  a 
day. 

There  is  little  to  see  in  the  town  of  Boundstone,  except 
a  Presbyterian  chapel  in  process  of  erection  —  that  seems 
big  enough  to  accommodate  the  Presbyterians  of  the  county 
• — and  a  sort  of  lay  convent,  being  a  community  of  brothers 
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of  the  third  order  of  Saint  Francis.  They  are  all  artisans 
and  workmen,  taking  no  vows,  but  living  together  in  com¬ 
mon,  and  undergoing  a  certain  religions  regimen.  Their 
work  is  said  to  be  very  good,  and  all  are  employed  upon 
some  labor  or  other.  On  the  front  of  this  unpretending 
little  dwelling  is  an  inscription  with  a  great  deal  of  pre¬ 
tence,  stating  that  the  establishment  was  founded  with  the 
approbation  of  “  His  Grace  the  Most  Eeverend  the  Lord 
Archbishop  of  Tuam.” 

The  Most  Eeverend  Dr.  MacHale  is  a  clergyman  of  great 
learning,  talents,  and  honesty,  but  his  Grace  the  Lord 
Archbishop  of  Tuam  strikes  me  as  being  no  better  than  a 
mountebank;  and  some  day  I  hope  even  his  own  party  will 
laugh  this  humbug  down.  It  is  bad  enough  to  be  awed  by 
big  titles  at  all ;  but  to  respect  sham  ones  !  —  0  stars  and 
garters  !  We  shall  have  his  Grace  the  Lord  Chief  Eabbi 
next,  or  his  Lordship  the  Arch-Imaum ! 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


CLIFDEN  TO  WESTPORT. 

LEAVING  Ballina- 
hinch  (with  sincere  re¬ 
gret,  as  any  lonely 
tourist  may  imagine, 
who  is  called  upon  to 
quit  the  hospitable 
friendliness  of  such  a 
place  and  society),  my 
way  lay  back  to  Clifden 
again,  and  thence 
through  the  Joyce 
country,  by  the  Killery 
mountains,  to  Westport 
in  Mayo.  The  road,  amounting  in  all  to  four-and-forty 
Irish  miles,  is  performed  in  cars,  in  different  periods  of 
time,  according  to  your  horse  and  your  luck.  Sometimes, 
both  being  bad,  the  traveller  is  two  days  on  the  road ;  some¬ 
times  a  dozen  hours  will  suffice  for  the  journey  —  which 
was  the  case  with  me,  though  I  confess  to  having  found  the 
twelve  hours  long  enough.  After  leaving  Clifden,  the 
friendly  look  of  the  country  seemed  to  vanish ;  and  though 
picturesque  enough,  was  a  thought  too  wild  and  dismal  for 
eyes  accustomed  to  admire  a  hop-garden  in  Kent,  or  a  view 
of  rich  meadows  in  Surrey,  with  a  clump  of  trees  and  a 
comfortable  village  spire.  “Inglis,”  the  Guide-book  says, 
“  compares  the  scenes  to  the  Norwegian  Fiords.”  Well,  the 
Norwegian  Fiords  must,  in  this  case,  be  very  dismal  sights  ! 
and  I  own  that  the  wildness  of  Hampstead  Heath  (with  the 
imposing  walls  of  “Jack  Straw’s  Castle”  rising  stern  in 
the  midst  of  the  green  wilderness)  is  more  to  my  taste  than 
the  general  views  of  yesterday. 

We  skirted  by  lake  after  lake,  lying  lonely  in  the  midst 
of  lonely  boglands,  or  bathing  the  sides  of  mountains  robed 
in  sombre  rifle  green.  Two  or  three  men,  and  as  many  huts 
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you  see  in  the  course  of  each  mile  perhaps,  as  toiling  up  the 
bleak  hills,  or  jingling  more  rapidly  down  them,  you  pass 
through  this  sad  region.  In  the  midst  of  the  wilderness  a 
chapel  stands  here  and  there,  solitary,  on  the  hillside ;  or  a 
ruinous,  useless  school-house,  its  pale  walls  contrasting  with 
the  general  surrounding  hue  of  sombre  purple  and  green. 
But  though  the  countiy  looks  more  dismal  than  Connemara, 
it  is  clearly  more  fertile :  we  passed  miles  of  ground  that 
evidently  wanted  but  little  cultivation  to  make  them  profit¬ 
able  ;  and  along  the  mountain-sides,  in  many  places,  and 
over  a  great  extent  of  Mr.  Blake’s  country  especially,  the 
hills  were  covered  with  a  thick  natural  plantation,  that  may 
yield  a  little  brushwood  now,  but  might  in  fifty  years’  time 
bring  thousands  of  pounds  of  revenue  to  the  descendants  of 
the  Blakes.  This  spectacle  of  a  country  going  to  waste  is 
enough  to  make  the  cheerfullest  landscape  look  dismal :  it 
gives  this  wild  district  a  woful  look  indeed.  The  names  of 
the  lakes  by  which  we  came  I  noted  down  in  a  pocketbook 
as  we  passed  along;  but  the  names  were  Irish,  the  car  was 
rattling,  and  the  only  name  readable  in  the  catalogue  is 
Letterfrack. 

The  little  hamlet  of  Leenane  is  at  twenty  miles’  distance 
from  Clifden ;  and  to  arrive  at  it,  you  skirt  the  mountain 
along  one  side  of  a  vast  pass,  through  which  the  ocean  runs 
from  Killery  Bay,  separating  the  mountains  of  Mayo  from 
the  mountains  of  Galway.  Nothing  can  be  more  grand  and 
gloomy  than  this  pass;  and  as  for  the  character  of  the 
scenery,  it  must,  as  the  Guide-book  says,  “  be  seen  to  be 
understood.”  Meanwhile,  let  the  reader  imagine  huge 
dark  mountains  in  their  accustomed  livery  of  purple  and 
green,  a  dull  gray  sky  above  them,  an  estuary  silver-bright 
below :  in  the  water  lies  a  fisherman’s  boat  or  two ;  a  pair 
of  seagulls  undulating  with  the  little  waves  of  the  water ; 
a  pair  of  curlews  wheeling  overhead  and  piping  on  the 
wing ;  and  on  the  hillside  a  jingling  car,  with  a  cockney  in 
it,  oppressed  by  and  yet  admiring  all  these  things.  Many 
a  sketcher  and  tourist,  as  I  found,  has  visited  this  pictu¬ 
resque  spot :  for  the  hostess  of  the  inn  had  stories  of  Eng¬ 
lish  and  American  painters,  and  of  illustrious  book-writers 
too,  travelling  in  the  service  of  our  Lords  of  Paternostei 
Bow. 

The  landlord’s  son  of  Clifden,  a  very  intelligent  young 
fellow,  was  here  exchanged  for  a  new  carman  in  the  person 
of  a  raw  Irisher  of  twenty  years  of  age,  “  having  ”  little 
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English,  and  dressed  in  that  very  pair  of  pantaloons  which 
Humphrey  Clinker  was  compelled  to  cast  off  some  years 
since  on  account  of  the  offence  which  they  gave  to  Mrs. 
Tabitha  Bramble.  This  fellow,  emerging  from  among  the 
boats,  went  off  to  a  field  to  seek 
for  the  black  horse,  which  the  land¬ 
lady  assured  me  was  quite  fresh 
and  had  not  been  out  all  day,  and 
would  carry  me  to  Westport  in 
three  hours.  Meanwhile  I  was 
lodged  in  a  neat  little  parlor,  sur¬ 
veying  the  Mayo  side  of  the  water, 
with  some  cultivated  fields  and  a 
show  of  a  village  at  the  spot  where 
the  estuary  ends,  and  above  them 
lodges  and  fine  dark  plantations 
climbing  over  the  dark  hills  that 
lead  to  Lord  Sligo’s  seat  of  Delphi. 

Presently,  with  a  courtesy,  came  a 
young  woman  who  sold  worsted 
socks  at  a  shilling  a  pair,  and 
whose  portrait  is  here  given. 

It  required  no  small  pains  to  entice  this  rustic  beauty  to 
stand  while  a  sketch  should  be  made  of  her.  Nor  did  any 
compliments  or  cajolements,  on  my  part  or  the  landlady’s, 
bring  about  the  matter  :  it  was  not  until  money  was  offered 
that  the  lovely  creature  consented.  I  offered  (such  is  the 
ardor  of  the  real  artist)  either  to  give  her  sixpence,  or  to 
purchase  two  pairs  of  her  socks,  if  she  would  stand  still  for 
five  minutes.  On  which  she  said  she  would  prefer  selling 
the  socks.  Then  she  stood  still  for  a  moment  in  the  corner 
of  the  room ;  then  she  turned  her  face  towards  the  corner 
and  the  other  part  of  her  person  towards  the  artist,  and  ex¬ 
claimed  in  that  attitude,  “  I  must  have  a  shilling  more.” 
Then  I  told  her  to  go  to  the  deuce.  Then  she  made  a 
proposition,  involving  the  stockings  and  sixpence,  which 
was  similarly  rejected ;  and,  finally,  the  above  splendid 
design  was  completed  at  the  price  first  stated. 

However,  as  we  went  off,  this  timid  little  dove  barred  the 
door  for  a  moment,  and  said  that  “  I  ought  to  give  her 
another  shilling ;  that  a  gentleman  would  give  her  another 
shilling,”  and  so  on.  She  might  have  trod  the  London 
streets  for  ten  years  and  not  have  been  more  impudent  and 
more  greedy. 
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By  this  time  the  famous  fresh  horse  was  produced,  and 
the  driver,  by  means  of  a  wraprascal,  had  covered  a  great 
part  of  the  rags  of  his  lower  garment.  He  carried  a  whip 
and  a  stick,  the  former  lying  across  his  knees  ornamentally, 
the  latter  being  for  service  ;  and  as  his  feet  were  directly 
under  the  horse’s  tail,  he  had  full  command  of  the  brute’s 
back,  and  belabored  it  for  six  hours  without  ceasing. 

What  little  English  the  fellow  knew  he  uttered  with  a 
howl,  roaring  into  my  ear  answers  —  which,  for  the  most 
part,  were  wrong  —  to  various  questions  put  to  him.  The 
lad’s  voice  was  so  hideous,  that  I  asked  him  if  he  could 
sing;  on  which  forthwith  he  began  yelling  a  most  horrible 
Irish  ditty  —  of  which  he  told  me  the  title,  that  I  have 
forgotten.  He  sang  three  stanzas,  certainly  keeping  a  kind 
of  tune,  and  the  latter  lines  of  each  verse  were  in  rhyme ; 
but  when  I  asked  him  the  meaning  of  the  song,  he  only 
roared  out  its  Irish  title. 

On  questioning  the  driver  further,  it  turned  out  that  the 
horse,  warranted  fresh,  had  already  performed  a  journey  of 
eighteen  miles  that  morning,  and  the  consequence  was  that 
I  had  full  leisure  to  survey  the  country  through  which  we 
passed.  There  were  more  lakes,  more  mountains,  more  bog, 
and  an  excellent  road  through  this  lonely  district,  though 
few  only  of  the  human  race  enlivened  it.  At  ten  miles 
from  Leenane,  we  stopped  at  a  roadside  hut,  where  the 
driver  pulled  out  a  bag  of  oats,  and  borrowing  an  iron  pot 
from  the  good  people,,  half  filled  it  with  corn,  which  the 
poor  tired,  galled,  bewhipped  black  horse  began  eagerly  to 
devour.  The  young  charioteer  himself  hinted  very  broadly 
his  desire  for  a  glass  of  whiskey,  which  was  the  only  kind 
of  refreshment  that  this  remote  house  of  entertainment 
supplied. 

In  the  various  cabins  I  have  entered,  I  have  found  talk¬ 
ing  a  vain  matter  :  the  people  are  suspicious  of  the  stranger 
within  their  wretched  gates,  and  are  shy,  sly,  and  silent.  I 
have,  commonly,  only  been  able  to  get  half-answers  in  reply 
to  my  questions,  given  in  a  manner  that  seemed  plainly  to 
intimate  that  the  visit  was  unwelcome.  In  this  rude  hostel, 
however,  the  landlord  was  a  little  less  reserved,  offered  a 
seat  at  the  turf-fire,  where  a  painter  might  have  had  a  good 
subject  for  his  skill.  There  was  no  chimney,  but  a  hole  in 
the  roof,  up  which  a  small  portion  of  the  smoke  ascended 
(the  rest  preferring  an  egress  by  the  door,  or  else  to  remain 
in  the  apartment  altogether)  ;  and  this  light  from  above 
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lighted  up  as  rude  a  set  of  figures  as  ever  were  seen.  There 
were  two  brown  women  with  black  eyes  and  locks,  the  one 
knitting  stockings  on  the  floor,  the  other  “  racking  ”  (with 
that  natural  comb  which  five  horny  fingers  supply)  the  elf- 
locks  of  a  dirty  urchin  between  her  knees.  An  idle  fellow 
was  smoking  his  pipe  by  the  fire;  and  by  his  side  sat  a 
stranger,  who  had  been  made  welcome  to  the  shelter  of  the 
place  —  a  sickly,  well-looking  man,  whom  I  mistook  for  a 
deserter  at  first,  for  he  had  evidently  been  a  soldier. 

But  there  was  nothing  so  romantic  as  desertion  in  his 
history.  He  had  been  in  the  Dragoons,  but  his  mother  had 
purchased  his  discharge :  he  was  married,  and  had  lived 
comfortably  in  Cork  for  some  time,  in  the  glass-blowing 
business.  Trade  failing  at  Cork,  he  had  gone  to  Belfast  to 
seek  for  work.  There  was  no  work  at  Belfast ;  and  he  was 
so  far  on  his  road  home  again  :  sick,  without  a  penny  in  the 
world,  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  to  travel,  and  a  starving 
wife  and  children  to  receive  him  at  his  journey’s  end.  He 
had  been  thrown  off  a  caravan  that  day,  and  had  almost 
broken  his  back  in  the  fall.  Here  was  a  cheering  story  !  I 
wonder  where  he  is  now :  how  far  has  the  poor  starving 
lonely  man  advanced  over  that  weary  desolate  road,  that  in 
good  health,  and  with  a  horse  to  carry  me,  I  thought  it  a 
penalty  to  cross  ?  What  would  one  do  under  such  circum¬ 
stances,  with  solitude  and  hunger  for  present  company, 
despair  and  starvation  at  the  end  of  the  vista  ?  There  are 
a  score  of  lonely  lakes  along  the  road  which  he  has  to  pass  : 
would  it  be  well  to  stop  at  one  of  them,  and  fling  into  it  the 
wretched  load  of  cares  which  that  poor  broken  back  has  to 
carry  ?  Would  the  world  he  would  light  on  then  be  worse 
for  him  than  that  he  is  pining  in  now  ?  Heaven  help  us  ! 
and  on  this  very  day,  throughout  the  three  kingdoms, 
there  are  a  million  such  stories  to  be  told.  Who  dare 
doubt  of  heaven  after  that  ?  of  a  place  where  there  is  at 
last  a  welcome  to  the  heart-stricken  prodigal  and  a  happy 
home  to  the  wretched  ? 

The  crumbs  of  oats  which  fell  from  the  mouth  of  the 
feasting  Dives  of  a  horse  were  battled  for  outside  the  door 
by  a  dozen  Lazaruses  in  the  shape  of  fowls ;  and  a  lanky 
young  pig,  who  had  been  grunting  in  an  old  chest  in  the 
cabin,  or  in  a  miserable  recess  of  huddled  rags  and  straw 
which  formed  the  couch  of  the  family,  presently  came  out 
and  drove  the  poultry  away,  picking  up,  with  great  accuracy, 
the  solitary  grains  lying  about,  and  more  than  once  trying 
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to  shove  his  snout  into  the  corn-pot,  and  share  with  the 
wretched  old  galled  horse.  Whether  it  was  that  he  was 
refreshed  by  his  meal,  or  that  the  car-boy  was  invigorated 
by  his  glass  of  whiskey,  or  inflamed  by  the  sight  of  eighteen- 
pence  —  which  munificent  sum  was  tendered  to  the  soldier 
—  I  don’t  know;  but  the  remaining  eight  miles  of  the 
journey  were  got  over  in  much  quicker  time,  although  the 
road  was  exceedingly  bad  and  hilly  for  the  greatest  part  of 
the  way  to  Westport.  However,  by  running  up  the  hills  at 
the  pony’s  side,  the  animal,  fired  with  emulation,  trotted 
up  them  too  —  descending  them  with  the  proverbial  sure¬ 
footedness  of  his  race,  the  car  and  he  bouncing  over  the 
rocks  and  stones  at  the  rate  of  at  least  four  Irish  miles  an 
hour. 

At  about  five  miles  from  Westport  the  cultivation  became 
much  more  frequent.  There  were  plantations  upon  the 
hills,  yellow  corn  and  potatoes  in  plenty  in  the  fields,  and 
houses  thickly  scattered.  We  had  the  satisfaction,  too,  of 
knowing  that  future  tourists  will  have  an  excellent  road  to 
travel  over  in  this  district :  for  by  the  side  of  the  old  road, 
which  runs  up  and  down  a  hundred  little  rocky  steeps, 
according  to  the  ancient  plan,  you  see  a  new  one  running 
for  several  miles,  —  the  latter  way  being  conducted,  not 
over  the  hills,  but  around  them,  and,  considering  the  circum¬ 
stances  of  the  country,  extremely  broad  and  even.  The 
car-boy  presently  yelled  out  “  Reek,  Reek  !  ”  with  a  shriek 
perfectly  appalling.  This  howl  was  to  signify  that  we 
were  in  sight  of  that  famous  conical  mountain  so  named, 
and  from  which  St.  Patrick,  after  inveigling  thither  all  the 
venomous  reptiles  in  Ireland,  precipitated  the  whole  noi¬ 
some  race  into  Clew  Bay.  The  road  also  for  several  miles 
was  covered  with  people,  who  were  flocking  in  hundreds 
from  Westport  market,  in  cars  and  carts,  on  horseback  sin¬ 
gle  and  double,  and  on  foot. 

And  presently,  from  an  eminence,  I  caught  sight  not 
only  of  a  fine  view,  but  of  the  most  beautiful  view  I  ever 
saw  in  the  world,  I  think;  and  to  enjoy  the  splendor  of 
which  I  would  travel  a  hundred  miles  in  that  car  with  that 
very  horse  and  driver.  The  sun  was  just  about  to  set,  and  the 
country  round  about  and  to  the  east  was  almost  in  twilight. 
The  mountains  were  tumbled  about  in  a  thousand  fantastic 
ways,  and  swarming  with  people.  Trees,  cornfields,  cot¬ 
tages,  made  the  scene  indescribably  cheerful ;  noble  woods 
stretched  towards  the  sea,  and  abutting  on  them,  between 
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two  highlands,  lay  the  smoking  town.  Hard  by  was  a 
large  Gothic  building  —  it  is  a  poorhouse;  but  it  looked 
like  a  grand  castle  in  the  gray  evening.  But  the  Bay  — 
and  the  Keek  which  sweeps  down  to  the  sea  —  and  a  hun¬ 
dred  islands  in  it,  were  dressed  up  in  gold  and  purple  and 
crimson,  with  the  whole  cloudy  west  in  a  flame.  Wonder¬ 
ful,  wonderful !  .  .  .  The  valleys  in  the  road  to  Leenane 
have  lost  all  glimpses  of  the  sun  ere  this ;  and  I  suppose 
there  is  not  a  soul  to  be  seen  in  the  black  landscape,  or 
by  the  shores  of  the  ghastly  lakes,  where  the  poor  glass- 
blower  from  the  whiskey-shop  is  faintly  travelling  now. 


1 


CHAPTER,  XX. 


WESTPORT. 


>4  1  ,.\ 


NATURE  lias  done  much  for 
this  pretty  town  of  West- 
port  ;  and,  after  nature, 
the  traveller  ought  to  be 
thankful  to  Lord  Sligo, 
who  has  done  a  great  deal 
too.  In  the  first  place,  he 
has  established  one  of  the 
prettiest,  comf ortablest 
inns  in  Ireland,  in  the 
best  part  of  his  little  town, 
stocking  the  cellars  with 
good  wines,  filling  the 
house  with  neat  furniture, 
and  lending,  it  is  said,  the 
whole  to  a  landlord  gratis, 
on  condition  that  he  should 
keep  the  house  warm,  and 
furnish  the  larder,  and  entertain  the  traveller.  Secondly, 
Lord  Sligo  has  given  up,  for  the  use  of  the  townspeople,  a 
beautiful  little  pleasure-ground  about  his  house.  “You 
may  depend  upon  it,”  said  a  Scotchman  at  the  inn,  “  that 
they’ve  right  of  pathway  through  the  groonds,  and  that 
the  marquess  couldn’t  shut  them  oot.”  Which  is  a  pretty 
fair  specimen  of  charity  in  this  world,  this  kind  world,  that 
is  always  ready  to  encourage  and  applaud  good  actions,  and 
find  good  motives  for  the  same.  I  wonder  how  much  would 
induce  that  Scotchman  to  allow  poor  people  to  walk  in  his 
park,  if  he  had  one  ! 

In  the  midst  of  this  pleasure-ground,  and  surrounded  by  a 
thousand  fine  trees,  dressed  up  in  all  sorts  of  verdure, 
stands  a  pretty  little  church ;  paths  through  the  wood  lead 
pleasantly  down  to  the  bay ;  and,  as  we  walked  down  to  it 
on  the  day  after  our  arrival,  one  of  the  green  fields  was 
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suddenly  black  with  rooks,  making  a  huge  cawing  and 
clanging  as  they  settled  down  to  feed.  The  house,  a  hand¬ 
some  massive  structure,  must  command  noble  views  of  the 
bay,  over  which  all  the  colors  of  Titian  were  spread  as  the 
sun  set  behind  its  purple  islands. 

Printer’s  ink  will  not  give  these  wonderful  hues ;  and 
the  reader  will  make  his  picture  at  his  leisure.  That  conk 
cal  mountain  to  the  left  is  Croaghpatrick :  it  is  clothed  in 
the  most  magnificent  violet-color,  and  a  couple  of  round 
clouds  were  exploding  as  it  were  from  the  summit,  that 
part  of  them  towards  the  sea  lighted  up  with  the  most 
delicate  gold  and  rose-color.  In  the  centre  is  the  Clare 
Island,  of  which  the  edges  were  bright  cobalt,  whilst  the 
middle  was  lighted  up  with  a  brilliant  scarlet  tinge,  such 
as  I  would  have  laughed  at  in  a  picture,  never  having  seen 
in  nature  before,  but  looked  at  now  with  wonder  and  pleas¬ 
ure  until  the  hue  disappeared  as  the  sun  went  away.  The 
islands  in  the  bay  (which  was  of  a  gold  color)  looked  like 
so  many  dolphins  and  whales  basking  there.  The  rich 
park-woods  stretched  down  to  the  shore ;  and  the  immedi¬ 
ate  foreground  consisted  of  a  yellow  cornfield,  whereon 
stood  innumerable  shocks  of  corn,  casting  immense  long 
purple  shadows  over  the  stubble.  The  farmer,  with  some 
little  ones  about  him,  was  superintending  his  reapers ;  and 
I  heard  him  say  to  a  little  girl,  “Hory,  I  love  you  the  best 
of  all  my  children  !  ”  Presently,  one  of  the  reapers,  coming 
up,  says,  11  It’s  always  the  custom  in  these  parts  to  ask 
strange  gentlemen  to  give  something  to  drink  the  first  day 
of  reaping ;  and  we’d  like  to  drink  your  honor’s  health  in  a 
bowl  of  coffee.”  0  fortunatos  nimium  !  The  cockney  takes 
out  sixpence,  and  thinks  that  he  never  passed  such  a 
pleasant  half-hour  in  all  his  life  as  in  that  cornfield,  look¬ 
ing  at  that  wonderful  bay. 

A  car  which  I  had  ordered  presently  joined  me  from  the 
town,  and  going  down  a  green  lane  very  like  England,  and 
across  a  causeway  near  a  building  where  the  carman  pro¬ 
posed  to  show  me  “  me  lard’s  caffin  that  he  brought  from 
Rome,  and  a  mighty  big  caffin  entirely,”  we  came  close 
upon  the  water  and  the  port.  There  was  a  long  handsome 
pier  (which,  no  doubt,  remains  at  this  present  minute),  and 
one  solitary  cutter  lying  alongside  it ;  which  may  or  may 
not  be  there  now.  There  were  about  three  boats  lying 
near  the  cutter,  and  six  sailors,  with  long  shadows,  lolling 
about  the  pier.  As  for  the  warehouses,  they  are  enormous ; 
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and  might  accommodate,  I  should  think,  not  only  the  trade 
of  Westport,  but  of  Manchester  too.  There  are  huge 
streets  of  these  houses,  ten  stories  high,  with  cranes, 
owners’  names,  &c.,  marked  Wine  Stores,  Flour  Stores, 
Bonded  Tobacco  Warehouses,  and  so  forth.  The  six  sail¬ 
ors  that  were  singing  on  the  pier  no  doubt  are  each  admi¬ 
rals  of  as  many  fleets  of  a  hundred  sail  that  bring  wines  and 
tobacco  from  all  quarters  of  the  world  to  fill  these  enor¬ 
mous  warehouses.  These  dismal  mausoleums,  as  vast  as 
pyramids,  are  the  places  where  the  dead  trade  of  Westport 
lies  buried  —  a  trade  that,  in  its  lifetime,  probably  was 
about  as  big  as  a  mouse.  Nor  is  this  the  first  nor  the 
hundredth  place  to  be  seen  in  this  country,  which  sanguine 
builders  have  erected  to  accommodate  an  imaginary  com¬ 
merce.  Mill-owners  over-mill  themselves,  merchants  over¬ 
warehouse  themselves,  squires  over-castle  themselves,  lit¬ 
tle  tradesmen  about  Dublin  and  the  cities  over-villa  and 
over-gig  themselves,  and  we  hear  sad  tales  about  hereditary 
bondage  and  the  accursed  tyranny  of  England. 

Passing  out  of  this  dreary,  pseudo-commercial  port,  the 
road  lay  along  the  beautiful  shores  of  Clew  Bay,  adorned 
with  many  a  rickety  villa  and  pleasure-house,  from  the 
cracked  windows  of  which  may  be  seen  one  of  the  noblest 
views  in  the  world.  One  of  the  villas  the  guide  pointed 
out  with  peculiar  exultation  :  it  is  called  by  a  grand  name 
—  Waterloo  Park  —  and  has  a  lodge,  and  a  gate,  and  a  field 
of  a  couple  of  acres,  and  belongs  to  a  young  gentleman 
who,  being  able  to  write  Waterloo  Park  on  his  card,  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  carrying  off  a  young  London  heiress  with  a  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  pounds.  The  young  couple  had  just  arrived, 
and  one  of  them  must  have  been  rather  astonished,  no  doubt, 
at  the  “park.”  But  what  will  not  love  do?  With  love 
and  a  hundred  thousand  pounds,  a  cottage  may  be  made  to 
look  like  a  castle,  and  a  park  of  two  acres  may  be  brought 
to  extend  for  a  mile.  The  night  began  now  to  fall,  wrap¬ 
ping  up  in  a  sober  gray  livery  the  bay  and  mountains, 
which  had  just  been  so  gorgeous  in  sunset ;  and  we  turned 
our  backs  presently  upon  the  bay,  and  the  villas  with  the 
cracked  windows,  and  scaling  a  road  of  perpetual  ups  and 
downs,  went  back  to  Westport.  On  the  way  was  a  pretty 
cemetery,  lying  on  each  side  of  the  road,  with  a  ruined 
chapel  for  the  ornament  of  one  division,  a  holy  well  for  the 
other.  In  the  holy  well  lives  a  sacred  trout,  whom  sick 
people  come  to  consult,  and  who  operates  great  cures  in  the 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


231 


neighborhood.  If  the  patient  sees  the  trout  floating  on  his 
back,  he  dies  ;  if  on  his  belly,  he  lives  ;  or  vice  versa.  The 
little  spot  is  old,  ivy-grown  and  picturesque,  and  I  can’t 
fancy  a  better  place  for  a  pilgrim  to  kneel  and  say  his  beads 

at. 

But  considering  the  whole  country  goes  to  mass,  and  that 
the  priests  can  govern  it  as  they  will,  teaching  what  shall 
be  believed  and  what  shall  not  be  credited,  would  it  not  be 
well  for  their  reverences,  in  the  year  eighteen  hundred  and 
forty-two,  to  discourage  these  absurd  lies  and  superstitions, 
and  teach  some  simple  truths  to  their  flock  ?  Leave  such 
figments  to  magazine-writers  and  ballad-makers  ;  but,  cor- 
bleu !  it  makes  one  indignant  to  think  that  people  in  the 
United  Kingdom,  where  a  press  is  at  work  and  good  sense 
is  abroad,  and  clergymen  are  eager  to  educate  the  people, 
should  countenance  such  savage  superstitions  and  silly, 
grovelling  heathenisms. 

The  chapel  is  before  the  inn  where  I  resided,  and  on 
Sunday,  from  a  very  early  hour,  the  side  of  the  street  was 
thronged  with  worshippers,  who  came  to  attend  the  various 
services.  Nor  are  the  Catholics  the  only  devout  people  of 
this  remote  district.  There  is  a  large  Presbyterian  church 
very  well  attended,  as  was  the  Established  Church  service 
in  the  pretty  church  in  the  park.  There  was  no  organ,  but 
the  clerk  and  a  choir  of  children  sang  hymns  sweetly  and 
truly ;  and  a  charity  sermon  being  preached  for  the  benefit 
of  the  diocesan  schools,  I  saw  many  pound-notes  in  the 
plate,  showing  that  the  Protestants  here  were  as  ardent  as 
their  Poman  Catholic  brethren.  The  sermon  was  extem¬ 
pore,  as  usual,  according  to  the  prevailing  taste  here.  The 
preacher  by  putting  aside  his  sermon-book  may  gain  in 
warmth,  which  we  don’t  want,  but  lose  in  reason,  which  we 
do.  If  I  were  Defender  of  the  Faith,  I  would  issue  an 
order  to  all  priests  and  deacons  to  take  to  the  book  again  : 
weighing  well,  before  they  uttered  it,  every  word  they  pro¬ 
posed  to  say  upon  so  great  a  subject  as  that  of  religion ; 
and  mistrusting  that  dangerous  facility  given  by  active 
jaws  and  a  hot  imagination.  Peverend  divines  have 
adopted  this  habit,  and  keep  us  for  an  hour  listening  to 
what  might  well  be  told  in  ten  minutes.  They  are  won- 
drously  fluent,  considering  all  things ;  and  though  I  have 
heard  many  a  sentence  begun  whereof  the  speaker  did  not 
evidently  know  the  conclusion,  yet,  somehow  or  other,  he 
has  always  managed  to  get  through  the  paragraph  without 
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any  hiatus,  except  perhaps  in  the  sense.  And  as  far  as  I 
can  remark,  it  is  not  calm,  plain,  downright  preachers  who 
preserve  the  extemporaneous  system  for  the  most  part,  but 
pompous  orators,  indulging  in  all  the  cheap  graces  of  rhet¬ 
oric  —  exaggerating  words  and  feelings  to  make  effect,  and 
dealing  in  pious  caricature.  Church-goers  become  excited 
by  this  loud  talk  and  captivating  manner,  and  can’t  go 
back  afterwards  to  a  sober  discourse  read  out  of  a  grave  old 
sermon-book,  appealing  to  the  reason  and  the  gentle  feelings, 
instead  of  to  the  passions  and  the  imagination.  Beware  of 
too  much  talk,  0  parsons  !  If  a  man  is  to  give  an  account 
of  every  idle  word  he  utters,  for  what  a  number  of  such 
loud  nothings,  windy  emphatic  tropes  and  metaphors, 
spoken,  not  for  God’s  glory,  but  the  preacher’s,  will  many 
a  cushion-thumper  have  to  answer  !  And  this  rebuke  may 
properly  find  a  place  here,  because  the  clergyman  by  whose 
discourse  it  was  elicited  is  not  of  the  eloquent  dramatic 
sort,  but  a  gentleman,  it  is  said,  remarkable  for  old-fash¬ 
ioned  learning  and  quiet  habits,  that  do  not  seem  to  be  to 
the  taste  of  the  many  boisterous  young  clergy  of  the  pres¬ 
ent  day. 

The  Catholic  chapel  was  built  before  their  graces  the 
most  reverend  lord  archbishops  came  into  fashion.  It  is 
large  and  gloomy,  with  one  or  two  attempts  at  ornament 
by  way  of  pictures  at  the  altars,  and  a  good  inscription 
warning  the  in-comer,  in  a  few  bold  words,  of  the  sacred¬ 
ness  of  the  place  he  stands  in.  Bare  feet  bore  away 
thousands  of  people  who  came  to  pray  there :  there  were 
numbers  of  smart  equipages  for  the  richer  Protestant  con¬ 
gregation.  Strolling  about  the  town  in  the  balmy  summer 
evening,  I  heard  the  sweet  tones  of  a  hymn  from  the 
people  in  the  Presbyterian  praying-liouse.  Indeed,  the 
country  is  full  of  piety,  and  a  warm,  sincere,  undoubting 
devotion. 

On  week-days  the  street  before  the  chapel  is  scarcely 
less  crowded  than  on  the  Sabbath :  but  it  is  with  women 
and  children  merely ;  for  a  stream  bordered  with  lime- 
trees  runs  pleasantly  down  the  street,  and  hither  come 
innumerable  girls  to  wash,  while  the  children  make  dirt- 
pies  and  look  on.  Wilkie  was  here  some  years  since,  and 
the  place  affords  a  great  deal  of  amusement  to  the  painter 
of  character.  Sketching,  tant  Men  que  mal,  the  bridge  and 
the  trees,  and  some  of  the  nymphs  engaged  in  the  stream, 
the  writer  became  an  object  of  no  small  attention ;  and  at 
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least  a  score  of  dirty  brats  left  their  dirt-pies  to  look  on, 
the  barelegged  washing-girls  grinning  from  the  water. 

One,  a  regular  rustic  beauty,  whose  face  and  figure  would 
have  made  the  fortune  of  a  frontispiece,  seemed  particularly 
amused  and  agagante ;  and  I  walked  round  to  get  a 
drawing  of  her  fresh  jolly  face :  but  directly  I  came  near 
she  pulled  her  gown  over  her  head,  and  resolutely  turned 
round  her  back ;  and,  as  that  part  of  her  person  did  not 
seem  to  differ  in  character  from  the  backs  of  the  rest  of 
Europe,  there  is  no  need  of  taking  its  likeness. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


TiTE  PATTERN  AT  CROAGHPATRICK. 


X  the  Pattern  day,  however, 
the  washerwomen  and 
children  had  all  disap¬ 
peared — nay,  the  stream, 
too,  seemed  to  he  gone 
out  of  town.  There  was 
a  report  current,  also, 
that  on  the  occasion  of 
the  Pattern,  six  hundred 
teetotalers  had  sworn  to 
revolt ;  and  I  fear  that 
it  was  the  hope  of  wit¬ 
nessing  this  awful  rebel¬ 
lion  which  induced  me  to 
stay  a  couple  of  days  at 
-  Westport.  The  Pattern 
was  commenced  on  the  Sunday,  and  the  priests  going  up  to 
the  mountain  took  care  that  there  should  be  no  sports  nor 
dancing  on  that  day :  but  that  the  people  should  only  con¬ 
tent  themselves  with  the  performance  of  what  are  called 
religious  duties.  Religious  duties  !  Heaven  help  us  !  If 
these  reverend  gentlemen  were  worshippers  of  Moloch  or 
Baal,  or  any  deity  whose  honor  demanded  bloodshed,  and 
savage  rites,  and  degradation,  and  torture,  one  might  fancy 
them  encouraging  the  people  to  the  disgusting  penances 
the  poor  things  here  perform.  But  it’s  too  hard  to  think 
that  in  our  days  any  priests  of  any  religion  should  be 
found  superintending  such  a  hideous  series  of  self-sacrifices 
as  are,  it  appears,  performed  on  this  hill. 

A  friend  who  ascended  the  hill  brought  down  the  follow¬ 
ing  account  of  it.  The  ascent  is  a  very  steep  and  hard  one, 
he  says ;  but  it  was  performed  in  company  of  thousands  of 
people  who  were  making  their  way  barefoot  to  the  several 
“  stations  ”  upon  the  hill. 
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“  The  first  station  consists  of  one  heap  of  stones,  round 
which  they  must  walk  seven  times,  casting  a  stone  on  the 
heap  each  time,  and  before  and  after  every  stone’s  throw 
saying  a  prayer. 

“The  second  station  is  on  the  top  of  the  mountain. 
Here  there  is  a  great  altar  —  a  shapeless  heap  of  stones. 
The  poor  wretches  crawl  on  their  knees  into  this  place,  say 
fifteen  prayers,  and  after  going  round  the  entire  top  of  the 
mountain  fifteen  times,  say  fifteen  prayers  again. 

“  The  third  station  is  near  the  bottom  of  the  mountain 
at  the  further  side  from  Westport.  It  consists  of  three 
heaps.  The  penitents  must  go  seven  times  round  these 
collectively,  and  seven  times  afterwards  round  each  indi¬ 
vidually,  saying  a  prayer  before  and  after  each  progress.” 

My  informant  describes  the  people  as  coming  away  from 
this  “frightful  exhibition  suffering  severe  pain,  wounded 
and  bleeding  in  the  knees  and  feet,  and  some  of  the  women 
shrieking  with  the  pain  of  their  wounds.”  Fancy  thou¬ 
sands  of  these  bent  upon  their  work,  and  priests  standing 
by  to  encourage  them  !  —  For  shame,  for  shame.  If  all  the 
popes,  cardinals,  bishops,  hermits,  priests,  and  deacons  that 
ever  lived  were  to  come  forward  and  preach  this  as  a  truth 
—  that  to  please  God  you  must  macerate  your  body,  that 
the  sight  of  your  agonies  is  welcome  to  Him,  and  that 
your  blood,  groans,  and  degradation  find  favor  in  His  eyes, 
I  would  not  believe  them.  Better  have  over  a  company  of 
Fakeers  at  once,  and  set  the  Suttee  going. 

Of  these  tortures,  however,  I  had  not  the  fortune  to  wit¬ 
ness  a  sight :  for  going  towards  the  mountain  for  the  first 
four  miles,  the  only  conveyance  I  could  find  was  half  the 
pony  of  an  honest  sailor,  who  said,  when  applied  to,  “  I  tell 
you  what  I  do  wid  you  :  I  give  you  a  spell  about.”  But, 
as  it  turned  out  we  were  going  different  ways,  this  help 
was  but  a  small  one.  A  car  with  a  spare  seat,  however 
(there  were  hundreds  of  others  quite  full,  and  scores  of 
rattling  country -carts  covered  with  people,  and  thousands 
of  bare  legs  trudging  along  the  road),  —  a  car  with  a  spare 
seat  passed  by  at  two  miles  from  the  Pattern,  and  that  just 
in  time  to  get  comfortably  wet  through  on  arriving  there. 
The  whole  mountain  was  enveloped  in  mist;  and  we  could 
nowhere  see  thirty  yards  before  us.  The  women  walked 
forward,  with  their  gowns  over  their  heads ;  the  men 
sauntered  on  in  the  rain,  with  the  utmost  indifference 
to  it.  The  car  presently  came  to  a  cottage,  the  court  in 
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front  of  which,  was  black  with  two  hundred  horses,  and 
where  as  many  drivers  were  jangling  and  bawling:  and 
here  we  were  told  to  descend.  You  had  to  go  over  a  wall 
and  across  a  brook,  and  behold  the  Pattern. 

The  pleasures  of  the  poor  people  —  for  after  the  business 
on  the  mountain  came  the  dancing  and  love-making  at  its 
foot  —  were  wofully  spoiled  by  the  rain,  which  rendered 
dancing  on  the  grass  impossible ;  nor  were  the  tents  big 
enough  for  that  exercise.  Indeed,  the  whole  sight  was  as 
dismal  and  half-savage  a  one  as  I  have  seen.  There  may 
have  been  fifty  of  these  tents  squatted  round  a  plain  of  the 
most  brilliant  green  grass,  behind  Avhich  the  mist-curtains 
seemed  to  rise  immediately ;  for  you  could  not  even  see 
the  mountain-side  beyond  them.  Here  was  a  great  crowd 
of  men  and  women,  all  ugly,  as  the  fortune  of  the  day 
would  have  it  (for  the  sagacious  reader  has,  no  doubt, 
remarked  that  there  are  ugly  and  pretty  days  in  life). 
Stalls  were  spread  about,  whereof  the  owners  were  shriek¬ 
ing  out  the  praises  of  their  wares  —  great  coarse  damp¬ 
looking  bannocks  of  bread  for  the  most  part,  or,  mayhap, 
a  dirty  collection  of  pigs-feet  and  such  refreshments. 
Several  of  the  booths  professed  to  belong  to  “  confec¬ 
tioners  ”  from  Westport  or  Castlebar,  the  confectionery 
consisting  of  huge  biscuits  and  doubtful-looking  ginger- 
beer  —  ginger-ale  or  gingeretta  it  is  called  in  this  country, 
by  a  fanciful  people  who  love  the  finest  titles.  Add  to 
these,  caldrons  containing  water  for  “tay”  at  the  doors  of 
the  booths,  other  pots  full  of  masses  of  pale  legs  of  mutton 
(the  owner  “  prodding,’7  every  now  and  then,  for  a  bit,  and 
holding  it  up  and  asking  the  passenger  to  buy).  In  the 
booths  it  was  impossible  to  stand  upright,  or  to  see  much, 
on  account  of  smoke.  Men  and  women  were  crowded  in 
these  rude  tents,  huddled  together,  and  disappearing  in 
the  darkness.  Owners  came  bustling  out  to  replenish  the 
empty  water-jugs  :  and  landladies  stood  outside  in  the  rain 
calling  strenuously  upon  all  passers-by  to  enter.  Here  is  a 
design  taken  from  one  of  the  booths,  presenting  ingeni¬ 
ously  an  outside  and  an  inside  view  of  the  same  place  — 
an  artifice  seldom  practised  in  pictures. 

Meanwhile,  high  up  on  the  invisible  mountain,  the 
people  were  dragging  their  bleeding  knees  from  altar  to 
altar,  flinging  stones,  and  muttering  some  endless  litanies, 
with  the  priests  standing  by.  I  think  I  was  not  sorry 
that  the  rain,  and  the  care  of  my  precious  health,  prevented 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


237 


me  from  mounting  a  severe  liill  to  witness  a  sight  that 
could  only  have  caused  one  to  be  shocked  and  ashamed 
that  servants  of  God  should  encourage  it.  The  road  home 
was  very  pleasant ;  everybody  was  wet  through,  but  every¬ 
body  was  happy,  and  by  some  miracle  we  were  seven  on 
the  car.  There  was  the  honest  Englishman  in  the  mili¬ 
tary  cap,  who  sang  “  The  sea,  the  hopen  sea’s  my  ’ome,” 
although  not  any  one  of  the  company  called  upon  him 
for  that  air.  Then  the  music  was  taken  up  by  a  good- 
natured  lass  from  Castlebar;  then  the  Englishman  again, 
“  With  burnished  brand  and  musketoon  ” ;  and  there  was 
no  end  of  pushing,  pinching,  squeezing,  and  laughing. 


The  Englishman,  especially,  had  a  favorite  yell,  with 
which  he  saluted  and  astonished  all  cottagers,  passengers, 
cars,  that  we  met  or  overtook.  Presently  came  prancing 
by  two  dandies,  who  were  especially  frightened  by  the 
noise.  “Thim’s  two  tailors  from  Westport,”  said  the 
carman,  grinning  with  all  his  might.  “Come,  gat  out  of 
the  way  there,  gat  along  !  ”  piped  a  small  English  voice  from 
above  somewhere.  I  looked  up,  and  saw  a  little  creature 
perched  on  the  top  of  a  tandem,  which  he  was  driving  with 
the  most  knowing  air  —  a  dreadful  young  hero,  with  a 
white  hat,  and  white  face,  and  blue  bird’s-eye  neck-cloth. 
He  was  five  feet  high,  if  an  inch,  an  ensign  and  sixteen  ; 
and  it  was  a  great  comfort  to  think,  in  case  of  danger 
or  riot,  that  one  of  his  years  and  personal  strength  was  at 
hand  to  give  help. 

“Thim’s  the  afficers,”  said  the  carman,  as  the  tandem 
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wheeled  by,  a  small  groom  quivering  on  behind  —  and  the 
carman  spoke  with  the  greatest  respect  this  time.  Two 
days  before,  on  arriving  at  Westport,  I  had  seen  the  same 
equipage  at  the  door  of  the  inn  —  where  for  a  moment 
there  happened  to  be  no  waiter  to  receive  me.  So,  shoul¬ 
dering  a  carpet-bag,  I  walked  into  the  inn-hall,  and  asked  a 
gentleman  standing  there  where  was  the  coffee-room  ?  It 
was  the  military  tandem-driving  youth,  who  with  much 
grace  looked  up  in  my  face,  and  said  calmly,  “  I  dawnt 
knaw .”  I  believe  the  little  creature  had  just  been  dining 
in  the  very  room  —  and  so  present  my  best  compliments  to 
him. 

The  Guide-book  will  inform  the  traveller  of  many  a 
beautiful  spot  which  lies  in  the  neighborhood  of  Westport, 
and  which  I  had  not  the  time  to  visit ;  but  I  must  not  take 
leave  of  the  excellent  little  inn  without  speaking  once 
more  of  its  extreme  comfort ;  nor  of  the  place  itself,  with¬ 
out  another  parting  word  regarding  its  beauty.  It  forms 
an  event  in  one’s  life  to  have  seen  that  place,  so  beautiful 
is  it,  and  so  unlike  all  other  beauties  that  I  know  of. 
Were  such  beauties  lying  upon  English  shores  it  would  be  a 
world’s  wonder :  perhaps,  if  it  were  on  the  Mediterranean, 
or  the  Baltic,  English  travellers  would  flock  to  it  by 
hundreds ;  why  not  come  and  see  it  in  Ireland  ?  Remote 
as  the  spot  is,  Westport  is  only  two  days’  journey  from 
London  now,  and  lies  in  a  country  far  more  strange  to  most 
travellers  than  France  or  Germany  can  be. 


CHAPTEE  XXII. 


FROM  WESTPORT  TO  B ALLIN ASLOE. 


^  '!?  '  I  1 1  HE  mail-coach  took  us  next 
— '  '-A.  U  day  by  Castlebar  and  Tuam 

to  Ballinasloe,  a  journey 
of  near  eighty  miles. 
The  country  is  inter¬ 
spersed  with  innumerable 
seats  belonging  to  the 
Blakes,  the  Browns,  and 
the  Lynches ;  and  we  passed 
many  large  domains  be¬ 
longing  to  bankrupt  lords 
and  fugitive  squires,  with 
fine  lodges  adorned  with 
moss  and  battered  win¬ 
dows,  and  parks  where,  if 
the  grass  was  growing  on 
the  roads,  on  the  other  hand  the  trees  had  been  weeded  out 
of  the  srrass.  About  these  seats  and  their  owners  the 
guard  —  an  honest,  shrewd  fellow  —  had  all  the  gossip  to 
tell.  The  jolly  guard  himself  was  a  ruin,  it  turned  out : 
he  told  me  his  grandfather  was  a  man  of  large  property; 
his  father,  he  said,  kept  a  pack  of  hounds,  and  had  spent 
everything  by  the  time  he,  the  guard,  was  sixteen :  so  the 
lad  made  interest  to  get  a  mail-car  to  drive,  whence  he  had 
been  promoted  to  the  guard’s  seat,  and  now  for  forty 
years  had  occupied  it,  travelling  eighty  miles,  and  earning 
seven-and-twopence  every  day  of  his  life.  He  had  been 
once  ill,  he  said,  for  three  days  ;  and  if  a  man  may  be 
judged  by  ten  hours’  talk  with  him,  there  were  few  more 
shrewd,  resolute,  simple-minded  men  to  be  found  on  the 
outside  of  any  coaches  or  the  inside  of  any  houses  in  Ire¬ 
land. 

During  the  first  five-and-twenty  miles  of  the  journey,  — 
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for  the  day  was  very  sunny  and  bright,  —  Croaghpatrick 
kept  us  company ;  and,  seated  with  your  back  to  the 
horses,  you  could  see,  “  on  the  left,  that  vast  aggregation 
of  mountains  which  stretches  southwards  to  the  Bay  of 
Galway ;  on  the  right,  that  gigantic  assemblage  which 
sweeps  in  circular  outline  northward  to  Killule.”  Some¬ 
where  amongst  those  hills  the  great  John  Tuam  was  born, 
whose  mansion  and  cathedral  are  to  be  seen  in  Tuam 
town,  but  whose  fame  is  spread  everywhere.  To  arrive  at 
Castlebar,  we  go  over  the  undulating  valley  which  lies 
between  the  mountain  of  Joyce  country  and  Err  is ;  and 
the  first  object  which  you  see  on  entering  the  town 
is  a  stately  Gothic  castle  that  stands  at  a  short  distance 
from  it. 

On  the  gate  of  the  stately  Gothic  castle  was  written  an 
inscription,  not  very  hospitable  :  “  without  beware,  with¬ 
in  amend  ”  ;  just  beneath  which  is  an  iron  crane  of  neat 
construction.  The  castle  is  the  county  jail,  and  the  iron 
crane  is  the  gallows  of  the  district.  The  town  seems  neat 
and  lively :  there  is  a  fine  church,  a  grand  barracks  (cele¬ 
brated  as  the  residence  of  the  young  fellow  with  the  bird’s- 
eye  neck-cloth),  a  club,  and  a  Whig  and  Tory  newspaper. 
The  road  hence  to  Tuam  is  very  pretty  and  lively,  from 
the  number  of  country  seats  along  the  way,  giving  comfort¬ 
able  shelter  to  more  Blakes,  Browns,  and  Lynches. 

In  the  cottages,  the  inhabitants  looked  healthy  and  rosy 
in  their  rags,  and  the  cots  themselves  in  the  sunshine 
almost  comfortable.  After  a  couple  of  months  in  the 
country,  the  stranger’s  eye  grows  somewhat  accustomed 
to  the  rags  :  they  do  not  frighten  him  as  at  first ;  the 
people  who  wear  them  look  for  the  most  part  healthy 
enough :  especially  the  small  children  —  those  who  can 
scarcely  totter,  and  are  sitting  shading  their  eyes  at  the 
door,  and  leaving  the  unfinished  dirt-pie  to  shout  as  the 
coach  passes  by  —  are  as  healthy  a  looking  race  as  one  will 
often  see.  Nor  can  any  one  pass  through  the  land  with¬ 
out  being  touched  by  the  extreme  love  of  children  among 
the  people :  they  swarm  everywhere,  and  the  whole 
country  rings  with  cries  of  affection  towards  the  children, 
with  the  songs  of  young  ragged  nurses  dandling  babies  on 
their  knees,  and  warnings  of  mothers  to  Patsey  to  come 
out  of  the  mud,  or  Norey  to  get  off  the  pig’s  back. 

At  Tuam  the  coach  stopped  exactly  for  fourteen  minutes 
and  a  half,  during  which  time  those  who  wished  might 
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dine :  but,  instead,  I  had  the  pleasure  of  inspecting  a  very 
mouldy,  dirty  town,  and  made  my  way  to  the  Catholic 
cathedral  —  a  very  handsome  edifice  indeed ;  handsome 
without  and  within,  and  of  the  Gothic  sort.  Over  the 
door  is  a  huge  coat  of  arms  surmounted  by  a  cardinal’s 
hat  —  the  arms  of  the  see,  no  doubt,  quartered  with  John 
Tuam’s  own  patrimonial  coat ;  and  that  was  a  frieze  coat, 
from  all  accounts,  passably  ragged  at  the  elbows.  Well, 
he  must  be  a  poor  wag  who  could  sneer  at  an  old  coat 
because  it  was  old  and  poor ,  but  if  a  man  changes  it 
for  a  tawdry  gimcrack  suit  bedizened  with  twopenny 
tinsel,  and  struts  about  calling  himself  his  grace  and  my 
lord,  when  may  we  laugh  if  not  then  ?  There  is  some¬ 
thing  simple  in  the  way  in  which  these  good  people 
belord  their  clergymen,  and  respect  titles  real  or  sham. 
Take  any  Dublin  paper,  —  a  couple  of  columns  of  it  are 
sure  to  be  filled  with  movements  of  the  small  great  men 
of  the  world.  Accounts  from  Derrynane  state  that 
the  “  Right  Honorable  the  Lord  Mayor  is  in  good  health 
—  his  lordship  went  out  with  his  beagles  yesterday  ” ; 
or  “  his  Grace  the  Most  Reverend  the  Lord  Archbishop 
of  Bally  whack,  assisted  by  the  Right  Reverend  the  Lord 
Bishops  of  Trincomalee  and  Hippopotamus,  assisted,”  &c.  ; 
or  “  Colonel  Tims,  of  Castle  Tims,  and  lady,  have  quitted 
the  ‘  Shelburne  Hotel,’  with  a  party  for  Kilballybather- 
shins,  where  the  august  *  party  propose  to  enjoy  a  few 
days’  shrimp-fishing,”  —  and  so  on.  Our  people  are  not 
witty  and  keen  of  perceiving  the  ridiculous,  like  the  Irish  ; 
but  the  bluntness  and  honesty  of  the  English  have  well- 
nigh  kicked  the  fashionable  humbug  down ;  and  except 
perhaps  among  footmen  and  about  Baker  Street,  this 
curiosity  about  the  aristocracy  is  wearing  fast  away. 
Have  the  Irish  so  much  reason  to  respect  their  lords 
that  they  should  so  chronicle  all  their  movements  ;  and 
not  only  admire  real  lords,  but  make  sham  ones  of  their 
own  to  admire  them  ? 

There  is  no  object  of  special  mark  upon  the  road  from 
Tuam  to  Ballinasloe  —  the  country  being  fiat  for  the  most 
part,  and  the  noble  Galway  and  Mayo  mountains  having 
disappeared  at  length  —  until  you  come  to  a  glimpse  of 
Old  England  in  the  pretty  village  of  Ahascragh.  An  old 

*  This  epithet  is  applied  to  the  party  of  a  Colonel  somebody,  in  a 
Dublin  paper. 
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oak-tree  grows  in  the  neat  street,  the  houses  are  as  trim 
and  white  as  eye  can  desire,  and  about  the  church  and  the 
town  are  handsome  plantations,  forming  on  the  whole  such 
a  picture  of  comfort  and  plenty  as  is  rarely  to  be  seen  in 
the  part  of  Ireland  I  have  traversed.  All  these  wonders 
have  been  wrought  by  the  activity  of  an  excellent  resident 
agent.  There  was  a  countryman  on  the  coach  deploring 
that,  through  family  circumstances,  this  gentleman  should 
have  been  dispossessed  of  his  agency,  and  declaring  that 
the  village  had  already  began  to  deteriorate  in  consequence. 
The  marks  of  such  decay  were  not,  however,  visible  —  at 
least  to  a  new-comer  ;  and,  being  reminded  of  it,  I  indulged 
in  many  patriotic  longings  for  England :  as  every  English¬ 
man  does  when  he  is  travelling  out  of  the  country  which 
he  is  always  so  willing  to  quit. 

That  a  place  should  instantly  begin  to  deteriorate  be¬ 
cause  a  certain  individual  was  removed  from  it  —  that 
cottagers  should  become  thriftless,  and  houses  dirty,  and 
house-windows  cracked,  —  all  these  are  points  which  public 
economists  may  ruminate  over,  and  can’t  fail  to  give  the 
carelessest  traveller  much  matter  for  painful  reflection. 
How  is  it  that  the  presence  of  one  man  more  or  less  should 
affect  a  set  of  people  come  to  years  of  manhood,  and  know¬ 
ing  that  they  have  their  duty  to  do  ?  Why  should  a  man 
at  Ahascragh  let  his  home  go  to  ruin,  and  stuff  his  windows 
with  ragged  breeches  instead  of  glass,  because  Mr.  Smith 
is  agent  in  place  of  Mr.  Jones  ?  Is  he  a  child  that  won’t 
work  unless  the  schoolmaster  be  at  hand?  or  are  we  to 
suppose  with  the  “  Repealers  ”  that  the  cause  of  all  this 
degradation  and  misery  is  the  intolerable  tyranny  of  the 
sister  country,  and  the  pain  which  poor  Ireland  has  been 
made  to  endure  ?  This  is  very  well  at  the  Corn  Exchange, 
and  among  patriots  after  dinner;  but  after  all,  grantingthe 
grievance  of  the  franchise  (though  it  may  not  be  unfair  to 
presume  that  a  man  who  has  not  strength  of  mind  enough 
to  mend  his  own  breeches  or  his  own  windows  will  always 
be  the  tool  of  one  party  or  another),  there  is  no  Inquisition 
set  up  in  the  country;  the  law  tries  to  defend  the  people 
as  much  as  they  will  allow ;  the  odious  tithe  has  even  been 
whisked  off  from  their  shoulders  to  the  landlord’s ;  they 
may  live  pretty  much  as  they  like.  Is  it  not  too  monstrous 
to  howl  about  English  tyranny  and  suffering  Ireland,  and 
call  for  a  Stephen’s  Green  Parliament  to  make  the  country 
quiet  and  the  people  industrious?  The  people  are  not 
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politically  worse  treated  than  their  neighbors  in  England. 
The  priests  and  landlords,  if  they  chose  to  co-operate, 
might  do  more  for  the  country  now  than  any  kings  or  laws 
could.  What  you  want  here  is  not  a  Catholic  or  Protestant 
party,  but  an  Irish  party. 

In  the  midst  of  these  reflections,  and  by  what  the  reader 
will  doubtless  think  a  blessed  interruption,  we  came  in 
sight  of  the  town  of  Ballinasloe  and  its  “gash  lamps,” 
which  a  fellow-passenger  did  not  fail  to  point  out  with 
admiration.  The  road-menders,  however,  did  not  appear 
to  think  that  light  was  by  any  means  necessary ;  for,  having 
been  occupied,  in  the  morning,  in  digging  a  fine  hole  upon 
the  highway,  previous  to  some  alterations  to  be  effected 
there,  they  had  left  their  work  at  sundown,  without  any 
lamp  to  warn  coming  travellers  of  the  hole — which  we 
only  escaped  by  a  wonder.  The  papers  have  much  such 
another  story.  In  the  Galway  and  Ballinasloe  coach  a 
horse  on  the  road  suddenly  fell  down  and  died ;  the  coach¬ 
man  drove  his  coach  unicorn-fashion  into  town ;  and,  as  for 
the  dead  horse,  of  course  he  left  it  on  the  road,  at  the  place 
where  it  fell,  and  where  another  coach  coming  up  was 
upset  over  it,  bones  broken,  passengers  mained,  coach 
smashed.  By  heavens  !  the  tyranny  of  England  is  unen¬ 
durable  ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  it  had  a  hand  in  upsetting 
that  coach. 


CHAPTEB  XXIII. 


B ALLIN ASLOE  TO  DUBLIN. 

UBING  the  cattle-fair  the 
celebrated  town  of  Balli- 
nasloe  is  thronged  with 
farmers  from  all  parts  of 
the  kingdom  —  the  cattle 
being  picturesquely  exhib¬ 
ited  in  the  park  of  the 
noble  proprietor  of  the 
town,  Lord  Clancarty.  As 
it  was  not  fair-time  the 
town  did  not  seem  particu¬ 
larly  busy,  nor  was  there 
much  to  remark  in  it,  ex¬ 
cept  a  church,  and  a  mag¬ 
nificent  lunatic  asylum, 
that  lies  outside  the  town 
on  the  Dublin  road  and  is 
as  handsome  and  stately 
as  a  palace.  I  think  the  beggars  were  more  plenteous  and 
more  loathsome  here  than  almost  anywhere.  To  one  hide¬ 
ous  wretch  I  was  obliged  to  give  money  to  go  away,  which 
he  did  for  a  moment,  only  to  obtrude  his  horrible  face 
directly  afterwards  half  eaten  away  with  disease.  “A 
penny  for  the  sake  of  poor  little  Mery,”  said  another 
woman,  who  had  a  baby  sleeping  on  her  withered  breast ; 
and  how  can  any  one  who  has  a  little  Mery  at  home  resist 
such  an  appeal  ?  “  Pity  the  poor  blind  man  !  ”  roared  a 

respectably  dressed  grenadier  of  a  fellow.  I  told  him  to 
go  to  the  gentleman  with  a  red  neck-cloth  and  fur  cap  (a 
young  buck  from  Trinity  College)  —  to  whom  the  blind 
man  with  much  simplicity  immediately  stepped  over ;  and 
as  for  the  rest  of  the  beggars,  what  pen  or  pencil  could 
describe  their  hideous  leering  flattery,  their  cringing, 
swindling  humor  ? 
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The  inn,  like  the  town,  being  made  to  accommodate  the 
periodical  crowds  of  visitors  who  attended  the  fair,  pre¬ 
sented  in  their  absence  rather  a  faded  and  desolate  look; 
and  in  spite  of  the  live-stock  for  which  the  place  is  famous, 
the  only  portion  of  their  produce  which  I  could  get  to  my 
share,  after  twelve  hours’  fasting  and  an  hour’s  bell-ringing 
and  scolding,  was  one  very  lean  mutton-chop  and  one  very 
small  damp  kidney,  brought  in  by  an  old  tottering  waiter 
to  a  table  spread  in  a  huge  black  coffee-room,  dimly  lighted 
by  one  little  jet  of  gas. 

As  this  only  served  very  faintly  to  light  up  the  above 
banquet,  the  waiter,  upon  remonstrance,  proceeded  to  light 
the  other  bee ;  but  the  lamp  was  sulky,  and  upon  this 
attempt  to  force  it,  as  it  were,  refused  to  act  altogether, 
and  went  out.  The  big  room  was  then  accommodated  with 
a  couple  of  yellow  mutton-candles.  There  was  a  neat,  hand¬ 
some,  correct  young  English  officer  warming  his  slippers 
at  the  fire,  and  opposite  him  sat  a  worthy  gentleman,  with 
a  glass  of  “  mingled  materials,”  discoursing  to  him  in  a 
very  friendly  and  confidential  way. 

As  I  don’t  know  the  gentleman’s  name,  and  as  it  is  not 
at  all  improbable,  from  the  situation  in  which  he  was,  that 
he  has  quite  forgotten  the  night’s  conversation,  I  hope 
there  will  be  no  breach  of  confidence  in  recalling  some  part 
of  it.  The  speaker  was  dressed  in  deep  black  —  worn, 
however,  with  that  degage,  air  peculiar  to  the  votaries  of 
Bacchus,  or  that  nameless  god,  offspring  of  Bacchus  and 
Ceres,  who  may  have  invented  the  noble  liquor  called 
whiskey.  It  was  fine  to  see  the  easy  folds  in  which  his 
neck-cloth  confined  a  shirt-collar  moist  with  the  generous 
drops  that  trickled  from  the  chin  above,  —  its  little  per¬ 
centage  upon  the  punch.  There  was  a  fine  dashing  black 
satin  waistcoat  that  called  for  its  share,  and  generously 
disdained  to  be  buttoned.  I  think  this  is  the  only  speci¬ 
men  I  have  seen  yet  of  the  personage  still  so  frequently 
described  in  the  Irish  novels — the  careless  drinking  squire 
—  the  Irish  Will  Whimble. 

“  Sir,”  say  he,  u  as  I  was  telling  you  before  this  gentle¬ 
man  came  in  (from  Westport,  I  preshume,  sir,  by  the  mail? 
and  my  service  to  you !),  the  butchers  in  Tchume  (Tuam)  — 
where  I  live,  and  shall  be  happy  to  see  you  and  give  you  a 
shakedown,  a  cut  of  mutton,  and  the  use  of  as  good  a  brace 
of  pointers  as  ever  you  shot  over  —  the  butchers  say  to  me, 
whenever  I  look  in  at  their  shops  and  ask  for  a  joint  of 
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meat  —  they  say  :  1  Take  down  that  quarther  o’  mutton,  boy*, 
it’s  no  use  weighing  it  for  Mr.  Bodkin.  He  can  tell 
with  an  eye  what’s  the  weight  of  it  to  an  ounce  !  ’  And  so, 
sir,  I  can ;  and  I’d  make  a  bet  to  go  into  any  market  in 
Dublin,  Tchume,  Ballinasloe,  where  you  please,  and  just  by 
looking  at  the  meat  decide  its  weight.” 

At  the  pause,  during  which  the  gentleman  here  desig¬ 
nated  Bodkin  drank  off  his  “materials,”  the  young  officer 
said  gravely  that  this  was  a  very  rare  and  valuable  accom¬ 
plishment,  and  thanked  him  for  the  invitation  to  Tchume. 


The  honest  gentleman  proceeded  with  his  personal  me¬ 
moirs  ;  and  (with  a  charming  modesty  that  authenticated 
his  tale,  while  it  interested  his  hearers  for  the  teller)  he 
called  for  a  fresh  tumbler,  and  began  discoursing  about 
horses.  “Them  I  don’t  know,”  says  he,  confessing  the 
fact  at  once;  “or,  if  I  do,  I’ve  been  always  so  unlucky 
with  them  that  it’s  as  good  as  if  I  didn’t. 

“  To  give  you  an  idea  of  my  ill-fortune :  Me  brother-’n- 
law  Burke  once  sent  me  three  colts  of  his  to  sell  at  this 
very  fair  of  Ballinasloe,  and  for  all  I  could  do  I  could  only 
get  a  bid  for  one  of  ’em,  and  sold  her  for  sixteen  pounds. 
And  d’ye  know  what  that  mare  was,  sir  ?  ”  says  Mr. 
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Bodkin,  giving  a  thump  that  made  the  spoon  jump  out  of 
the  punch-glass  for  fright.  “D’ye  know  who  she  was? 
she  was  Water-Wagtail,  sir,  —  Water-Wagtail  !  She  won 
fourteen  cups  and  plates  in  Ireland  before  she  went  to 
Liverpool;  and  you  know  what  she  did  there?”  (We 
said,  “O!  of  course.”)  “Well,  sir,  the  man  who  bought 
her  from  me  sold  her  for  four  hunder’  guineas  ;  and  in 
England  she  fetched  eight  hunder’  pounds. 

“Another  of  them  very  horses,  gentlemen  (Tim,  some  hot 
wather  —  screeching  hot,  you  divil  —  and  a  sthroke  of  the 
limin)  —  another  of  them  horses  that  I  was  refused  fifteen 
pound  for,  me  brother-in-law  sould  to  Sir  Bufford  Bufford 
for  a  hunder’-and-fifty  guineas.  Wasn’t  that  luck  ? 

“Well,  sir,  Sir  Bedford  gives  Burke  his  bill  at  six  months, 
and  don’t  pay  it  when  it  come  jue.  A  pretty  pickle  Tom 
Burke  was  in,  as  I  leave  ye  to  fancy,  for  he’d  paid  away  the 
bill,  which  he  thought  as  good  as  goold ;  and  sure  it  ought 
to  be,  for  Sir  Bufford  had  come  of  age  since  the  bill  was 
drawn,  and  before  it  was  deie,  and,  as  I  needn’t  tell  yoee,  had 
slipped  into  a  very  handsome  property. 

“  On  the  protest  of  the  bill,  Burke  goes  in  a  fury  to  Gres¬ 
ham’s  in  Sackville  Street,  where  the  baronet  was  living, 
and  (would  ye  believe  it  ?)  the  latter  says  he  doesn’t  intend 
to  meet  the  bill,  on  the  score  that  he  was  a  minor  when  he 
gave  it.  On  which  Burke  was  in  such  a  rage  that  he  took 
a  horsewhip  and  vowed  he’d  beat  the  baronet  to  a  jelly,  and 
post  him  in  every  club  in  Dublin,  and  publish  every  cir¬ 
cumstance  of  the  transaction.” 

“  It  does  seem  rather  a  queer  one,”  says  one  of  Mr.  Bod¬ 
kin’s  hearers. 

“  Queer  indeed :  but  that’s  not  it,  you  see  ;  for  Sir  Bufford 
is  as  honorable  a  man  as  ever  lived ;  and  after  this  quarrel 
he  paid  Burke  his  money,  and  they’ve  been  warm  friends 
ever  since.  But  what  I  want  to  show  ye  is  our  infernal 
luck.  Three  months  before ,  Sir  Rujford  had  sold  that  very 
horse  for  three  hunder’  guineas .” 

The  worthy  gentleman  had  just  ordered  in  a  fresh  tum¬ 
bler  of  his  favorite  liquor,  when  we  wished  him  good-night, 
and  slept  by  no  means  the  worse,  because  the  bedroom 
candle  was  carried  by  one  of  the  prettiest  young  chamber¬ 
maids  possible. 

Next  morning,  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  beggars  more 
filthy,  hideous,  and  importunate  than  any  I  think  in  the 
most  favored  towns  of  the  south,  we  set  off,  a  coach-load, 
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for  Dublin.  A  clergyman,  a  guard,  a  Scotch  farmer,  a 
butcher,  a  bookseller’s  hack,  a  lad  bound  for  Maynooth  and 
another  for  Trinity,  made  a  varied,  pleasant  party  enough, 
where  each,  according  to  his  lights,  had  something  to  say. 

I  have  seldom  seen  a  more  dismal  and  uninteresting  road 
than  that  which  we  now  took,  and  which  brought  us 
through  the  “  old,  inconvenient,  ill-built,  and  ugly  town  of 
Athlone.”  The  painter  would  find  here,  however,  some 
good  subjects  for  his  sketch-book,  in  spite  of  the  com  ruina¬ 
tion  of  the  Guide-book.  Here,  too,  great  improvements  are 
taking  place  for  the  Shannon  navigation,  which  will  render 
the  town  not  so  inconvenient  as  at  present  it  is  stated  to 
be ;  and  hard  by  lies  a  little  village  that  is  known  and 
loved  by  all  the  world  where  English  is  spoken.  It  is 
called  Lishoy,  but  its  real  name  is  Auburn,  and  it  gave 
birth  to  one  Noll  Goldsmith,  whom  Mr.  Boswell  was  in  the 
habit  of  despising  very  heartily.  At  the  Quaker  town  of 
Moate,  the  butcher  and  the  farmer  dropped  off,  the  clergy¬ 
man  went  inside,  and  their  places  were  filled  by  four  May- 
noothians,  whose  vacation  was  just  at  an  end.  One  of 
them,  a  freshman,  was  inside  the  coach  with  the  clergyman, 
and  told  him,  with  rather  a  long  face,  of  the  dismal  disci¬ 
pline  of  his  college.  They  are  not  allowed  to  quit  the  gates 
(except  on  general  walks) ;  they  are  expelled  if  they  read  a 
newspaper ;  and  they  begin  term  with  “  a  retreat  ”  of  a 
week,  which  time  they  are  made  to  devote  to  silence,  and, 
as  it  is  supposed,  to  devotion  and  meditation. 

I  must  say  the  young  fellows  drank  plenty  of  whiskey  on 
the  road,  to  prepare  them  for  their  year’s  abstinence ;  and, 
when  at  length  arrived  in  the  miserable  village  of  May¬ 
nooth,  determined  not  to  go  into  college  that  night,  but  to 
devote  the  evening  to  a  “lark.”  They  were  simple,  kind- 
hearted  young  men,  sons  of  farmers  or  tradesmen  seem¬ 
ingly  ;  and,  as  is  always  the  case  here,  except  among  some 
of  the  gentry,  very  gentlemanlike  and  pleasing  in  manners. 
Their  talk  was  of  this  companion  and  that ;  how  one  was 
in  rhetoric,  and  another  in  logic,  and  a  third  had  got  his 
curacy.  Wait  for  a  while ;  and  with  the  happy  system 
pursued  within  the  walls  of  their  college,  those  smiling, 
good-humored  faces  will  come  out  with  a  scowl,  and  down¬ 
cast  eyes  that  seem  afraid  to  look  the  world  in  the  face. 
When  the  time  comes  for  them  to  take  leave  of  yonder 
dismal-looking  barracks,  they  will  be  men  no  longer,  but 
bound  over  to  the  church,  body  and  soul :  their  free 
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thoughts  chained  down  and  kept  in  darkness,  their  honest 
affections  mutilated.  Well,  I  hope  they  will  be  happy  to¬ 
night  at  any  rate,  and  talk  and  laugh  to  their  hearts’  con¬ 
tent.  The  poor  freshman,  whose  big  chest  is  carried  off  by 
the  porter  yonder  to  the  inn,  has  but  twelve  hours  more  of 
hearty,  natural,  human  life.  To-morrow,  they  will  begin 
their  work  upon  him ;  cramping  his  mind,  and  biting  his 
tongue,  and  firing  and  cutting  at  his  heart,  —  breaking  him 
to  pull  the  church  chariot.  Ah !  why  didn’t  he  stop  at 
home,  and  dig  potatoes  and  get  children  ? 

Part  of  the  drive  from  Maynooth  to  Dublin  is  exceedingly 
pretty :  you  are  carried  through  Leixlip,  Lucan,  Chapelizod, 
and  by  scores  of  parks  and  villas,  until  the  gas-lamps  come 
in  sight.  Was  there  ever  a  cockney  that  was  not  glad  to 
see  them,  and  did  not  prefer  the  sight  of  them,  in  his 
heart,  to  the  best  lake  or  mountain  ever  invented  ?  Pat 
the  waiter  comes  jumping  down  to  the  car  and  says,  “  Wel¬ 
come  back,  sir  !  ’’  and  bustles  the  trunk  into  the  queer  little 
bedroom,  with  all  the  cordial  hospitality  imaginable. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 


TWO  DAYS  IN  WICKLOW. 

IE  little  tour  we  have  just 
been  taking  has  been  per¬ 
formed,  not  only  by 
myriads  of  the  “  car-driv- 
ingest,  tay-drinkingest, 
say-bathingest  people  in 
the  world,”  the  inhabi¬ 
tants  of  the  city  of  Dub¬ 
lin,  but  also  by  all  tne 
tourists  who  have  come  to 
discover  this  country  for 
the  benefit  of  the  English 
nation.  “  Look  here  !  ” 
says  the  ragged,  bearded 
genius  of  a  guide  at  the 
Seven  Churches.  “  This 
is  the  spot  which  Mr. 
Henry  Inglis  particularly  admired,  and  said  it  was  exactly 
like  Norway.  Many’s  the  song  I’ve  heard  Mr.  Sam  Lover 
sing  here  —  a  pleasant  gentleman  entirely.  Have  you  seen 
my  picture  that’s  taken  off  in  Mrs.  Hall’s  book  ?  All  the 
strangers  know  me  by  it,  though  it  makes  me  much  cleverer 
than  I  am.”  Similar  tales  has  he  of  Mr.  Barrow,  and  the 
Transatlantic  Willis,  and  of  Crofton  Croker,  who  has  been 
everywhere. 

The  guide’s  remarks  concerning  the  works  of  these  gentle¬ 
men  inspired  me,  I  must  confess,  with  considerable  disgust 
and  jealousy.  A  plague  take  them  !  what  remains  for  me  to 
discover  after  the  gallant  adventurers  in  the  service  of 
Paternoster  Row  have  examined  every  rock,  lake,  and  ruin 
of  the  district,  exhausted  it  of  all  its  legends,  and  “  invent¬ 
ed  new  ”  most  likely,  as  their  daring  genius  prompted  ? 
Hence  it  follows  that  the  description  of  the  two  days’  jaunt 
must  of  necessity  be  short;  lest  persons  who  have  read 
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former  accounts  should  be  led  to  refer  to  the  same,  and 
make  comparisons  which  might  possibly  be  unfavorable  to 
the  present  humble  pages. 

Is  there  anything  new  to  be  said  regarding  the  journey  ? 
In  the  first  place,  there’s  the  railroad :  it’s  no  longer  than 
the  railroad  to  Greenwich,  to  be  sure,  and  almost  as  well 
known ;  but  has  it  been  done  ?  that’s  the  question ;  or  has 
anybody  discovered  the  dandies  on  the  railroad  ? 

After  wondering  at  the  beggars  and  carmen  of  Dublin, 
the  stranger  can’t  help  admiring  another  vast  and  numerous 
class  of  inhabitants  of  the  city  —  namely,  the  dandies. 
Such  a  number  of  smartly-dressed  young  fellows  I  don’t 
think  any  town  possesses :  no,  not  Paris,  where  the  young 
shopmen,  with  spurs  and  stays,  may  be  remarked  strutting 
abroad  on  fete-days  ;  nor  London,  where  on  Sundays,  in  the 
Park,  you  see  thousands  of  this  cheap  kind  of  aristocracy 
parading ;  nor  Liverpool,  famous  for  the  breed  of  commer¬ 
cial  dandies,  desk  and  counter  D’Orsays  and  cotton  and 
sugar-barrel  Brummels,  and  whom  one  remarks  pushing  on 
to  business  with  a  brisk  determined  air.  All  the  above 
races  are  only  to  be  encountered  on  holidays,  except  by 
those  persons  whose  affairs  take  them  to  shops,  docks,  or 
counting-houses,  where  these  fascinating  young  fellows 
labor  during  the  week. 

But  the  Dublin  breed  of  dandies  is  quite  distinct  from 
those  of  the  various  cities  above  named,  and  altogether 
superior :  for  they  appear  every  day,  and  all  day  long,  not 
once  a  week  merely,  and  have  an  original  and  splendid 
character  and  appearance  of  their  own,  very  hard  to  describe, 
though  no  doubt  every  traveller,  as  well  as  myself,  has  ad¬ 
mired  and  observed  it.  They  assume  a  sort  of  military  and 
ferocious  look,  not  observable  in  other  cheap  dandies,  except 
in  Paris  perhaps  now  and  then  ;  and  are  to  be  remarked  not 
so  much  for  the  splendor  of  their  ornaments  as  for  the  pro¬ 
fusion  of  them.  Thus,  for  instance,  a  hat  which  is  worn 
straight  over  the  two  eyes  costs  very  likely  more  than  one 
which  hangs  upon  one  ear ;  a  great  oily  bush  of  hair  to  bal¬ 
ance  the  hat  (otherwise  the  head  no  doubt  would  fall  hope¬ 
lessly  on  one  side)  is  even  more  economical  than  a  crop 
which  requires  the  barber’s  scissors  oft-times ;  also  a  tuft 
on  the  chin  may  be  had  at  a  small  expense  of  bear’s-grease 
by  persons  of  a  proper  age ;  and  although  big  pins  are  the 
fashion,  I  am  bound  to  say  I  have  never  seen  so  many  or  so 
big  as  here.  Large  agate  marbles  or  “  taws,”  globes  terres- 
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trial  and  celestial,  pawnbrokers’  balls,  —  I  cannot  find 
comparisons  large  enough  for  these  wonderful  ornaments  of 
the  person.  Canes  also  should  be  mentioned,  which  are 
sold  very  splendid,  with  gold  or  silver  heads,  for  a  shilling 
on  the  Quays ;  and  the  dandy  not  uncommonly  finishes  off 
with  a  horn  quizzing-glass,  which  being  stuck  in  one  eye 
contracts  the  brows  and  gives  a  fierce  determined  look  to 
the  whole  countenance. 

In  idleness  at  least  these  young  men  can  compete  with 
the  greatest  lords  ;  and  the  wonder  is,  how  the  city  can  sup* 
port  so  many  of  them,  or  they  themselves  ;  how  they  man¬ 
age  to  spend  their  time  :  who  gives  them  money  to  ride 
hacks  in  the  “  Phaynix  ”  on  field  and  race  days  ;  to  have 
boats  at  Kingstown  during  the  summer ;  and  to  be  crowding 
the  railway  coaches  all  the  day  long  ?  Cars  go  whirling 
about  all  day,  bearing  squads  of  them.  You  see  them  saun¬ 
tering  at  all  the  railway-stations  in  vast  numbers,  and  jump¬ 
ing  out  of  carriages  as  the  trains  come  up,  and  greeting 
other  dandies  with  that  rich  large  brogue  which  some  actor 
ought  to  make  known  to  the  English  public :  it  being  the 
biggest,  richest,  and  coarsest  of  all  the  brogues  of  Ireland. 

I  think  these  dandies  are  the  chief  objects  which  arrest 
the  stranger’s  attention  as  he  travels  on  the  Kingstown  rail¬ 
road,  and  I  have  always  been  so  much  occupied  in  watching 
and  wondering  at  them  as  scarcely  to  have  leisure  to  look 
at  anything  else  during  the  pretty  little  ride  of  twenty  min¬ 
utes  so  beloved  by  every  Dublin  cockney.  The  waters  of 
the  bay  wash  in  many  places  the  piers  on  which  the  railway 
is  built,  and  you  see  the  calm  stretch  of  water  beyond,  and 
the  big  purple  hill  of  Howth,  and  the  light-houses,  and  the 
jetties,  and  the  shipping.  Yesterday  was  a  boat-race  (I 
don’t  know  how  many  scores  of  such  take  place  during  the 
season),  and  you  may  be  sure  there  were  tens  of  thousands 
of  the  dandies  to  look  on.  There  had  been  boat-races  the 
two  days  previous  :  before  that,  had  been  a  field-day  — 
before  that,  three  days  of  garrison  races  —  to-day,  to-mor¬ 
row,  and  the  day  after,  there  are  races  at  Howth.  There 
seems  some  sameness  in  the  sports,  but  everybody  goes ; 
everybody  is  never  tired ;  and  then,  I  suppose,  comes  the 
punch-party,  and  the  song  in  the  evening  —  the  same  old 
pleasures,  and  the  same  old  songs  the  next  day,  and  so  on 
to  the  end.  As  for  the  boat-race,  I  saw  two  little  boats  in 
the  distance  tugging  away  for  dear  life  —  the  beach  and 
piers  swarming  with  spectators,  the  bay  full  of  small  yachts 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK 


253 


and  innumerable  row-boats,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  assem¬ 
blage  a  convict-ship  lying  ready  for  sail,  with  a  black  mass 
of  poor  wretches  on  her  deck  —  who,  too,  were  eager  for 
pleasure. 

Who  is  not,  in  this  country  ?  Walking  away  from  the 
pier  and  King  George’s  column,  you  arrive  upon  rows  after- 
rows  of  pleasure-houses,  whither  all  Dublin  flocks  during 
the  summer-time  —  for  every  one  must  have  his  sea-bathing ; 
and  they  say  that  country  houses  to  the  west  of  the  town 
are  empty,  or  to  be  had  for  very  small  prices,  while  for 
those  on  the  coast,  especially  towards  Kingstown,  there  is 
the  readiest  sale  at  large  prices.  I  have  paid  frequent  vis¬ 
its  to  one,  of  which  the  rent  is  as  great  as  that  of  a  tolerable 
London  house ;  and  there  seem  to  be  others  suited  to  all 
purses  :  for  instance,  there  are  long  lines  of  two-roomed 
houses,  stretching  far  back  and  away  from  the  sea,  accom¬ 
modating,  doubtless,  small  commercial  men,  or  small  fami¬ 
lies,  or  some  of  those  travelling  dandies  we  have  just  been 
talking  about,  and  whose  costume  is  so  cheap  and  so  splen¬ 
did. 

A  two-horse  car,  which  will  accommodate  twelve,  or  will 
condescend  to  receive  twenty  passengers,  starts  from  the 
railway-station  for  Bray,  running  along  the  coast  for  the 
chief  part  of  the  journey,  though  you  have  but  few  views 
of  the  sea,  on  account  of  intervening  woods  and  hills.  The 
whole  of  this  country  is  covered  with  handsome  villas  and 
their  gardens,  and  pleasure-grounds.  There  are  round  many 
of  the  houses  parks  of  some  extent,  and  always  of  consider¬ 
able  beauty,  among  the  trees  of  which  the  road  winds. 
New  churches  are  likewise  to  be  seen  in  various  places  ; 
built  like  the  poor-houses,  that  are  likewise  everywhere 
springing  up,  pretty  much  upon  one  plan  —  a  sort  of  bas¬ 
tard  or  Vauxhall  Gothic  —  resembling  no  architecture  of 
any  age  previous  to  that  when  Horace  Walpole  invented 
the  Castle  of  Otranto  and  the  other  monstrosity  upon 
Strawberry  Hill  :  though  it  must  be  confessed  that  those 
on  the  Bray  line  are  by  no  means  so  imaginative.  Well, 
what  matters,  say  you,  that  the  churches  be  ugly,  if  the 
truth  is  preached  within  ?  Is  it  not  fair,  however,  to  say 
that  Beauty  is  the  truth  too,  of  its  kind  ?  and  why  should 
it  not  be  cultivated  as  well  as  other  truth  ?  Why  build 
these  hideous  barbaric  temples,  when  at  the  expense  of  a 
little  study  and  taste  beautiful  structures  might  be  raised  ? 

After  leaving  Bray,  with  its  pleasant  bay,  and  pleasant 
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river,  and  pleasant  inn,  the  little  Wicklow  tour  may  be 
said  to  commence  properly ;  and  as  that  romantic  and  beau¬ 
tiful  country  has  been  described  many  times  in  familiar 
terms,  our  only  chance  is  to  speak  thereof  in  romantic  and 
beautiful  language  such  as  no  other  writer  can  possibly 
have  employed. 

We  rang  at  the  gate  of  the  steward’s  lodge  and  said, 
“  Grant  us  a  pass,  we  pray,  to  see  the  parks  of  Powerscourt, 
and  to  behold  the  brown  deer  upon  the  grass,  and  the  cool 
shadows  under  the  whispering  trees.” 

But  the  steward’s  son  answered,  “  You  may  not  see  the 
parks  of  Powerscourt,  for  the  lord  of  the  castle  comes  home, 
and  we  expect  him  daily.”  So,  wondering  at  this  reply, 
but  not  understanding  the  same,  we  took  leave  of  the  son  of 
the  steward  and  said,  “No  doubt  Powerscourt  is  not  fit  to 
see.  Have  we  not  seen  parks  in  England,  my  brother,  and 
shall  we  break  our  hearts  that  this  Irish  one  hath  its  gates 
closed  to  us  ?  ” 

Then  the  car-boy  said,  “  My  lords,  the  park  is  shut,  but 
the  waterfall  runs  for  every  man ;  will  it  please  you  to  see 
the  waterfall  ?  ”  “  Boy,”  we  replied,  “  we  have  seen  many 

waterfalls  ;  nevertheless,  lead  on  !  ”  And  the  boy  took  his 
pipe  out  of  his  mouth  and  belabored  the  ribs  of  his  beast. 

And  the  horse  made  believe,  as  it  were,  to  trot,  and  jolted 
the  ardent  travellers;  and  we  passed  the  green  trees  of 
Tinnehinch,  which  the  grateful  Irish  nation  bought  and 
consecrated  to  the  race  of  Grattan ;  and  we  said,  “  What 
nation  will  spend  fifty  thousand  pounds  for  our  benefit  ?  ” 
and  we  wished  we  might  get  it ;  and  we  passed  on.  The 
birds  were,  meanwhile,  chanting  concerts  in  the  woods  ; 
and  the  sun  was  double-gliding  the  golden  corn. 

And  we  came  to  a  hill,  which  was  steep  and  long  of  de¬ 
scent  ;  and  the  car-boy  said,  “  My  lords,  I  may  never  descend 
this  hill  with  safety  to  your  honors’  bones  :  for  my  horse  is 
not  sure  of  foot,  and  loves  to  kneel  in  the  highway.  De¬ 
scend,  therefore,  and  I  will  await  your  return  here  on  the 
top  of  the  hill.” 

So  we  descended,  and  one  grumbled  greatly ;  but  the 
other  said,  “  Sir,  be  of  good  heart !  the  way  is  pleasant,  and 
the  footman  will  not  weary  as  he  travels  it.”  And  we  went 
through  the  swinging  gates  of  a  park,  where  the  harvest- 
men  sat  at  their  potatoes  —  a  mealy  meal. 

The  way  was  not  short,  as  the  companion  said,  but  still  it 
was  a  pleasant  way  to  walk.  Green  stretches  of  grass  were 
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there,  and  a  forest  nigh  at  hand.  It  was  but  September  : 
yet  the  autumn  had  already  begun  to  turn  the  green  trees 
into  red ;  and  the  ferns  that  were  waving  underneath  the 
trees  were  reddened  and  fading  too.  And  as  Dr.  Jones’s 
boys  on  Saturday  disport  in  the  meadows  after  school- 
hours,  so  did  the  little  clouds  run  races  over  the  waving 
grass.  And  as  grave  ushers  who  look  on  smiling  at  the 
sports  of  these  little  ones,  so  stood  the  old  trees  around  the 
green,  whispering  and  nodding  to  one  another. 

Purple  mountains  rose  before  us 
in  front,  and  we  began  presently  to 
hear  a  noise  and  roaring  afar  off  — 
not  a  fierce  roaring,  but  one  deep 
and  calm,  like  to  the  respiration  of 
the  great  sea,  as  he  lies  basking  on 
the  sands  in  the  sunshine. 

As  we  came  soon  to  a  little  hil¬ 
lock  of  green,  which  was  standing 
before  a  huge  mountain  of  purple 
black,  and  there  were  white  clouds 
over  the  mountains,  and  some  trees 
waving  on  the  hillock,  and  between 
the  trunks  of  them  we  saw  the 
waters  of  the  waterfall  descending: 
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and  there  was  a  snob  on  a  rock,  who  stood  and  examined 
the  same. 

Then  we  approached  the  water,  passing  the  clump  of  oak 
trees.  The  waters  were  white,  and  the  cliffs  which  they 
varnished  were  purple.  But  those  round  about  were  gray, 
tall,  and  gay  with  blue  shadows,  and  ferns,  heath,  and  rus¬ 
ty-colored  funguses  sprouting  here  and  there  in  the  same. 
But  in  the  ravine  where  the  waters  fell,  roaring  as  it  were 
with  the  fall,  the  rocks  were  dark,  and  the  foam  of  the  cat¬ 
aract  was  of  a  yellow  color.  And  we  stood,  and  were  silent, 
and  wondered.  And  still  the  trees  continued  to  wave,  and 
the  waters  to  roar  and  tumble,  and  the  sun  to  shine,  and 
the  fresh  wind  to  blow. 

And  we  stood  and  looked  :  and  said  in  our  hearts  it  was 
beautiful,  and  bethought  us  how  shall  all  this  be  set  down 
in  types  and  ink  ?  (for  our  trade  is  to  write  books  and  sell 
the  same —  a  chapter  for  a  guinea,  a  line  for  a  penny)  ;  and 
the  waterfall  roared  in  answer,  “  For  shame,  0  vain  man  ! 
think  not  of  thy  books  and  of  thy  pence  now ;  but  look  on,  and 
wonder,  and  be  silent.  Can  types  or  ink  describe  my  beau- 
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ty,  though  aided  by  thy  small  wit  ?  I  am  made  for  thee  to 
praise  and  wonder  at :  be  content,  and  cherish  thy  wonder. 
It  is  enough  that  thou  hast  seen  a  great  thing  :  is  it  needful 
that  thou  shouldst  prate  of  all  thou  hast  seen  ?  ” 

So  we  came  away  silently,  and  walked  through  the  park 
without  looking  back.  And  there  was  a  man  at  the  gate, 
who  opened  it  and  seemed  to  say,  “  Give  me  a  little  six¬ 
pence.”  But  we  gave  nothing,  and  walked  up  the  hill, 
which  was  sore  to  climb  ;  and  on  the  summit  found  the  car¬ 
boy,  who  was  lolling  on  his  cushions 
and  smoking,  as  happy  as  a  lord. 

Quitting  the  waterfall  at  Powers- 
court  (the  grand  style  in  which  it 
has  been  described  was  adopted  in 
order  that  the  reader,  who  has  prob¬ 
ably  read  other  descriptions  of  the 
spot,  might  have  at  least  something 
new  in  this  account  of  it),  we  speed¬ 
ily  left  behind  us  the  rich  and  wooded  tract  of  coun¬ 
try  about  Powerscourt,  and  came  to  a  bleak  tract,  which, 
perhaps  by  way  of  contrast  with  so  much  natural  wealth, 
is  not  unpleasing,  and  began  ascending  what  is  very  prop¬ 
erly  called  the  Long  Hill.  Here  you  see,  in  the  midst  of 
the  loneliness,  a  grim-looking  barrack,  that  was  erected 
when,  after  the  Rebellion,  it  was  necessary  for  some 
time  to  occupy  this  most  rebellious  country  ;  and  a  church 
looking  equally  dismal,  a  lean-looking  sham-Gothic  build¬ 
ing,  in  the  midst  of  this  green  desert.  The  road  to  Luggala, 
whither  we  were  bound,  turns  off  the  Long  Hill,  up  anoth¬ 
er  hill,  which  seems  still  longer  and  steeper,  inasmuch  as  it 
was  ascended  perforce  on  foot,  and  over  lonely  boggy  moor¬ 
lands,  enlivened  by  a  huge  gray  boulder  plumped  here  and 
there,  and  comes,  one  wonders  how,  to  the  spot.  Close  to 
this  hill  of  Slievebuck,  is  marked  in  the  maps  a  district 
called  “  the  uninhabited  country,”  and  these  stones  proba¬ 
bly  fell  at  a  period  of  time  when  not  only  this  district,  but 
all  the  world  was  uninhabited, —  and  in  some  convulsion  of 
the  neighboring  mountains  this  and  other  enormous  rocks 
were  cast  abroad. 

From  behind  one  of  them,  or  out  of  the  ground  somehow, 
as  we  went  up  the  hill,  sprang  little  ragged  guides,  who 
are  always  lurking  about  in  search  of  stray  pence  from 
tourists ;  and  we  had  three  or  four  of  such  at  our  back  by 
the  time  we  were  at  the  top  of  the  hill.  Almost  the  first 
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sight  we  saw  was  a  smart  coach-and-four,  with  a  loving 
wedding-party  within,  and  a  genteel  valet  and  lady’s-maid 
without.  I  wondered  had  they  been  burying  their  modest 
loves  in  the  uninhabited  district  ?  But  presently,  from  the 
top  of  the  hill,  I  saw  the  place  in  which  their  honeymoon 
had  been  passed :  nor  could  any  pair  of  lovers,  nor  a  pious 
hermit  bent  on  retirement  from  the  world,  have  selected  a 
more  sequestered  spot. 

Standing  by  a  big  shining  granite  stone  on  the  hill-top, 
we  looked  immediately  down  upon  Lough  Tay  —  a  little 
round  lake  of  half  a  mile  in  length,  which  lay  beneath  us 
as  black  as  a  pool  of  ink  —  a  high,  crumbling,  white-sided 
mountain,  falling  abruptly  into  it  on  the  side  opposite  to  us, 
with  a  huge  ruin  of  shattered  rocks  at  its  base.  North¬ 
wards,  we  could  see  between  mountains  a  portion  of  the 
neighboring  lake  of  Lough  Dan —  which,  too,  was  dark, 
though  the  Annamoe  river,  which  connects  the  two  lakes, 
lay  coursing  through  the  greenest  possible  flats  and  shin¬ 
ing  as  bright  as  silver.  Brilliant  green  shores,  too,  come 
gently  down  to  the  southern  side  of  Lough  Tay  ;  through 
these  runs  another  river,  with  a  small  rapid  or  fall,  which 
makes  a  music  for  the  lake,  and  here,  amidst  beautiful 
woods  lies  a  villa,  where  the  four  horses,  the  groom  and 
valet,  the  postilions,  and  the  young  couple  had,  no  doubt, 
been  hiding  themselves. 

Hereabouts,  the  owner  of  the  villa,  Mr.  Latouche,  has  a 
great  grazing  establishment ;  and  some  herd-boys,  no  doubt 
seeing  strangers  on  the  hill,  thought  proper  that  the  cattle 
should  stray  that  way,  that  they  might  drive  them  back 
again,  and  parenthetically  ask  the  travellers  for  money,  — 
everybody  asks  travellers  for  money,  as  it  seems.  Next 
day,  admiring  in  a  laborer’s  arms  a  little  child  —  his  mas¬ 
ter’s  son,  who  could  not  speak  —  the  laborer,  his  he-nurse, 
spoke  for  him,  and  demanded  a  little  sixpence  to  buy  the 
child  apples.  One  grows  not  a  little  callous  to  this  sort  of 
beggary  :  and  the  only  one  of  our  numerous  young  guides 
who  got  a  reward  was  the  raggedest  of  them.  He  and  his 
companions  had  just  come  from  school,  he  said,  —  not  a 
Government  school,  but  a  private  one,  where  they  paid.  I 
asked  how  much,  —  “  Was  it  a  penny  a  week?”  “No; 
not  a  penny  a  week,  but  so  much  at  the  end  of  the  year.” 
“Was  it  a  barrel  of  meal,  or  a  few  stone  of  potatoes,  or 
something  of  that  sort  ?  ”  “  Yes  ;  something  of  that  sort.” 

The  something  must,  however,  have  been  a  very  small 
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something  on  the  poor  lad’s  part.  He  was  one  of  four 
young  ones,  who  lived  with  their  mother,  a  widow.  He 
had  no  work ;  he  could  get  no  work;  nobody  had  work. 
His  mother  had  a  cabin  with  no  land — not  a  perch  of  land, 
no  potatoes  —  nothing  but  the  cabin.  How  did  they  live? 

• —  the  mother  knitted  stockings.  I  asked  had  she  any 
stockings  at  home?  —  the  boy  said,  “No.”  How  did  he 
live? — he  lived  how  he  could;  and  we  gave  him  three¬ 
pence,  with  which,  in  delight,  he  went  bounding  off  to  the 
poor  mother.  Gracious  heavens  !  what  a  history  to  hear, 
told  by  a  child  looking  quite  cheerful  as  he  told  it,  and  as 
if  the  story  was  quite  a  common  one.  And  a  common  one, 
too,  it  is  :  and  God  forgive  us. 

Here  is  another,  and  of  a  similar  low  kind,  but  rather 
pleasanter.  We  asked  the  car-boy  how  much  he  earned. 
He  said,  “  Seven  shillings  a  week,  and  his  chances  ’’  — 
which  in  the  summer  season,  from  the  number  of  tourists 
who  are  jolted  in  his  car,  must  be  tolerably  good  —  eight 
or  nine  shillings  a  week  more,  probably.  But,  he  said,  in 
winter  his  master  did  not  hire  him  for  the  car  ;  and  he  was 
obliged  to  look  for  work  elsewhere :  as  for  saving,  he  never 
had  saved  a  shilling  in  his  life. 

We  asked  him  was  he  married  ?  and  he  said,  No,  but  he 
was  as  good  as  married  ;  for  he  had  an  old  mother  and  four 
little  brothers  to  keep,  and  six  mouths  to  feed,  and  to  dress 
himself  decent  to  drive  the  gentlemen.  Was  not  the  “as 
good  as  married  ”  a  pretty  expression  ?  and  might  not 
some  of  what  are  called  their  betters  learn  a  little  good 
from  these  simple  poor  creatures  ?  There’s  many  a  young 
fellow  who  sets  up  in  the  world  would  think  it  rather  hard 
to  have  four  brothers  to  support ;  and  I  have  heard  more 
than  one  genteel  Christian  pining  over  five  hundred  a  year. 
A  few  such  may  read  this,  perhaps :  let  them  think  of  the 
Irish  widow  with  the  four  children  and  nothing,  and  at 
least  be  more  contented  with  their  port  and  sherry  and 
their  leg  of  mutton. 

This  brings  us  at  once  to  the  subject  of  dinner  and  the 
little  village,  Roundwood,  which  was  reached  by  this  time, 
lying  a  few  miles  off  from  the  lakes,  and  reached  by  a  road 
not  particularly  remarkable  for  any  picturesqueness  in 
beauty ;  though  you  pass  through  a  simple,  pleasing  land¬ 
scape,  always  agreeable  as  a  repose,  I  think,  after  viewing 
a  sight  so  beautiful  as  those  mountain  lakes  we  have  just 
quitted.  All  the  hills  up  which  we  had  panted  had  im- 
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parted  a  fierce  sensation  of  hunger ;  and  it  was  nobly 
decreed  that  we  should  stop  in  the  middle  of  the  street 
of  Roundwood,  impartially  between  the  two  hotels,  and 
solemnly  decide  upon  a  resting-place  after  having  in¬ 
spected  the  larders  and  bedrooms  of  each. 

And  here,  as  an  impartial  writer,  I  must  say  that  the 
hotel  of  Mr.  Wheatly  possesses  attractions  which  few  men 
can  resist,  in  the  shape  of  two  very  handsome  young 
ladies  his  daughters ;  whose  faces,  Avere  they  but  painted 
on  his  signboard,  instead  of  the  mysterious  piece  which 
ornaments  it,  would  infallibly  draw  tourists  into  the  house, 
thereby  giving  the  opposition  inn  of  Murphy  not  the  least 
chance  of  custom. 

A  landlord’s  daughters  in  England,  inhabiting  a  little 
country  inn,  would  be  apt  to  lay  the  cloth  for  the  traveller, 
and  their  respected  father  would  bring  in  the  first  dish  of 
the  dinner ;  but  this  arrangement  is  never  known  in  Ire¬ 
land  ;  we  scarcely  ever  see  the  cheering  countenance  of  my 
landlord.  And  as  for  the  young  ladies  of  Roundwood,  I 
am  bound  to  say  that  no  young  persons  in  Baker  Street 
could  be  more  genteel ;  and  that  our  bill,  when  it  was 
brought  the  next  morning,  was  written  in  as  pretty  and 
fashionable  a  lady’s  hand  as  ever  was  formed  in  the  most 
elegant  finishing  school  at  Pimlico. 

Of  the  dozen  houses  of  the  little  village,  the  half  seem 
to  be  houses  of  entertainment.  A  green  common  stretches 
before  these,  with  its  rural  accompaniments  of  geese,  pigs, 
and  idlers  ;  a  park  and  plantation  at  the  end  of  the  village, 
and  plenty  of  trees  round  about  it,  give  it  a  happy,  com¬ 
fortable,  English  look;  which  is,  to  my  notion,  the  best 
compliment  that  can  be  paid  to  a  hamlet :  for  where,  after 
all,  are  villages  so  pretty  ? 

Here,  rather  to  one’s  wonder  —  for  the  district  was  not 
thickly  enough  populated  to  encourage  dramatic  exhibi¬ 
tions  —  a  sort  of'  theatre  was  erected  on  the  common,  a 
ragged  cloth  covering  the  spectators  and  the  actors,  and 
the  former  (if  there  were  any)  obtaining  admittance 
through  two  doors  on  the  stage  in  front,  marked  “tit 
&  galery.”  Why  should  the  word  not  be  spelt  with 
one  l  as  with  two  ? 

The  entrance  to  the  “  pit  ”  was  stated  to  be  threepence, 
and  to  the  “  galery  ”  twopence.  We  heard  the  drums  and 
pipes  of  the  orchestra  as  we  sat  at  dinner :  it  seemed  to  be 
a  good  opportunity  to  examine  Irish  humor  of  a  peculiar 
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sort,  and  we  promised  ourselves  a  pleasant  evening  in  the  pit 

But  although  the  drums  began  to  beat  at  half-past  six, 
and  a  crowd  of  young  people  formed  round  the  ladder  at 
that  hour,  to  whom  the  manager  of  the  troop  addressed  the 
most  vehement  invitations  to  enter,  nobody  seemed  to  be 
inclined  to  mount  the  steps :  for  the  fact  most  likely  was, 
that  not  one  of  the  poor  fellows  possessed  the  requisite 
twopence  which  would  induce  the  fat  old  lady  who  sat  by 
it  to  fling  open  the  gallery  door.  At  one  time  I  thought 
of  offering  a  half-crown  for  a  purchase  of  tickets  for 
twenty,  and  so  at  once  benefiting  the  manager  and  the 
crowd  of  ragged  urchins  who  stood  wistfully  without  his 
pavilion ;  but  it  seemed  ostentatious,  and  we  had  not  the 
courage  to  face  the  tall  man  in  the  great-coat  gesticulating 
and  shouting  in  front  of  the  stage,  and  make  the  proposi¬ 
tion. 

Why  not  ?  It  would  have  given  the  company  potatoes 
at  least  for  supper,  and  made  a  score  of  children  happy. 
They  would  have  seen  “  the  learned  pig  who  spells  your 
name,  the  feats  of  manly  activity,  the  wonderful  Italian 
vaulting  ” ;  and  they  would  have  heard  the  comic  songs  by 
“your  humble  servant.” 

“ Your  humble  servant”  was  the  head  of  the  troop:  a 
long  man,  with  a  broad  accent,  a  yellow  top-coat,  and  a 
piteous  lean  face.  What  a  speculation  was  this  poor  fel¬ 
low’s  !  He  must  have  a  company  of  at  least  a  dozen  to 
keep.  There  were  three  girls  in  trousers,  who  danced  in 
front  of  the  stage,  in  Polish  caps,  tossing  their  arms  about 
to  the  tunes  of  three  musicianers ;  there  was  a  page,  two 
young  tragedy-actors,  and  a  clown  ;  there  was  the  fat  old 
woman  at  the  gallery-door  waiting  for  the  twopences ; 
there  was  the  Jack  Pudding  ;  and  it  was  evident  that  there 
must  have  been  some  one  within,  or  else  who  would  take 
care  of  the  learned  pig  ? 

The  poor  manager  stood  in  front,  and  shouted  to  the 
little  Irishry  beneath ;  but  no  one  seemed  to  move.  Then 
he  brought  forward  Jack  Pudding,  and  had  a  dialogue 
with  him  ;  the  jocularity  of  which,  by  heavens  !  made  the 
heart  ache  to  hear.  We  had  determined,  at  least,  to  go  to 
the  play  before  that,  but  the  dialogue  was  too  much :  we 
were  obliged  to  walk  away,  unable  to  face  that  dreadful 
Jack  Pudding,  and  heard  the  poor  manager  shouting  still 
for  many  hours  through  the  night,  and  the  drums  thump¬ 
ing  vain  invitations  to  the  people.  0  unhappy  children  of 
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the  Hibernian  Thespis  !  it  is  my  belief  that  they  must 
have  eaten  the  learned  pig  that  night  for  supper. 

It  was  Sunday  morning  when  we  left  the  little  inn  at 
Roundwood :  the  people  were  flocking  in  numbers  to  church, 
on  cars,  and  pillions,  neat,  comfortable,  and  well  dressed. 
We  saw  in  this  country  more  health,  more  beauty,  and 
more  shoes  than  I  have  remarked  in  any  quarter.  That 
famous  resort  of  sightseers,  the  Devil’s  Glen,  lies  at  a  few 
miles’  distance  from  the  little  village;  and,  having  gone 
on  the  car  as  near  to  the  spot  as  the  road  permitted,  we 
made  across  the  fields  —  boggy,  stony,  ill-tilled  fields  they 
were  —  for  about  a  mile,  at  the  end  of  which  walk  we 
found  ourselves  on  the  brow  of  the  ravine  that  has  received 
so  ugly  a  name. 

Is  there  a  legend  about  the  place  ?  No  doubt  for  this, 
as  for  almost  every  other  natural  curiosity  in  Ireland, 
there  is  some  tale  of  monk,  saint,  fairy,  or  devil ;  but  our 
guide  on  the  present  day  was  a  barrister  from  Dublin,  who 
did  not  deal  in  fictions  by  any  means  so  romantic,  and  the 
history,  whatever  it  was,  remained  untold.  Perhaps  the 
little  breechesless  cicerone  who  offered  himself  would  have 
given  us  the  story,  but  we  dismissed  the  urchin  with  scorn, 
and  had  to  find  our  own  way  through  bush  and  bramble 
down  to  the  entrance  of  the  gully. 

Here  we  came  on  a  cataract,  which  looks  very  big  in 
Messrs.  Curry’s  pretty  little  Guide-book  (that  every  travel¬ 
ler  to  Wicklow  will  be  sure  to  have  in  his  pocket)  ;  but  the 
waterfall,  on  this  shining  Sabbath  morning,  was  disposed  to 
labor  as  little  as  possible,  and  indeed  is  a  spirit  of  a  humble, 
ordinary  sort. 

But  there  is  a  ravine  of  a  mile  and  a  half,  through  which 
a  river  runs  roaring  (a  lady  who  keeps  the  gate  will  not 
object  to  receive  a  gratuity) — diere  is  a  ravine,  or  Devil’s 
Glen,  which  forms  a  delightful  wild  walk,  and  where  a 
Methuselah  of  a  landscape-painter  might  find  studies  for  all 
his  life  long.  All  sorts  of  foliage  and  color,  all  sorts  of 
delightful  caprices  of  light  and  shadow  —  the  river  tum¬ 
bling  and  frothing  amidst  the  boulders  —  “raucum  per 
lsevia  murmur  saxa  ciens,”  and  a  chorus  of  150,000  birds 
(there  might  be  more),  hopping,  twittering,  singing  under 
the  clear  cloudless  Sabbath  scene,  make  this  walk  one  of 
the  most  delightful  that  can  be  taken,  and  indeed  I  hope 
there  is  no  harm  in  saying  that  you  may  get  as  much  out 
of  an  hour’s  walk  there  as  out  of  the  best  hour’s  extempore 
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preaching.  But  this  was  as  a  salvo  to  our  conscience  for 
not  being  at  church. 

Here,  however,  was  a  long  aisle,  arched  gothically  over¬ 
head,  in  a  much  better  taste  than  is  seen  in  some  of  those 
dismal  new  churches  ;  and,  by  way  of  painted  glass,  the  sun 
lighting  up  multitudes  of  various-colored  leaves,  and  the 
birds  for  choristers,  and  the  river  by  way  of  organ,  and  in 
it  stones  enough  to  make  a  whole  library  of  sermons.  No 
man  can  walk  in  such  a  place  without  feeling  grateful,  and 
grave,  and  humble ;  and  without  thanking  heaven  for  it  as 
he  comes  away.  And,  walking  and  musing  in  this  free, 
happy  place,  one  could*  not  help  thinking  of  a  million  and  a 
half  of  brother  cockneys  shut  up  in  their  huge  prison  (the 
treadmill  for  the  day  being  idle),  and  told  by  some  legisla¬ 
tors  that  relaxation  is  sinful,  that  works  of  art  are  abomi¬ 
nations  except  on  week-days,  and  that  their  proper  place  of 
resort  is  a  dingy  tabernacle,  where  a  loud-voiced  man  is 
howling  about  hell-fire  in  bad  grammar.  Is  not  this  beau¬ 
tiful  world,  too,  a  part  of  our  religion  ?  Yes,  truly,  in  what¬ 
ever  way  my  Lord  John  Bussell  may  vote  ;  and  it  is  to  be 
learned  without  having  recourse  to  any  professor  at  any 
Bethesda,  Ebenezer,  or  Jerusalem :  there  can  be  no  mistake 
about  it ;  no  terror,  no  bigoted  dealing  of  damnation  to  one’s 
neighbor  :  it  is  taught  without  false  emphasis  or  vain  spout¬ 
ing  on  the  preacher’s  part  —  how  should  there  be  such  with 
such  a  preacher  ? 

This  wild  onslaught  upon  sermoils  and  preachers  needs 
perhaps  an  explanation :  for  which  purpose  we  must  whisk 
back  out  of  the  Devil’s  Glen  (improperly  so  named)  to  Dub¬ 
lin,  and  to  this  day  week,  when,  at  this  very  time,  I  heard 
one  of  the  first  preachers  of  the  city  deliver  a  sermon  that 
lasted  for  an  hour  and  twenty  minutes  —  time  enough  to 
walk  up  the  Glen  and  back,  and  remark  a  thousand  delight¬ 
ful  things  by  the  way. 

Mr.  G - ’s  church  (though  there  would  be  no  harm  in 

mentioning  the  gentleman’s  name,  for  a  more  conscientious 
and  excellent  man,  as  it  is  said,  cannot  be)  is  close  by  the 
Custom  House  in  Dublin,  and  crowded  morning  and  even¬ 
ing  with  his  admirers.  The  service  was  beautifully  read  by 
him,  and  the  audience  joined  in  the  responses,  and  in  the 
psalms  and  hymns,*  with  a  fervor  which  is  very  unusual 

*  Here  is  an  extract  from  one  of  tlie  latter  — 

“  Hasten  to  some  distant  isle, 

In  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
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in  England.  Then  came  the  sermon ;  and  what  more  can 
be  said  of  it  than  that  it  was  extempore,  and  lasted  for  an 
hour  and  twenty  minutes  ?  The  orator  never  failed  once 
for  a  word,  so  amazing  is  his  practice :  though,  as  a  stranger 
to  this  kind  of  exercise,  I  could  not  help  trembling  for  the 
performer,  as  one  has  for  Madame  Saqui  on  the  slack  rope, 
in  the  midst  of  a  blaze  of  rockets  and  squibs,  expecting 
every  minute  she  must  go  over.  But  the  artist  was  too 
skilled  for  that ;  and  after  some  tremendous  bound  of  a 
metaphor,  in  the  midst  of  which  you  expect  he  must  tumble 
neck  and  heels,  and  be  engulfed  in  the  dark  abyss  of  non¬ 
sense,  down  he  was  sure  to  come,  in  a  most  graceful  attitude 
too,  in  the  midst  of  a  fluttering  “  Ah  !  ”  from  a  thousand 
wondering  people. 

But  I  declare  solemnly  that  when  I  came  to  try  and  re¬ 
collect  of  what  the  exhibition  consisted,  and  give  an  ac¬ 
count  of  the  sermon  at  dinner  that  evening,  it  was  quite 
impossible  to  remember  a  word  of  it ;  although,  to  do  the  ora¬ 
tor  justice,  he  repeated  many  of  his  opinions  a  great  number 
of  times  over.  Thus,  if  he  had  to  discourse  of  death  to  us, 
it  was,  “  At  the  approach  of  the  Dark  Angel  of  the  Grave,” 
“At  the  coming  of  the  grim  King  of  Terrors,”  “At  the 
warning  of  that  awful  Power  to  whom  all  of  us  must  bow 
down,”  “At  the  summons  of  that  Pallid  Spectre  whose 
equal  foot  knocks  at  the  monarch’s  tower  or  the  poor  man’s 
cabin”  —  and  so  forth.  There  is  an  examiner  of  plays, 
and  indeed  there  ought  to  be  an  examiner  of  sermons,  by 
which  audiences  are  to  be  fully  as  much  injured  or  mis¬ 
guided  as  by  the  other  named  exhibitions.  What  call  have 
reverend  gentlemen  to  repeat  their  dicta  half  a  dozen  times 
over,  like  Sir  Bobert  Peel  when  he  says  anything  that  he 
fancies  to  be  witty  ?  Why  are  men  to  be  kept  for  an  hour 
and  twenty  minutes  listening  to  that  which  may  be  more 
effectually  said  in  twenty  ? 

And  it  need  not  be  said  here  that  a  church  is  not  a  ser- 
monhouse  —  that  it  is  devoted  to  a  purpose  much  more 
lofty  and  sacred,  for  which  has  been  set  apart  the  noblest 
service,  every  single  word  of  which  latter  has  been  pre- 

•  Where  the  skies  forever  smile, 

And  the  blacks  forever  weep.” 

Is  it  not  a  shame  that  such  nonsensical  false  twaddle  should  he 
sung  in  a  house  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  by  people  assembled 
for  grave  and  decent  worship  ? 
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viously  weighed  with  the  most  scrupulous  and  thoughtful 
reverence.  And  after  this  sublime  work  of  genius,  learn¬ 
ing,  and  piety  is  concluded,  is  it  not  a  shame  that  a  man 
should  mount  a  desk,  who  has  not  taken  the  trouble  to 
arrange  his  words  beforehand,  and  speak  thence  his  crude 
opinions  in  his  doubtful  grammar  ?  It  will  be  answered 
that  the  extempore  preacher  does  not  deliver  crude  opin¬ 
ions,  but  that  he  arranges  his  discourse  beforehand :  to  all 

which  it  may  be  replied  that  Mr. - contradicted  himself 

more  than  once  in  the  course  of  the  above  oration,  and  re¬ 
peated  himself  a  half-dozen  of  times.  A  man  in  that  place 
has  no  right  to  say  a  word  too  much  or  too  little. 

And  it  comes  to  this,  —  it  is  the  preacher  the  people  fol¬ 
low,  not  the  prayers  ;  or  why  is  this  church  more  frequented 
than  any  other  ?  It  is  that  warm  emphasis,  and  word- 
mouthing,  and  vulgar  imagery,  and  glib  rotundity  of  phrase, 
which  brings  them  together  and  keeps  them  happy  and 
breathless.  Some  of  this  class  call  the  Cathedral  Service 
Paddy’s  Opera  ;  they  say  it  is  Popish  —  downright  scarlet 
—  they  won’t  go  to  it.  They  will  have  none  but  their  own 
hymns  —  and  pretty  they  are  —  no  ornaments  but  those  of 
their  own  minister,  his  rank  incense  and  tawdry  rhetoric. 
Coming  out  of  the  church,  on  the  Custom-House  steps 
hard  by,  there  was  a  fellow  with  a  bald  large  forehead,  a 
new  black  coat,  a  little  Bible,  spouting  —  spouting  “  in 
omne  volubilis  sevum  ”  —  the  very  counterpart  of  the  rev¬ 
erend  gentleman  hard  by.  It  was  just  the  same  thing, 
just  as  well  done :  the  eloquence  quite  as  easy  and  round, 
the  amplifications  as  ready,  the  big  words  rolling  round 
the  tongue  just  as  within  doors.  But  we  are  out  of  the 
Devil’s  Glen  by  this  time;  and  perhaps,  instead  of  deliver¬ 
ing  a  sermon  there,  we  had  better  have  been  at  church 
hearing  one. 

The  country  people,  however,  are  far  more  pious;  and 
the  road  along  which  we  went  to  Glendalough  was  thronged 
with  happy  figures  of  people  plodding  to  or  from  mass. 
A  chapel  yard  was  covered  with  gray  cloaks ;  and  at  a  lit¬ 
tle  inn  hard  by,  stood  numerous  carts,  cars,  shandrydans, 
and  p-illioned  horses,  awaiting  the  end  of  the  prayers.  The 
aspect  of  the  country  is  wild,  and  beautiful  of  course ;  but 
why  try  to  describe  it  ?  I  think  the  Irish  scenery  just  like 
the  Irish  melodies  —  sweet,  wild,  and  sad  even  in  the  sun¬ 
shine.  You  can  neither  represent  one  nor  the  other  by 
words  ;  but  I  am  sure  if  one  could  translate  “  The  Meeting 
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of  tlie  Waters  ”  into  form  and  colors,  it  would  fall  into  the 
exact  shape  of  a  tender  Irish  landscape.  So  take  and  play 
that  tune  upon  your  fiddle,  and  shut  your  eyes,  and  muse  a 
little,  and  you  have  the  whole  scene  before  you. 

I  don’t  know  if  there  is  any  tune  about  Glendalough ;  but 
if  there  be,  it  must  be  the  most  delicate,  fantastic,  fairy 
melody  that  ever  was  played.  Only  fancy  can  describe  the 
charms  of  that  delightful  place.  Directly  you  see  it,  it 
smiles  at  you  as  innocent  and  friendly  as  a  little  child ; 
and  once  seen,  it  becomes  your  friend  forever,  and  you  are 
always  happy  when  you  think  of  it.  Here  is  a  little  lake, 
and  little  fords  across  it,  surrounded  by  little  mountains, 
and  which  lead  you  now  to  little  islands  where  there  are 
all  sorts  of  fantastic  little  old  chapels  and  grave-yards  ;  or, 
again,  into  little  brakes  and  shrubberies  where  small  rivers 
are  crossing  over  little  rocks,  plashing  and  jumping,  and 
singing  as  loud  as  ever  they  can.  Thomas  Moore  has 
written  rather  an  awful  description  of  it ;  and  it  may  indeed 
appear  big  to  him,  and  to  the  fairies  who  must  have  inhab¬ 
ited  the  place  in  old  days,  that’s  clear.  For  who  could  be 
accommodated  in  it  except  the  little  people  ? 

There  are  seven  churches,  whereof  the  clergy  must  have 
been  the  smallest  persons,  and  have  had  the  smallest  bene¬ 
fices  and  the  littlest  congregations  ever  known.  As  for 
the  cathedral,  what  a  bishoplet  it  must  have  been  that  pre¬ 
sided  there !  The  place  would  hardly  hold  the  Bishop  of 
London,  or  Mr.  Sydney  Smith  —  two  full-sized  clergymen 
of  these  days  —  who  would  be  sure  to  quarrel  there  for 
want  of  room,  or  for  any  other  reason.  There  must  have 
been  a  dean  no  bigger  than  Mr.  Moore  before  mentioned, 
and  a  chapter  no  bigger  than  that  chapter  in  “  Tristram 
Shandy  ”  which  does  not  contain  a  single  word,  and  mere 
popguns  of  canons,  and  a  beadle  about  as  tall  as  Crofton 
Croker,  to  whip  the  little  boys  who  were  playing  at  taw 
(with  peas)  in  the  yard. 

They  say  there  was  a  university,  too,  in  the  place,  with 
I  don’t  know  how  many  thousand  scholars  ;  but  for  accounts 
of  this  there  is  an  excellent  guide  on  the  spot,  who,  for  a 
shilling  or  two,  will  tell  all  he  knows,  and  a  great  deal 
more  too. 

There  are  numerous  legends,  too,  concerning  St.  Kevin, 
and  Fin  MacCoul  and  the  Devil,  and  the  deuce  knows  what. 
But  these  stories  are,  I  am  bound  to  say,  abominably  stupid 
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and  stale ;  and  some  guide  *  ought  to  be  seized  upon  and 
choked,  and  flung  into  the  lake,  by  way  of  warning  to  the 
others  to  stop  their  interminable  prate.  This  is  the  curse 
attending  curiosity,  for  visitors  to  almost  all  the  show- 
places  in  the  country  :  you  have  not  only  the  guide  —  who 
himself  talks  too  much  —  but  a  string  of  ragged  amateurs, 
starting  from  bush  and  briar,  ready  to  carry  his  honor’s 
umbrella  or  my  lady’s  cloak,  or  to  help  either  up  a  bank  or 
across  a  stream.  And  all  the  while  they  look  wistfully  in 
your  face,  saying,  “  Give  me  sixpence !  ”  as  clear  as  looks 
can  speak.  The  unconscionable  rogues  !  how  dare  they, 
for  the  sake  of  a  little  starvation  or  so,  interrupt  gentle¬ 
folks  in  their  pleasure  ? 

A  long  tract  of  wild  country,  with  a  park  or  two  here  and 
there,  a  police-barrack  perched  on  a  hill,  a  half-starved- 
looking  church  stretching  its  long  scraggy  steeple  over  a 
wide  plain,  mountains  whose  base  is  richly  cultivated  while 
their  tops  are  purple  and  lonely,  warm  cottages  and  farms 
nestling  at  the  foot  of  the  hills,  and  humble  cabins  here  and 
there  on  the  wayside,  accompany  the  car,  that  jingles  back 
over  fifteen  miles  of  ground  through  Inniskerry  to  Bray. 
You  pass  by  wild  gaps  and  Greater  and  Lesser  Sugar 
Loaves ;  and  about  eight  o’clock,  when  the  sky  is  quite  red 
with  sunset,  and  the  long  shadows  are  of  such  a  purple  as 
(they  may  say  what  they  like)  Claude  could  no  more  paint 
than  I  can,  you  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  sea  beyond  Bray, 
ana  crying  out,  “  Q&hxna,  duhxna  !”  affect  to  be  wondrously 
delighted  by  the  sight  of  that  element. 

The  fact  is,  however,  that  at  Bray  is  one  of  the  best  inns 
in  Ireland ;  and  there  you  may  be  perfectly  sure  is  a  good 
dinner  ready,  five  minutes  after  the  honest  car-boy,  with 
innumerable  hurroos  and  smacks  of  his  whip,  has  brought 
up  his  passengers  to  the  door  with  a  gallop. 

As  for  the  Yale  of  Avoca,  I  have  not  described  that :  be¬ 
cause  (as  has  been  before  occasionally  remarked)  it  is  vain 
to  attempt  to  describe  natural  beauties ;  and  because,  sec¬ 
ondly  (though  this  is  a  minor  consideration),  we  did  not  go 
thither.  But  we  went  on  another  day  to  the  Dargle,  and 

*  It  must  be  said,  for  the  worthy  fellow  who  accompanied  us,  and 
wlio  acted  as  cicerone  previously  to  the  great  Willis,  the  great  Hall, 
the  great  Barrow,  that  though  he  wears  a  ragged  coat  his  manners  are 
those  of  a  gentleman,  and  his  conversation  evinces  no  small  talent, 
taste,  and  scholarship. 
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to  Shanganah,  and  the  city  of  Cabinteely,  and  to  the  Scalp 
—  that  wild  pass :  and  I  have  no  more  to  say  about  them 
than  about  the  Yale  of  Avoca.  The  Dublin  Cockney,  who 
has  these  places  at  his  door,  knows  them  quite  well ;  and 
as  for  the  Londoner,  who  is  meditating  a  trip  to  the  Rhine 
for  the  summer,  or  to  Brittany  or  Normandy,  let  us  beseech 
him  to  see  his  own  country  first  (if  Lord  Lyndhurst  will 
allow  us  to  call  this  a  part  of  it)  ;  and  if  after  twenty-four 
hours  of  an  easy  journey  from  London,  the  Cockney  be  not 
placed  in  the  midst  of  a  country  as  beautiful,  as  strange  to 
him,  as  romantic  as  the  most  imaginative  man  on  ’Change 
can  desire,  —  may  this  work  be  praised  by  the  critics  all 
round  and  never  reach  a  second  edition ! 


CHAPTER  XXY. 


COUNTRY  MEETINGS  IN  KILDARE - MEATH - DROGHEDA. 

X  agricultural  show  was 
to  be  held  at  the  town  of 
Naas,  and  I  was  glad, 
after  having  seen  the 
grand  exhibition  at  Cork, 
to  be  present  at  a  more 
h  o  m  e  1  y,  unpretending 
country  festival,  where 
the  eyes  of  Europe,  as 
the  orators  say,  did  not 
happen  to  be  looking  on. 
Perhaps  men  are  apt, 
under  the  idea  of  this 
sort  of  inspection,  to  as¬ 
sume  an  air  somewhat 
more  pompous  and  magnificent  than  that  which  they  wear 
every  day.  The  Naas  meeting  was  conducted  without  the 
slightest  attempt  at  splendor  or  display  —  a  hearty,  modest, 
matter-of-fact  country  meeting. 

Market-day  was  fixed  upon,  of  course,  and  the  town,  as 
we  drove  into  it,  was  thronged  with  frieze-coats,  the 
market-place  bright  with  a  great  number  of  apple-stalls, 
and  the  street  filled  with  carts  and  vans  of  numerous 
small  tradesmen,  vending  cheeses,  or  cheap  crockeries,  or 
ready-made  clothes  and  such  goods.  A  clothier,  with  a 
great  crowd  round  him,  had  arrayed  himself  in  a  staring 
new  waistcoat  of  his  stock,  and  was  turning  slowly  round 
to  exhibit  the  garment,  spouting  all  the  while  to  his 
audience,  and  informing  them  that  he  could  fit  out  any 
person,  in  one  minute,  “in  a  complete  new  shuit  from 
head  to  fut.”  There  seemed  to  be  a  crowd  of  gossips  at 
every  shop  door,  and,  of  course,  a  number  of  gentlemen 
waiting  at  the  inn-steps,  criticising  the  cars  and  carriages 
as  they  drove  up.  Only  those  who  live  in  small  towns 
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know  wliat  an  object  of  interest  tlie  street  becomes, 
and  the  carriages  and  horses  which  pass  therein.  Most 
of  the  gentlemen  had  sent  stock  to  compete  for  the  prizes. 
The  shepherds  were  tending  the  stock.  The  judges  were 
making  their  award,  and  until  their  sentence  was  given, 
no  competitors  could  enter  the  showy ard.  The  entrance 
to  that,  meanwhile,  was  thronged  by  a  great  posse  of 
people,  and  as  the  gate  abutted  upon  an  old  gray  tower, 
a  number  of  people  had  scaled  that,  and  were  looking  at 
the  beasts  in  the  court  below.  Likewise,  there  was  a  tall 


haystack,  which  possessed  similar  advantages  of  situa¬ 
tion,  and  was  equally  thronged  with  men  and  boys.  The 
rain  had  fallen  heavily  all  night,  the  heavens  were  still 
black  with  it,  and  the  coats  of  the  men,  and  the  red 
feet  of  many  ragged  female  spectators,  were  liberally 
spattered  with  mud. 

The  first  object  of  interest  we  were  called  upon  to  see 
was  a  famous  stallion ;  and  passing  through  the  little  by¬ 
streets  (dirty  and  small,  but  not  so  small  and  dirty  as 
other  by-streets  to  be  seen  in  Irish  towns),  we  came  to  a 
porte-cochere,  leading  into  a  yard  filled  with  wet  fresh  hay, 
sinking  juicily  under  the  feet;  and  here  in  a  shed  was  the 
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famous  stallion.  His  sire  must  have  been  a  French  dili¬ 
gence  horse  ;  he  was  of  a  roan  color,  with  a  broad  chest, 
and  short,  clean  legs.  His  forehead  was  ornamented  with 
a  blue  ribbon,  on  which  his  name  and  prizes  were  painted, 
and  on  his  chest  hung  a  couple  of  medals  by  a  chain  —  a 
silver  one  awarded  to  him  at  Cork,  a  gold  one  carried  off 
by  superior  merit  from  other  stallions  assembled  to  con¬ 
tend  at  Dublin.  When  the  points  of  the  animal  were 
sufficiently  discussed,  a  mare,  his  sister,  was  produced, 
and  admired  still  more  than  himself.  Any  man  who  has 
witnessed  the  performance  of  the  French  horses  in  the 
Havre  diligence  must  admire  the  vast  strength  and  ex¬ 
traordinary  swiftness  of  the  breed;  and  it  was  agreed  on 
all  hands,  that  such  horses  would  prove  valuable  in 
this  country,  where  it  is  hard  now  to  get  a  stout  horse 
for  the  road,  so  much  has  the  fashion  for  blood,  and 
nothing  but  blood,  prevailed  of  late. 

By  the  time  the  stallion  was  seen,  the  judges  had  done 
their  arbitration ;  and  we  went  to  the  yard,  where  broad- 
backed  sheep  were  resting  peaceably  in  their  pens ;  bulls 
were  led  about  by  the  nose ;  enormous  turnips,  both 
Swedes  and  Aberdeens,  reposed  in  the  mud;  little  cribs 
of  geese,  hens,  and  peafowl  were  come  to  try  for  the 
prize  ;  and  pigs  might  be  seen  —  some  encumbered  with 
enormous  families,  others  with  fat  merely.  They  poked 
up  one  brute  to  walk  for  us  :  he  made,  after  many  futile 
attempts,  a  desperate  rush  forward,  his  leg  almost  lost 
in  fat,  his  immense  sides  quivering  and  shaking  with 
the  exercise ;  he  was  then  allowed  to  return  to  his  straw, 
into  which  he  sank  panting.  Let  us  hope  that  he  went 
home  with  a  pink  ribbon  round  his  tail  that  night,  and  got 
a  prize  for  his  obesity. 

I  think  the  pink  ribbon  was,  at  least  to  a  Cockney,  the 
pleasantest  sight  of  all :  for  on  the  evening  after  the  show 
we  saw  many  carts  going  away  so  adorned,  having  carried 
off  prizes  on  the  occasion.  First  came  a  great  bull  stepping 
along,  he  and  his  driver  having  each  a  bit  of  pink  on  their 
heads ;  then  a  cart  full  of  sheep ;  then  a  car  of  good-natured- 
looking  people,  having  a  churn  in  the  midst  of  them  that 
sported  a  pink  favor.  When  all  the  prizes  were  distributed, 
a  select  company  sat  down  to  dinner  at  Macavoy’s  Hotel ; 
and  no  doubt  a  reporter  who  was  present  has  given  in  the 
county  paper  an  account  of  all  the  good  things  eaten  and 
said.  At  our  end  of  the  table  we  had  saddle-of-mutton,  and 
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I  remarked  a  boiled  leg  of  the  same  delicacy,  with  turnips, 
at  the  opposite  extremity.  Before  the  vice  I  observed  a 
large  piece  of  roast-beef,  which  I  could  not  observe  at  the 
end  of  dinner,  because  it  was  all  swallowed.  After  the 
mutton  we  had  cheese,  and  were  just  beginning  to  think 
that  we  had  dined  very  sufficiently,  when  a  squadron 
of  apple-pies  came  smoking  in  and  convinced  us  that,  in 
such  a  glorious  cause,  Britons  are  never  at  fault.  We  ate 
up  the  apple-pies,  and  then  the  punch  was  called  for  by 
those  who  preferred  that  beverage  to  wine,  and  the  speeches 
began. 

The  chairman  gave  “The  Queen, ”  nine  times  nine  and 
one  cheer  more  ;  “  Prince  Albert  and  the  rest  of  the  Boval 
Family,' ”  great  cheering  ;  “  The  Lord-Lieutenant  ”  —  his 
Excellency’s  health  was  received  rather  coolly,  I  thought. 
And  then  began  the  real  business  of  the  night :  health  of 
the  Naas  Society,  health  of  the  Agricultural  Society,  and 
healths  all  round  ;  not  forgetting  the  Sallymount  Beagles, 
and  the  Kildare  Foxhounds — which  toasts  were  received 
with  loud  cheers  and  halloos  by  most  of  the  gentlemen 
present,  and  elicited  brief  speeches  from  the  masters  of  the 
respective  hounds,  promising  good  sport  next  season.  After 
the  Kildare  Foxhounds,  an  old  farmer  in  a  gray  coat  got 
gravely  up,  and  without  being  requested  to  do  so  in  the 
least,  sang  a  song,  stating  that- 

“  At  seven  in  the  morning  by  most  of  the  clocks 
We  rode  to  Kilruddery  in  search  of  a  fox  ;  ” 

and  at  the  conclusion  of  his  song  challenged  a  friend  to 
give  another  song.  Another  old  farmer,  on  this,  rose  and 
sang  one  of  Morris’s  songs  with  a  great  deal  of  queer 
humor ;  and  no  doubt  many  more  songs  were  sung  during 
the  evening,  for  plenty  of  hot-water  jugs  were  blocking  the 
door  as  we  went  out. 

The  jolly  frieze-coated  songster  who  celebrated  the  Kil¬ 
ruddery  fox,  sang,  it  must  be  confessed,  most  wofully  out  of 
tune  ;  but  still  it  was  pleasant  to  hear  him,  and  I  think  the 
meeting  was  the  most  agreeable  one  I  have  seen  in  Ireland  : 
there  was  more  good-liumor,  more  cordial  union  of  classes, 
more  frankness  and  manliness,  than  one  is  accustomed  to 
find  in  Irish  meetings.  All  the  speeches  were  kind-hearted, 
straightforward  speeches,  without  a  word  of  politics  or  an 
attempt  at  oratory :  it  was  impossible  to  say  whether  the 
gentlemen  present  were  Protestant  or  Catholic,  —  each  one 
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had  a  hearty  word  of  encouragement  for  his  tenant,  and  a 
kind  welcome  for  his  neighbor.  There  were  forty  stout, 
well-to-do  farmers  in  the  room,  renters  of  fifty,  seventy,  a 
hundred  acres  of  land.  There  were  no  clergymen  present ; 
though  it  would  have  been  pleasant  to  have  seen  one 
of  each  persuasion  to  say  grace  for  the  meeting  and  the 
meat. 

At  a  similar  meeting  at  Ballytore  the  next  day,  I  had  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  a  still  finer  collection  of  stock  than 
had  been  brought  to  Naas,  and  at  the  same  time  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  flourishing  villages  in  Ireland.  The  road  to 

it  from  H - town,  if  not  remarkable  for  its  rural  beauty, 

is  pleasant  to  travel,  for  evidences  of  neat  and  prosperous 
husbandry  are  around  you  everywhere  :  rich  crops  in  the 
fields  and  neat  cottages  by  the  roadside,  accompanying  us 
as  far  as  Ballytore  —  a  white,  straggling  village,  surround¬ 
ing  green  fields  of  some  five  furlongs  square,  with  a  river 
running  in  the  midst  of  them,  and  numerous  fine  cattle  in 
the  green.  Here  is  a  large  wind-mill,  fitted  up  like  a  castle, 
with  battlements  and  towers  :  the  castellan  thereof  is  a 
good-natured  old  Quaker  gentleman,  and  numbers  more  of 
his  following  inhabit  the  town. 

The  consequence  was  that  the  shops  of  the  village  were 
the  neatest  possible,  though  by  no  means  grand  or  porten¬ 
tous.  Why  should  Quaker  shops  be  neater  than  other  shops  ? 
They  suffer  to  the  full  as  much  oppression  as  the  rest  of  the 
hereditary  bondsmen  ;  and  yet,  in  spite  of  their  tyrants, 
they  prosper. 

I  must  not  attempt  to  pass  an  opinion  upon  the  stock 
exhibited  at  Ballytore  ;  but  in  the  opinion  of  some  large 
agricultural  proprietors  present,  it  might  have  figured  with 
advantage  in  any  show  in  England,  and  certainly  was  finer 
than  the  exhibition  at  Naas  ;  which,  however,  is  a  very 
young  society.  The  best  part  of  the  show,  however,  to 
everybody’s  thinking  (and  it  is  pleasant  to  observe  the 
manly  fair- play  spirit  which  characterizes  the  society),  was, 
that  the  prizes  of  the  Irish  Agricultural  Society  were 
awarded  to  two  men  —  one  a  laborer,  the  other  a  very  small 
holder,  both  having  reared  the  best  stock  exhibited  on  the 
occasion.  At  the  dinner,  which  took  place  in  a  barn  of  the 
inn,  smartly  decorated  with  laurels  for  the  purpose,  there 
was  as  good  and  stout  a  body  of  yeoman  as  at  Naas  the  day 
previous,  but  only  two  landlords ;  and  here,  too,  as  at  Naas, 
neither  priest  nor  parson.  Cattle-feeding  of  course  formed 
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the  principal  theme  of  the  after-dinner  discourse  —  not, 
however,  altogether  to  the  exclusion  of  tillage ;  and  there 
was  a  good  and  useful  prize  for  those  who  could  not  afford 
to  rear  fat  oxem — for  the  best -kept  cottage  and  garden, 
namely  —  which  was  won  by  a  poor  man  with  a  large  family 
and  scanty  precarious  earnings,  but  who  yet  found  means  to 
make  the  most  of  his  small  resources  and  to  keep  his  little 
cottage  neat  and  cleanly.  The  tariff  and  the  plentiful  har¬ 
vest  together  had  helped  to  bring  down  prices  severely  ; 
and  we  heard  from  the  farmers  much  desponding  talk. 
I  saw  hay  sold  for  21.  the  ton,  and  oats  for  85.  3d.  the 
barrel. 

In  the  little  village  I  remarked  scarcely  a  single  beggar, 
and  very  few  bare  feet  indeed  among  the  crowds  who  came 
to  see  the  show.  Here  the  Quaker  village  had  the  advan¬ 
tage  of  the  town  of  Naas,  in  spite  of  its  poor-house,  which 
was  only  half  full  when  we  went  to  see  it ;  but  the  people 
prefer  beggary  and  starvation  abroad  to  comfort  and  neat¬ 
ness  in  the  union-house. 

A  neater  establishment  cannot  be  seen  than  this :  and 
liberty  must  be  very  sweet  indeed,  when  people  prefer  it 
and  starvation  to  the  certainty  of  comfort  in  the  union- 
house.  We  went  to  see  it  after  the  show  at  Naas. 

The  first  persons  we  saw  at  the  gate  of  the  place  were 
four  buxom  lasses  in  blue  jackets  and  petticoats,  who  were 
giggling  and  laughing  as  gayly  as  so  many  young  heiresses 
of  a  thousand  a  year,  and  who  had  a  color  in  their  cheeks 
that  any  lady  of  Almack’s  might  envy.  They  were  clean¬ 
ing  pails  and  carrying  in  water  from  a  green  court  or  play¬ 
ground  in  front  of  the  house,  which  some  of  the  able-bodied 
men  of  the  place  were  busy  in  inclosing.  Passing  through 
the  large  entrance  of  the  house,  a  nondescript  Gothic 
building,  we  came  to  a  court  divided  by  a  road  and  two  low 
walls :  the  right  inclosure  is  devoted  to  the  boys  of  the  es¬ 
tablishment,  of  whom  there  were  about  fifty  at  play :  boys 
more  healthy  or  happy  it  is  impossible  to  see.  Separated 
from  them  is  the  nursery ;  and  here  were  seventy  or  eighty 
young  children,  a  shrill  clack  of  happy  voices  leading  the 
way  to  the  door  where  they  were  to  be  found.  Boys  and 
children  had  a  comfortable  little  uniform,  and  shoes  were 
furnished  for  all ;  though  the  authorities  did  not  seem  par¬ 
ticularly  severe  in  enforcing  the  wearing  of  the  shoes,  which 
most  of  the  young  persons  left  behind  them. 

In  spite  of  all  The  Times’s  in  the  world,  the  place  was  a 
VOL.  11.  —  is 
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happy  one.  It  is  kept  with  a  neatness  and  comfort  to 
which,  until  his  entrance  into  the  union-house,  the  Irish 
peasant  must  perforce  have  been  a  stranger.  All  the  rooms 
and  passages  are  white,  well  scoured,  and  airy ;  all  the  win¬ 
dows  are  glazed ;  all  the  beds  have  a  good  store  of  blankets 
and  sheets.  In  the  women’s  dormitories  there  lay  several 
infirm  persons,  not  ill  enough  for  the  infirmary,  and  glad  of 
the  society  of  the  common  room :  in  one  of  the  men’s  sleep¬ 
ing  rooms  we  found  a  score  of  old  gray-coated  men  sitting 
round  another  who  was  reading  prayers  to  them.  And  out¬ 
side  the  place  we  found  a  woman  starving  in  rags,  as  she 
had  been  ragged  and  starving  for  years :  her  husband  was 
wounded,  and  lay  in  his  house  upon  straw ;  her  children 
were  ill  with  a  fever ;  she  had  neither  meat,  nor  physic,  nor 
clothing,  nor  fresh  air,  nor  warmth  for  them ;  —  and  she 
preferred  to  starve  on  rather  than  enter  the  house  ! 

The  last  of  our  agricultural  excursions  was  to  the  fair  of 
Castledermot,  celebrated  for  the  show  of  cattle  to  be  seen 
there,  and  attended  by  the  farmers  and  gentry  of  the  neigh¬ 
boring  counties.  Long  before  reaching  the  place  we  met 
troops  of  cattle  coming  from  it  —  stock  of  a  beautiful  kind, 
for  the  most  part  large,  sleek,  white,  long-backed,  most  of 
the  larger  animals  being  bound  for  England.  There  was 
very  near  as  fine  a  show  in  the  pastures  along  the  road  — 
which  lies  across  a  light  green  country  with  plenty  of  trees 
to  ornament  the  landscape,  and  some  neat  cottages  along 
the  roadside. 

At  the  turnpike  of  Castledermot,  the  droves  of  cattle  met 
us  by  scores  no  longer,  but  by  hundreds,  and  the  long  street 
of  the  place  was  thronged  with  oxen,  sheep,  and  horses,  and 
with  those  who  wished  to  see,  to  sell,  or  to  buy.  The 
squires  were  all  together  in  a  cluster  at  the  police-house ; 
the  owners  of  the  horses  rode  up  and  down,  showing  the 
best  paces  of  their  brutes  :  among  whom  you  might  see 
Paddy,  in  his  ragged  frieze-coat,  seated  on  his  donkey’s  bare 
rump,  and  proposing  him  for  sale.  I  think  I  saw  a  score  of 
this  humble  though  useful  breed  that  were  brought  for  sale 
to  the  fair.  “  I  can  sell  him,”  says  one  fellow,  with  a 
pompous  air,  “wid  his  tackle  or  widout.”  He  was  looking 
as  grave  over  the  negotiation  as  if  it  had  been  for  a  thou¬ 
sand  pounds.  Besides  the  donkeys,  of  course  there  was 
plenty  of  poultry,  and  there  were  pigs  without  number, 
shrieking  and  struggling  and  pushing  hither  and  thither 
among  the  crowd,  rebellious  to  the  straw-rope.  It  was  a 
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fine  thing  to  see  one  huge  grunter  and  the  manner  in  which 
he  was  landed  into  a  cart.  The  cart  was  let  down  on  an 
easy  inclined  plane  to  tempt  him :  two  men  ascending, 
urged  him  by  the  forelegs,  other  two  entreated  him  by  the 
tail.  At  length,  when  more  than  half  of  his  body  had  been 
coaxed  upon  the  cart,  it  was  suddenly  whisked  up,  causing 
the  animal  thereby  to  fall  forward ;  a  parting  shove  sent 
him  altogether  into  the  cart;  the  two  gentlemen  inside 
jumped  out,  and  the  monster  was  left  to  ride  home. 

The  farmers,  as  usual,  were  talking  of  the  tariff,  predict¬ 
ing  ruin  to  themselves,  as  farmers  will,  on  account  of  the 
decreasing  price  of  stock  and  the  consequent  fall  of  grain. 
Perhaps  the  person  most  to  be  pitied  is  the  poor  pig- 
proprietor  yonder :  it  is  his  rent  which  he  is  carrying 
through  the  market  squeaking  at  the  end  of  the  straw-rope, 
and  Sir  Robert’s  bill  adds  insolvency  to  that  poor  fellow’s 
misery. 

This  was  the  last  of  the  sights  which  the  kind  owner  of 

H - town  had  invited  me  into  his  country  to  see  ;  and  I 

think  they  were  among  the  most  pleasing  I  witnessed  in 
Ireland.  Rich  and  poor  were  working  friendlily  together ; 
priest  and  parson  were  alike  interested  in  these  honest, 
homely,  agricultural  festivals ;  not  a  word  was  said  about 
hereditary  bondage  and  English  tyranny ;  and  one  did  not 
much  regret  the  absence  of  those  patriotic  topics  of  conver¬ 
sation.  If  but  for  the  sake  of  the  change,  it  was  pleasant 
to  pass  a  few  days  with  people  among  whom  there  was  no 
quarrelling:  no  furious  denunciations  against  Popery  on 
the  part  of  the  Protestants,  and  no  tirades  against  the  par¬ 
sons  from  their  bitter  and  scornful  opponents  of  the  other 
creed. 

Next  Sunday,  in  the  county  Meath,  in  a  quiet  old  church 
lying  amongst  meadows  and  fine  old  stately  avenues  of 
trees,  and  for  the  benefit  of  a  congregation  of  some  thirty 
persons,  I  heard  for  the  space  of  an  hour  and  twenty  min¬ 
utes  some  thorough  Protestant  doctrine,  and  the  Popish 
superstitions  properly  belabored.  Does  it  strengthen  a  man 
in  his  own  creed  to  hear  his  neighbor’s  belief  abused  ?  One 
would  imagine  so :  for  though  abuse  converts  nobody,  yet 
many  of  our  pastors  think  they  are  not  doing  their  duty  by 
their  own  fold  unless  they  fling  stones  at  the  flock  in  the 
next  field,  and  have,  for  the  honor  of  the  service,  a  match 
at  cudgelling  with  the  shepherd.  Our  shepherd  to-day  was 
of  this  pugnacious  sort. 
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The  Meath  landscape,  if  not  varied  and  picturesque,  is 
extremely  rich  and  pleasant ;  and  we  took  some  drives 
along  the  banks  of  the  Boyne  —  to  the  noble  park  of  Slane 
(still  sacred  to  the  memory  of  George  IV.,  who  actually 
condescended  to  pass  some  days  there),  and  to  Trim  —  of 
which  the  name  occurs  so  often  in  Swift’s  Journals,  and 
where  stands  an  enormous  old  castle  that  was  inhabited  by 
Prince  John.  It  was  taken  from  him  by  an  Irish  chief,  our 
guide  said ;  and  from  the  Irish  chief  it  was  taken  by  Oliver 
Cromwell.  O’Thuselah  was  the  Irish  chief’s  name  no  doubt. 

Here  too  stands,  in  the  midst  of  one  of  the  most  wretched 
towns  in  Ireland,  a  pillar  erected  in  honor  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  by  the  gentry  of  his  native  county.  His  birth¬ 
place,  Dangan,  lies  not  far  off.  And  as  we  saw  the  hero’s 
statue,  a  flight  of  birds  had  hovered  about  it :  there  was  one 
on  each  epaulette  and  two  on  his  marshal’s  staff.  Besides 
these  wonders,  we  saw  a  certain  number  of  beggars ;  and  a 
madman,  who  was  walking  round  a  mound  and  preaching  a 
sermon  on  grace ;  and  a  little  child’s  funeral  came  passing 
through  the  dismal  town,  the  only  stirring  thing  in  it  (the 
coffin  was  laid  on  a  one-horse  country  car  —  a  little  deal  box, 
in  which  the  poor  child  lay  - —  and  a  great  troop  of  people 
followed  the  humble  procession)  ;  and  the  inn-keeper,  who 
had  caught  a  few  stray  gentlefolk  in  a  town  where  travel¬ 
lers  must  be  rare;  and  in  his  inn  —  which  is  more  gaunt 
and  miserable  than  the  town  itself,  and  which  is  by  no 
means  rendered  more  cheerful  because  sundry  theological 
works  are  left  for  the  rare  frequenters  in  the  coffee-room  — * 
the  inn-keeper  brought  in  a  bill  which  would  have  been 
worthy  of  Long’s,  and  which  was  paid  with  much 
grumbling  on  both  sides. 

It  would  not  be  a  bad  rule  for  the  traveller  in  Ireland  to 
avoid  those  inns  where  theological  works  are  left  in  the 
coffee-room.  He  is  pretty  sure  to  be  made  to  pay  very 
dearly  for  these  religious  privileges. 

We  waited  for  the  coach  at  the  beautiful  lodge  and  gate 
of  Annsbrook ;  and  one  of  the  sons  of  the  house  coming  up, 
invited  us  to  look  at  the  domain,  which  is  as  pretty  and 
neatly  ordered  as  —  as  any  in  England.  It  is  hard  to  use 
this  comparison  so  often,  and  must  make  Irish  hearers 
angry.  Can’t  one  see  a  neat  house  and  grounds  without  in¬ 
stantly  thinking  that  they  are  worthy  of  the  sister  country ; 
and  implying,  in  our  cool  way,  its  superiority  to  everywhere 
else  ?  Walking  in  this  gentleman’s  grounds,  I  told  him,  in 
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the  simplicity  of  my  heart,  that  the  neighboring  country 
was  like  Warwickshire,  and  the  grounds  as  good  as  any 
English  park.  Is  it  the  fact  that  English  grounds  are 
superior,  or  only  that  Englishmen  are  disposed  to  consider 
them  so  ? 

A  pretty  little  twining  river  called  the  Nanny’s  Water 
runs  through  the  park :  there  is  a  legend  about  that,  as 
about  other  places.  Once  upon  a  time  (ten  thousand  years 
ago),  Saint  Patrick,  being  thirsty  as  he  passed  by  this 
country,  came  to  the  house  of  an  old  woman,  of  whom  he 
asked  a  drink  of  milk.  The  old  woman  brought  it  to  his 
reverence  with  the  best  of  welcomes,  and  .  .  .  here  it  is  a 
great  mercy  that  the  Belfast  mail  comes  up,  whereby  the 
reader  is  spared  the  rest  of  the  history. 

The  Belfast  mail  had  only  to  carry  us  five  miles  to 
Drogheda,  but,  in  revenge,  it  made  us  pay  three  shillings 
for  the  five  miles ;  and  again,  by  way  of  compensation,  it 
carried  us  over  five  miles  of  a  country  that  was  worth  at 
least  five  shillings  to  see  —  not  romantic  or  especially 
beautiful,  but  having  the  best  of  all  beauty  —  a  quiet, 
smiling,  prosperous,  unassuming  work-day  look,  that  in 
views  and  landscapes  most  good  judges  admire.  Hard  by 
Nanny’s  Water,  we  came  to  Duleek  Bridge,  where,  I  was 
told,  stands  an  old  residence  of  the  De  Dath  family, 
who  were,  moreover,  builders  of  the  picturesque  old 
bridge. 

The  road  leads  over  a  wide  green  common,  which  puts 
one  in  mind  of  Eng —  (a  plague  on  it,  there  is  the  compar¬ 
ison  again ! ),  and  at  the  end  of  the  common  lies  the  village 
among  trees  :  a  beautiful  and  peaceful  sight.  In  the  back¬ 
ground  there  was  a  tall  ivy-covered  old  tower,  looking  noble 
and  imposing,  but  a  ruin  and  useless ;  then  there  was  a 
church,  and  next  to  it  a  chapel  —  the  very  same  sun  was 
shining  upon  both.  The  chapel  and  church  were  connected 
by  a  farm-yard,  and  a  score  of  golden  ricks  were  in  the 
background,  the  churches  in  unison,  and  the  people  (typi¬ 
fied  by  the  corn-ricks)  flourishing  at  the  feet  of  both. 
May  one  ever  hope  to  see  the  day  in  Ireland  when 
this  little  landscape  allegory  shall  find  a  general  appli¬ 
cation  ? 

For  some  way  after  leaving  Duleek  the  road  and  the 
country  round  continued  to  wear  the  agreeable,  cheerful 
look  just  now  lauded.  You  pass  by  a  house  where  James 
II.  is  said  to  have  slept  the  night  before  the  battle  of  the 
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Boyne  (he  took  care  to  sleep  far  enough  off  on  the  night 
after),  and  also  by  an  old  red-brick  hall  standing  at  the  end 
of  an  old  chace  or  terrace  avenue,  that  runs  for  about  a 
mile  down  to  the  house,  and  finishes  at  a  moat  towards  the 
road.  But  as  the  coach  arrives  near  Drogheda,  and  in  the 
boulevards  of  that  town,  all  resemblance  to  England  is 
lost.  Up  hill  and  down,  we  pass  low  rows  of  filthy  cabins 
in  dirty  undulations.  Parents  are  at  the  cabin-doors  dress¬ 
ing  the  hair  of  ragged  children ;  shock-heads  of  girls  peer 
out  from  the  black  circumference  of  smoke,  and  children 
inconceivably  filthy  yell  wildly  and  vociferously  as  the 
coach  passes  by.  One  little  ragged  savage  rushed  furi¬ 
ously  up  the  hill,  speculating  upon  permission  to  put  on 
the  drag-chain  at  descending,  and  hoping  for  a  halfpenny 
reward.  He  put  on  the  chain,  but  the  guard  did  not  give 
a  halfpenny.  I  flung  him  one,  and  the  boy  rushed  wildly 
after  the  carriage,  holding  it  up  with  joy.  “The  man 
inside  has  given  me  one,”  says  he,  holding  it  up  exultingly 
to  the  guard.  I  flung  out  another  (by  the  bye,  and  without 
any  prejudice,  the  halfpence  in  Ireland  are  smaller  than 
those  of  England),  but  when  the  child  got  this  halfpenny, 
small  as  it  was,  it  seemed  to  overpower  him :  the  little 
man’s  look  of  gratitude  was  worth  a  great  deal  more  than 
the  biggest  penny  ever  struck. 

The  town  itself,  which  I  had  three-quarters  of  an  hour  to 
ramble  through,  is  smoky,  dirty,  and  lively.  There  was  a 
great  bustle  in  the  black  Main  Street,  and  several  good 
shops,  though  some  of  the  houses  were  in  a  half  state  of 
ruin,  and  battered  shutters  closed  many  of  the  windows 
where  formerly  had  been  “emporiums,”  “repositories,” 
and  other  grandly-titled  abodes  of  small  commerce.  Ex¬ 
hortations  to  “  repeal  ”  were  liberally  plastered  on  the 
blackened  walls,  proclaiming  some  past  or  promised  visit 
of  the  “great  agitator.”  From  the  bridge  is  a  good  bust¬ 
ling  spectacle  of  the  river  and  the  craft ;  the  quays  were 
grimy  with  the  discharge  of  the  coal-vessels  that  lay  along¬ 
side  them ;  the  warehouses  were  not  less  black ;  the  seamen 
and  porters  loitering  on  the  quay  were  as  swarthy  as  those 
of  Puddledock;  numerous  factories  and  chimneys  were 
vomiting  huge  clouds  of  black  smoke :  the  commerce  of 
the  town  is  stated  by  the  Guide-book  to  be  considerable, 
and  increasing  of  late  years.  Of  one  part  of  its  manu¬ 
factures  every  traveller  must  speak  with  gratitude  —  of  the 
ale  namely,  which  is  as  good  as  the  best  brewed  in  the 
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sister  kingdom.  Drogheda  ale  is  to  be  drunk  all  over 
Ireland  in  the  bottled  state :  candor  calls  for  the  acknowl¬ 
edgment  that  it  is  equally  praiseworthy  in  draught. 
And  while  satisfying  himself  of  this  fact,  the  philo¬ 
sophic  observer  cannot  but  ask  why  ale  should  not  be  as 
good  elsewhere  as  at  Drogheda :  is  the  water  of  the  Boyne 
the  only  water  in  Ireland  whereof  ale  can  be  made  ? 

Above  the  river  and  craft,  and  the  smoky  quays  of  the 
town,  the  hills  rise  abruptly,  up  which  innumerable  cabins 
clamber.  On  one  of  them,  by  a  church,  is  a  round  tower, 
or  fort,  with  a  flag  :  the  church  is  the  successor  of  one 
battered  down  by  Cromwell  in  1649,  in  his  frightful  siege 
of  the  place.  The  place  of  one  of  his  batteries  is  still 
marked  outside  the  town,  and  known  as  “  Cromwell’s 
Mount  ” :  here  he  “  made  the  breach  assaultable,  and,  by 
the  help  of  God,  stormed  it.”  He  chose  the  strongest 
point  of  the  defence  for  his  attack. 

After  being  twice  beaten  back,  by  the  divine  assistance 
he  was  enabled  to  succeed  in  a  third  assault :  he  “  knocked 
on  the  head  ”  all  the  officers  of  the  garrison ;  he  gave 
orders  that  none  of  the  men  should  be  spared.  “I  think,” 
says  he,  “that  night  we  put  to  the  sword  two  thousand 
men ;  and  one  hundred  of  them  having  taken  possession  of 
St.  Peter’s  steeple  and  a  round  tower  next  the  gate,  called 
St.  Sunday’s,  I  ordered  the  steeple  of  St.  Peter’s  to  be 
fired,  when  one  in  the  flames  was  heard  to  say,  ‘  God  con¬ 
found  me,  I  burn,  I  burn !  ’  ”  The  Lord  General’s  history 
of  “this  great  mercy  vouchsafed  to  us”  concludes  with 
appropriate  religious  reflections :  and  prays  Mr.  Speaker 
of  the  House  of  Commons  to  remember  that  “it  is  good 
that  God  alone  have  all  the  glory.”  Is  not  the  recollection 
of  this  butchery  almost  enough  to  make  an  Irishman  turn 
rebel  ? 

When  troops  marched  over  the  bridge,  a  young  friend 
of  mine  (whom  I  shrewdly  suspected  to  be  an  Orange¬ 
man  in  his  heart)  told  me  that  their  bands  played  the 
“Boyne  Water.”  Here  is  another  legend  of  defeat  for 
the  Irishman  to  muse  upon;  and  here  it  was,  too,  that 
King  Bichard  II.  received  the  homage  of  four  Irish  kings, 
who  flung  their  skenes  or  daggers  at  his  feet  and  knelt  to 
him,  and  were  wonder-stricken  by  the  riches  of  his  tents 
and  the  garments  of  his  knights  and  ladies.  I  think  it  is 
in  Lingard  that  the  story  is  told;  and  the  antiquarian  has 
no  doubt  seen  that  beautiful  old  manuscript  at  the  British 
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Museum  where  these  yellow-mantled  warriors  are  seen 
riding  down  to  the  King,  splendid  in  his  forked  beard,  and 
peaked  shoes,  and  long  dangling  scolloped  sleeves,  and 
embroidered  gown. 

The  Boyne  winds  picturesquely  round  two  sides  of  the 
town,  and  following  it  we  came  to  the  Linen  Hall,  —  in 
the  days  of  the  linen  manufacture  a  place  of  note,  now  the 
place  where  Mr.  O’Connell  harangues  the  people :  but  all 
the  windows  of  the  house  were  barricaded  when  we  passed 
it,  and  of  linen  or  any  other  sort  of  merchandise  there 
seemed  to  be  none.  Three  boys  were  running  past  it  with 
a  mouse  tied  to  a  string,  and  a  dog  galloping  after;  two 
little  children  were  paddling  down  the  street,  one  saying  to 
the  other,  “  Once  I  had  a  lialf-penny ,  and  bought  apples 
with  it.”  The  barges  were  lying  lazily  on  the  river,  on  the 
opposite  side  of  which  was  a  wood  of  a  gentleman’s  domain, 
over  which  the  rooks  were  cawing ;  and  by  the  shore  were 
some  ruins  — u  where  Mr.  Ball  once  had  his  kennel  of 
hounds” — touching  reminiscence  of  former  prosperity! 

There  is  a  very  large  and  ugly  Homan  Catholic  chapel  in 
the  town,  and  a  smaller  one  of  better  construction :  it  was 
so  crowded,  however,  although  on  a  week-day,  that  we 
could  not  pass  beyond  the  chapel-yard  —  where  were  great 
crowds  of  people,  some  praying,  some  talking,  some  buying 
and  selling.  There  were  two  or  three  stalls  in  the  yard, 
such  as  one  sees  near  continental  churches,  presided  over 
by  old  women,  with  a  store  of  little  brass  crucifixes, 
beads,  books,  and  benitiers  for  the  faithful  to  purchase. 
The  church  is  large  and  commodious  within,  and  looks  (not 
like  all  other  churches  in  Ireland)  as  if  it  were  frequented. 
There  is  a  hideous  stone  monument  in  the  church-yard 
representing  two  corpses  half  rotted  away  :  time  or  neglect 
had  battered  away  the  inscription,  nor  could  we  see  the 
dates  of  some  older  tombstones  in  the  ground,  which  were 
mouldering  away  in  the  midst  of  nettles  and  rank  grass  on 
the  wall. 

By  a  large  public  school  of  some  reputation,  where  a 
hundred  boys  were  educated  (my  young  guide  the  Orange¬ 
man  was  one  of  them  :  he  related  with  much  glee  how,  on 
one  of  the  Liberator’s  visits,  a  school -fellow  had  waved  a 
blue  and  orange  flag  from  the  window  and  cried,  “  King 
William  forever,  and  to  hell  with  the  Pope !  ”),  there  is  a 
fine  old  gate  leading  to  the  river,  and  in  excellent  preser¬ 
vation,  in  spite  of  time  and  Oliver  Cromwell.  It  is  a  good 
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specimen  of  Irish,  architecture.  By  this  time  that  exceed¬ 
ingly  slow  coach  the  “Hewry  Lark”  had  arrived  at  that 
exceedingly  filthy  inn  where  the  mail  had  dropped  us  an 
hour  before.  An  enormous  Englishman  was  holding  a  vain 
combat  of  wit  with  a  brawny,  grinning  beggar-woman  at 
the  door.  “  There’s  a  clever  gentleman,”  says  the  beggar- 
woman.  “Sure  he’ll  give  me  something.”  “How  much 
should  you  like  ?  ”  says  the  Englishman,  with  playful 
jocularity.  “  Musha,”  says  she,  “many  a  littler  man  nor 
you  has  given  me  a  shilling.”  The  coach  drives  away  ;  the 
lady  had  clearly  the  best  of  the  joking-match ;  but  I  did 
not  see,  for  all  that,  that  the  Englishman  gave  her  a  single 
farthing. 

From  Castle  Bellingham  —  as  famous  for  ale  as  Drog¬ 
heda,  and  remarkable  likewise  for  a  still  better  thing  than 
ale,  an  excellent  resident  proprietress,  whose  fine  park  lies 
by  the  road,  and  by  whose  care  and  taste  the  village  has 
been  rendered  one  of  the  most  neat  and  elegant  I  have  yet 
seen  in  Ireland — the  road  to  Dundalk  is  exceedingly  pic¬ 
turesque,  and  the  traveller  has  the  pleasure  of  feasting  his 
eyes  with  the  noble  line  of  Mourne  Mountains,  which  rise 
before  him  while  he  journeys  over  a  level  country  for 
several  miles.  The  “He wry  Lark,”  to  be  sure,  disdained 
to  take  advantage  of  the  easy  roads  to  accelerate  its  move¬ 
ments  in  any  way ;  but  the  aspect  of  the  country  is  so 
pleasant  that  one  can  afford  to  loiter  over  it.  The  fields 
were  yellow  with  the  stubble  of  the  corn  —  which  in  this, 
one  of  the  chief  corn  counties  of  Ireland,  had  just  been  cut 
down ;  and  a  long  straggling  line  of  neat  farm-houses  and 
cottages  runs  almost  the  whole  way  from  Castle  Bellingham 
to  Dundalk.  For  nearly  a  couple  of  miles  of  the  distance, 
the  road  runs  along  the  picturesque  flat  called  Lurgan 
Green ;  and  gentlemen’s  residences  and  parks  are  numerous 
along  the  road,  and  one  seems  to  have  come  amongst  a  new 
race  of  people,  so  trim  are  the  cottages,  so  neat  the  gates 
and  hedges,  in  this  peaceful,  smiling  district.  The  people, 
too,  show  signs  of  the  general  prosperity.  A  national  school 
has  just  dismissed  its  female  scholars  as  we  pass  through 
Dunlar;  and  though  the  children  had  most  of  them  bare 
feet,  their  clothes  were  good  and  clean,  their  faces  rosy 
and  bright,  and  their  long  hair  as  shiny  and  as  nicely 
combed  as  young  ladies’  need  to  be.  numerous  old  castles 
and  towers  stand  on  the  road  here  and  there ;  and  long 
before  we  entered  Dundalk  we  had  a  sight  of  a  huge 
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factory-chimney  in  the  town,  and  of  the  dazzling  white 
walls  of  the  Roman  Catholic  church  lately  erected  there. 
The  cabin-suburb  is  not  great,  and  the  entrance  to  the 
town  is  much  adorned  by  the  hospital  — a  handsome  Eliza¬ 
bethan  building  —  and  a  row  of  houses  of  a  similar  archi¬ 
tectural  style  which  lie  on  the  left  of  the  traveller. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


DUNDALK. 

HE  stranger  can’t  fail  to  be 
struck  with  the  look  of  Dun¬ 
dalk,  as  he  has  been  with 
the  villages  and  country 
leading  to  it,  when  contrast¬ 
ed  with  places  in  the  South 
and  West  of  Ireland.  The 
coach  stopped  at  a  cheerful- 
looking  Place ,  of  which 
almost  the  only  dilapidated 
mansion  was  the  old  inn  at 
which  it  discharged  us,  and 
which  did  not  hold  out  much 
prospect  of  comfort.  But  in 
justice  to  the  “King’s  Arms  ” 
it  must  be  said  that  good 
beds  and  dinners  are  to  be  obtained  there  by  voyagers  ;  and 
if  they  choose  to  arrive  on  days  when  his  Grace  the  Most 
Reverend  the  Lord  Archbishop  of  Armagh  and  Primate  of 
Ireland  is  dining  with  his  clergy,  the  house  of  course  is 
crowded,  and  the  waiters,  and  the  boy  who  carries  in  the 
potatoes,  a  little  hurried  and  flustered.  When  their  rever¬ 
ences  were  gone,  the  laity  were  served ;  and  I  have  no 
doubt,  from  the  leg  of  a  duck  which  I  got,  that  the  breast 
and  wings  must  have  been  very  tender. 

Meanwhile  the  walk  was  pleasant  through  the  bustling 
little  town.  A  grave  old  church  with  a  tall  copper  spire 
defends  one  end  of  the  Main  Street ;  and  a  little  way  from 
the  inn  is  the  superb  new  chapel,  which  the  architect,  Mr. 
Duff,  has  copied  from  King’s  College  Chapel  in  Cambridge. 
The  ornamental  part  of  the  interior  is  not  yet  completed ; 
but  the  area  of  the  chapel  is  spacious  and  noble,  and  three 
handsome  altars  of  scagliola  (or  some  composition  resem¬ 
bling  marble)  have  been  erected,  of  handsome  and  suitable 
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form.  When  by  the  aid  of  further  subscriptions  the  church 
shall  be  completed,  it  will  be  one  of  the  handsomest  places 
of  worship  the  Koinan  Catholics  possess  in  this  country. 
Opposite  the  chapel  stands  a  neat  low  black  building — the 
jail:  in  the  middle  of  the  building,  and  over  the  doorway, 
is  an  ominous  balcony  and  window,  with  an  iron  beam  over¬ 
head.  Each  end  of  the  beam  is  ornamented  with  a  grinning 
iron  skull !  Is  this  the  hanging-place  ?  and  do  these  grin¬ 
ning  cast-iron  skulls  facetiously  explain  the  business  for 
which  the  beam  is  there  ?  For  shame  !  for  shame  !  Such 
disgusting  emblems  ought  no  longer  to  disgrace  a  Christian 
land.  If  kill  we  must,  let  us  do  so  with  as  much  despatch 
and  decency  as  possible,  — not  brazen  out  our  misdeeds  and 
perpetuate  them  in  this  frightful  satiric  way. 

A  far  better  cast-iron  emblem  stands  over  a  handsome 
shop  in  the  “  Place  ”  hard  by  —  a  plough  namely,  which 
figures  over  the  factory  of  Mr.  Shekelton,  whose  industry 
and  skill  seem  to  have  brought  the  greatest  benefit  to  his 
fellow-townsmen  —  of  whom  he  employs  numbers  in  his 
foundries  and  workshops.  This  gentleman  was  kind  enough 
to  show  me  through  his  manufactories,  where  all  sorts  of 
iron-works  are  made,  from  a  steam-engine  to  a  door-key ; 
and  I  saw  everything  to  admire,  and  a  vast  deal  more  than 
I  could  understand,  in  the  busy,  cheerful,  orderly,  bustling, 
clanging  place.  Steam-boilers  were  hammered"  here,  and 
pins  made  by  a  hundred  busy  hands  in  a  manufactory  above. 
There  was  the  engine-room,  where  the  monster  was  whir¬ 
ring  his  ceaseless  wheels  and  directing  the  whole  operations 
of  the  factory,  fanning  the  forges,  turning  the  drills,  blast¬ 
ing  into  the  pipes  of  the  smelting-houses  :  he  had  a  house 
to  himself,  from  which  his  orders  issued  to  the  different 
establishments  round  about.  One  machine  was  quite  awful 
to  me,  a  gentle  cockney,  not  used  to  such  things :  it  was  an 
iron-devourer,  a  wretch  with  huge  jaws  and  a  narrow  mouth, 
ever  opening  and  shutting  —  opening  and  shutting.  You 
put  a  half-inch  iron  plate  between  his  jaws,  and  they  shut 
not  a  whit  slower  or  quicker  than  before,  and  bit  through 
the  iron  as  if  it  were  a  sheet  of  paper.  Below  the  monster’s 
mouth  was  a  punch  that  performed  its  duties  with  similar 
dreadful  calmness,  going  on  its  rising  and  falling. 

I  was  so  lucky  as  to  have  an  introduction  to  the  Yicar  of 
Dundalk,  which  that  gentleman’s  kind  and  generous  nature 
interpreted  into  a  claim  for  unlimited  hospitality ;  and  he 
was  good  enough  to  consider  himself  bound  not  only  to 
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receive  me,  but  to  give  up  previous  engagements  abroad 
in  order  to  do  so.  I  need  not  say  that  it  afforded  me  sin¬ 
cere  pleasure  to  witness,  for  a  couple  of  days,  his  labors 
among  his  people  ;  and  indeed  it  was  a  delightful  occupa¬ 
tion  to  watch  both  flock  and  pastor.  The  world  is  a  wick¬ 
ed,  selfish,  abominable  place,  as  the  parson  tells  us;  but 
his  reverence  comes  out  of  his  pulpit  and  gives  the  flattest 
contradiction  to  his  doctrine :  busying  himself  with  kind 
actions  from  morning  till  night,  denying  to  himself,  gener¬ 
ous  to  others,  preaching  the  truth  to  young  and  old,  cloth¬ 
ing  the  naked,  feeding  the  hungry,  consoling  the  wretched, 
and  giving  hope  to  the  sick ;  —  and  I  do  not  mean  to  say 
that  this  sort  of  life  is  led  by  the  Vicar  of  Dundalk  merely, 
but  do  firmly  believe  that  it  is  the  life  of  the  great  majority 
of  the  Protestant  and  Roman  Catholic  clergy  of  the  coun¬ 
try.  There  will  be  no  breach  of  confidence,  I  hope,  in  pub¬ 
lishing  here  the  journal  of  a  couple  of  days  spent  with  one 
of  these  reverend  gentlemen,  and  telling  some  readers,  as 
idle  and  profitless  as  the  writer,  what  the  clergyman’s 
peaceful  labors  are. 

In  the  first  place,  we  set  out  to  visit  the  church  —  the 
comfortable  copper-spired  old  edifice  that  was  noticed  two 
pages  back.  It  stands  in  a  green  church-yard  of  its  own, 
very  neat  and  trimly  kept,  with  an  old  row  of  trees  that 
were  dropping  their  red  leaves  upon  a  flock  of  vaults  and 
tombstones  below.  The  building  being  much  injured  by 
flame  and  time,  some  hundred  years  back  was  repaired, 
enlarged,  and  ornamented  —  as  churches  in  those  days  were 
ornamented  —  and  has  consequently  lost  a  good  deal  of  its 
Gothic  character.  There  is  a  great  mixture,  therefore,  of 
old  style  and  new  style  and  no  style  :  but,  with  all  this, 
the  church  is  one  of  the  most  commodious  and  best  appoint¬ 
ed  I  have  seen  in  Ireland.  The  vicar  held  a  council  with  a 
builder  regarding  some  ornaments  for  the  roof  of  the  church, 
which  is,  as  it  should  be,  a  great  object  of  his  care  and 
architectural  taste,  and  on  which  he  has  spent  a  very  large 
sum  of  money.  To  these  expenses  he  is  in  a  manner 
bound,  for  the  living  is  a  considerable  one,  its  income  being 
no  less  than  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year ;  out  of 
which  he  has  merely  to  maintain  a  couple  of  curates  and  a 
clerk  and  sexton,  to  contribute  largely  towards  schools  and 
hospitals,  and  relieve  a  few  scores  of  pensioners  of  his  own, 
who  are  fitting  objects  of  private  bounty. 

We  went  from  the  church  to  a  school,  which  has  been 
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long  a  favorite  resort  of  the  good  vicar’s :  indeed,  to  judge 
from  the  schoolmaster’s  books,  his  attendance  there  is  al¬ 
most  daily,  and  the  number  of  the  scholars  some  two  hun¬ 
dred.  The  number  was  considerably  greater  until  the 
schools  of  the  Educational  Board  were  established,  when 
the  Roman  Catholic  clergymen  withdrew  many  of  their 
young  people  from  Mr.  Thackeray’s  establishment. 

We  found  a  large  room  with  sixty  or  seventy  boys  at 
work ;  in  an  upper  chamber  were  a  considerable  number  of 
girls,  with  their  teachers,  two  modest  and  pretty  young 
women ;  but  the  favorite  resort  of  the  vicar  was  evidently 
the  Infant-School,  —  and  no  wonder :  it  is  impossible  to  wit¬ 
ness  a  more  beautiful  or  touching  sight. 

Eighty  of  these  little  people,  healthy,  clean,  and  rosy  — 
some  in  smart  gowns  and  shoes  and  stockings,  some  with 
patched  pinafores  and  little  bare  pink  feet  —  sat  upon  a 
half-dozen  low  benches,  and  were  singing,  at  the  top  of 
their  fourscore  fresh  voices,  a  song  when  we  entered.  All 
the  voices  were  hushed  as  the  vicar  came  in,  and  a  great 
bobbing  and  courtesying  took  place ;  whilst  a  hundred  and 
sixty  innocent  eyes  turned  awfully  towards  the  clergyman, 
who  tried  to  look  as  unconcerned  as  possible,  and  began  to 
make  his  little  ones  a  speech.  “  I  have  brought,”  says  he, 
“  a  gentleman  from  England,  who  has  heard  of  my  little  chil¬ 
dren  and  their  school,  and  hopes  he  will  carry  away  a  good 
account  of  it.  Now,  you  know,  we  must  all  do  our  best  to 
be  kind  and  civil  to  strangers :  what  can  we  do  here  for 
this  gentleman  that  he  would  like?  —  do  you  think  he 
would  like  a  song?” 

(All  the  children.')  —  “  We’ll  sing  to  him  !  ” 

Then  the  schoolmistress,  coming  forward,  sang  the  first 
words  of  a  hymn,  which  at  once  eighty  little  voices  took 
up,  or  near  eighty  —  for  some  of  the  little  things  were  too 
young  to  sing  yet,  and  all  they  could  do  was  to  beat  the 
measure  with  little  red  hands  as  the  others  sang.  It  was 
a  hymn  about  heaven,  with  a  chorus  of  “  Oh,  that  will  be 
joyful,  joyful,”  and  one  of  the  verses  beginning,  “  Little 
children  will  be  there.”  Some  of  my  fair  readers  (if  I 
have  the  honor  to  find  such)  who  have  been  present  at  simi¬ 
lar  tender,  charming  concerts,  know  the  hymn,  no  doubt. 
It  was  the  first  time  I  had  ever  heard  it ;  and  I  do  not  care 
to  own  that  it  brought  tears  to  my  eyes,  though  it  is  ill  to 
parade  such  kind  of  sentiment  in  print.  But  I  think  I 
will  never,  while  I  live,  forget  that  little  chorus,  nor  would 
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any  man  who  has  ever  loved  a  child  or  lost  one.  God 
bless  you,  0  little  happy  singers  !  What  a  noble  and  use¬ 
ful  life  is  his,  who,  in  place  of  seeking  wealth  or  honor, 
devotes  his  life  to  such  a  service  as  this !  And  all  through 
our  country,  thank  God !  in  quiet  humble  corners,  that 
busy  citizens  and  men  of  the  world  never  hear  of,  there  are 
thousands  of  such  men  employed  in  such  holy  pursuits, 
with  no  reward  beyond  that  which  the  fulfilment  of  duty 
brings  them.  Most  of  these  children  were  Roman  Catho¬ 
lics.  At  this  tender  age  the  priests  do  not  care  to  separate 
them  from  their  little  Protestant  brethren :  and  no  wonder. 
He  must  be  a  child-murdering  Herod  who  would  find  the 
heart  to  do  so. 

After  the  hymn,  the  children  went  through  a  little 
Scripture  catechism,  answering  very  correctly,  and  all  in  a 


breath,  as  the  mistress  put  the  questions.  Some  of  them 
were,  of  course,  too  young  to  understand  the  words  they 
uttered ;  but  the  answers  are  so  simple  that  they  cannot 
fail  to  understand  them  before  long;  and  they  learn  in 
spite  of  themselves. 

The  catechism  being  ended,  another  song  was  sung ;  and 
now  the  vicar  (who  had  been  humming  the  chorus  along 
with  his  young  singers,  and,  in  spite  of  an  awful  and  grave 
countenance,  could  not  help  showing  his  extreme  happi¬ 
ness)  made  another  oration,  in  which  he  stated  that  the 
gentleman  from  England  was  perfectly  satisfied;  that  he 
would  have  a  good  report  of  the  Dundalk  children  to  carry 
home  with  him ;  that  the  day  was  very  fine,  and  the  school¬ 
mistress  would  probably  like  to  take  a  walk ;  and,  finally, 
would  the  young  people  give  her  a  holiday  ?  “  As  many,” 

concluded  he,  “as  will  give  the  schoolmistress  a  holiday, 
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bold  up  their  hands !  ”  This  question  was  carried  unani. 
mously. 

But  I  am  bound  to  say,  when  the  little  people  were  told 
that  as  many  as  wouldn't  like  a  holiday  were  to  hold  up 
tlieir  hands,  all  the  little  hands  went  up  again  exactly  as 
before ;  by  which  it  may  be  concluded  either  that  the 
infants  did  not  understand  his  reverence’s  speech,  or  that 
they  were  just  as  happy  to  stay  at  school  as  to  go  and 
play ;  and  the  reader  may  adopt  whichever  of  the  reasons 
he  inclines  to.  It  is  probable  that  both  are  correct. 

The  little  things  are  so  fond  of  the  school,  the  vicar  told 
me  as  we  walked  away  from  it,  that  on  returning  home 
they  like  nothing  better  than  to  get  a  number  of  their  com¬ 
panions  who  don’t  go  to  school,  and  to  play  at  infant- 
school. 

They  may  be  heard  singing  their  hymns  in  the  narrow 
alleys  and  humble  houses  in  which  they  dwell :  and  I  was 
told  of  one  dying  who  sang  his  song  of  “  Oh,  that  will  be 
joyful,  joyful,”  to  his  poor  mother  weeping  at  his  bedside, 
and  promising  her  that  they  should  meet  where  no  parting 
should  be. 

“There  was  a  child  in  the  school,”  said  the  vicar, 
“whose  father,  a  Boman  Catholic,  was  a  carpenter  by 
trade,  a  good  workman,  and  earning  a  considerable  weekly 
sum,  but  neglecting  his  wife  and  children  and  spending  his 
earnings  in  drink.  We  have  a  song  against  drunkenness 
that  the  infants  sing ;  and  one  evening,  going  home,  the 
child  found  her  father  excited  with  liquor  and  ill-treating 
his  wife.  The  little  thing  forthwith  interposed  between 
them,  told  her  father  what  she  had  heard  at  school  regard¬ 
ing  the  criminality  of  drunkenness  and  quarrelling,  and 
finished  her  little  sermon  with  the  hymn.  The  father  was 
first  amused,  then  touched  ;  and  the  end  of  it  was  that  he 
kissed  his  wife  and  asked  her  to  forgive  him,  hugged  his 
child,  and  from  that  day  would  always  have  her  in  his  bed, 
made  her  sing  to  him  morning  and  night,  and  forsook  his 
old  haunts  for  the  sake  of  his  little  companion.” 

He  was  quite  sober  and  prosperous  for  eight  months ; 
but  the  vicar  at  the  end  of  that  time  began  to  remark  that 
the  child  looked  ragged  at  school,  and  passing  by  her 
mother’s  house  saw  the  poor  woman  had  a  black  eye.  “  If 

it  was  any  one  but  your  husband,  Mrs.  C - ,  who  gave 

you  that  black  eye,”  says  the  vicar,  “  tell  me ;  but  if  he  did 
it,  don’t  say  a  word.”  The  woman  was  silent,  and  sooi? 
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after,  meeting  her  husband,  the  vicar  took  him  to  task. 
“You  were  sober  for  eight  months.  Now  tell  me  fairly, 

C - says  he,  “  were  you  happier  when  you  lived  at  home 

with  your  wife  and  child,  or  are  you  more  happy  now  ?  ” 
The  man  owned  that  he  was  much  happier  formerly,  and 
the  end  of  the  conversation  was  that  he  promised  to  go 
home  once  more  and  try  the  sober  life  again,  and  he  went 
home  and  succeeded. 

The  vicar  continued  to  hear  good  accounts  of  him  ;  but 
passing  one  day  by  his  house  he  saw  the  wife  there  looking 
very  sad.  “ Had  her  husband  relapsed ? ” —  “No,  he  was 
dead,”  she  said  —  “  dead  of  the  cholera ;  but  he  had  been 
sober  ever  since  his  last  conversation  with  the  clergyman, 
and  had  done  his  duty  to  his  family  up  to  the  time  of  his 
death.”  “  I  said  to  the  woman,”  said  the  good  old  clergy¬ 
man,  in  a  grave  low  voice,  “  *  Your  husband  is  gone  now  to 
the  place  where,  according  to  his  conduct  here,  his  eternal 
reward  will  be  assigned  him ;  and  let  us  be  thankful  to 
think  what  a  different  position  he  occupies  now  to  that 
which  he  must  have  held  had  not  his  little  girl  been  the 
means  under  God  of  converting  him.’  ” 

Our  next  walk  was  to  the  County  Hospital,  the  handsome 
edifice  which  ornaments  the  Drogheda  entrance  of  the 
town,  and  which  I  had  remarked  on  my  arrival.  Concern¬ 
ing  this  hospital,  the  governors  were,  when  I  passed 
through  Dundalk,  in  a  state  of  no  small  agitation :  for  a 
gentleman  by  the  name  of - ,  who,  from  being  an  apothe¬ 

cary’s  assistant  in  the  place,  had  gone  forth  as  a  sort  of 
amateur  inspector  of  hospitals  throughout  Ireland,  had 
thought  fit  to  censure  their  extravagance  in  erecting  the 
new  building,  stating  that  the  old  one  was  fully  sufficient 
to  hold  fifty  patients,  and  that  the  public  money  might 

consequently  have  been  spared.  Mr. - ’s  plan  for  the 

better  maintenance  of  them  in  general  is,  that  commission¬ 
ers  should  be  appointed  to  direct  them,  and  not  county  gen¬ 
tlemen  as  heretofore ;  the  discussion  of  which  question 
does  not  need  to  be  carried  on  in  this  humble  work. 

My  guide,  who  is  one  of  the  governors  of  the  new  hospi¬ 
tal,  conducted  me  in  the  first  place  to  the  old  one  —  a 
small  dirty  house  in  a  damp  and  low  situation,  with  but 
three  rooms  to  accommodate  patients,  and  these  evidently 
not  fit  to  hold  fifty,  or  even  fifteen  patients.  The  new 
hospital  is  one  of  the  handsomest  buildings  of  the  size  and 
kind  in  Ireland  —  an  ornament  to  the  town,  as  the  angry 
VOL.  II.  - 19 


290 


1 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


commissioner  stated,  but  not  after  all  a  building  of  undue 
cost,  for  the  expense  of  its  erection  was  but  3,000£.;  and 
the  sick  of  the  county  are  far  better  accommodated  in  it 
than  in  the  damp  and  unwholesome  tenement  regretted  by 
the  eccentric  commissioner. 

An  English  architect,  Mr.  Smith,  of  Hertford,  designed 
and  completed  the  edifice ;  strange  to  say,  only  exceeding 
his  estimates  by  the  sum  of  three-and-sixpence,  as  the 
worthy  governor  of  the  hospital  with  great  triumph  told 
me.  The  building  is  certainly  a  wonder  of  cheapness,  and, 
what  is  more,  so  complete  for  the  purpose  for  which  it  was 
intended,  and  so  handsome  in  appearance,  that  the  archi¬ 
tect’s  name  deserves  to  be  published  by  all  who  hear  it ; 
and  if  any  country-newspaper  editors  should  notice  this 
volume,  they  are  requested  to  make  the  fact  known.  The 
house  is  provided  with  every  convenience  for  men  and 
women,  with  all  the  appurtenances  of  baths,  water,  gas, 
airy  wards,  and  a  garden  for  convalescents ;  and,  below,  a 
dispensary,  a  handsome  board-roonr,  kitchen,  and  matron’s 
apartments,  &c.  Indeed,  a  noble  requiring  a  house  for  a 
large  establishment  need  not  desire  a  handsomer  one  than 
this,  at  its  moderate  price  of  3,000Z.  The  beauty  of  this 
building  has,  as  is  almost  always  the  case,  created  emula¬ 
tion,  and  a  terrace  in  the  same  taste  has  been  raised  in  the 
neighborhood  of  the  hospital. 

Erom  the  hospital  we  bent  our  steps  to  the  Institution  ;  of 
which  place  I  give  below  the  rules,  and  a  copy  of  the  course 
of  study,  and  the  dietary :  leaving  English  parents  to  con¬ 
sider  the  fact,  that  their  children  can  be  educated  at  this 
place  for  thirteen  pounds  a  year.  Nor  is  there  anything  in 
the  establishment  savoring  of  Dotheboys  Hall.*  I  never 

*  “Boarders  are  received  from  the  age  of  eight  to  fourteen  at  12 1. 
per  annum,  and  11.  for  washing,  paid  quarterly  in  advance. 

“Day  scholars  are  received  from  the  age  of  ten  to  twelve  at  21. 
paid  quarterly  in  advance. 

“  The  Incorporated  Society  have  abundant  cause  for  believing  that 
the  introduction  of  Boarders  into  their  Establishments  has  produced 
far  more  advantageous  results  to  the  public  than  they  could,  at  so 
early  a  period,  have  anticipated ;  and  that  the  election  of  boys  to  their 
Foundations  only  after  a  fair  competition  with  others  of  a  given  district, 
has  had  the  effect  of  stimulating  masters  and  scholars  to  exertion  and 
study,  and  promises  to  operate  most  beneficially  for  the  advancement 
of  religious  and  general  knowledge. 

“  The  districts  for  eligible  Candidates  are  as  follows:  — 

“Dundalk  Institution  embraces  the  counties  of  Louth  and  Down, 
because  the  properties  which  support  it  lie  in  this  district. 
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saw,  in  any  public  school  in  England,  sixty  cleaner,  smart¬ 
er,  more  gentlemanlike  boys  than  were  here  at  work.  The 

“The  Pococke  Institution,  Kilkenny,  embraces  the  counties  of 
Kilkenny  and  Waterford,  for  the  same  cause. 

“The  Ranelagh  Institution,  the  towns  of  Atlilone  and  Roscom- 
mon,  and  three  districts  in  the  counties  of  Galway  and  Roscommon, 
which  the  Incorporated  Society  hold  in  fee,  or  from  which  they 
receive  impropriate  tithes. 

( Signed )  '  “  (Lesak  Otway,  Secretary .” 


Arrangement  of  School  Business  in  Dundalk  Institution. 

Hours. 

Monday,  Wednesday, 
and  Friday. 

Tuesday  and  Thurs¬ 
day. 

Saturday. 

6  to  7 

7  “  7J 
7J  “ 

8J  “  9 

9  “  10 
10  “  10J 
10*  “  ill 

111  “  12 

12  “  12f 
12|  “  2 

2  “  21 

21  “  5 

5  “  71 

71  “  8 

8  “  81 

81  “  9 

9 

Rise,  wash,  &c. 
f  Scripture  by  the 
(  Master,  and  prayer. 
Reading,  History, 
&c. 

Breakfast. 

Play. 

English  Grammar. 
Algebra. 

Scripture. 

Writing. 

( Arithmetic  atDesks, 

(  and  Book-keeping. 
Dinner. 

Play. 

( Spelling,  Mental 

1  Arithmetic,  and 
(  Euclid. 

Supper. 

Exercise. 

C  Scripture  by  the 
]  Master,  and  prayer 
(  in  School-room. 
Retire  to  bed. 

Rise,  wash,  &c. 

( Scripture  by  the 
{  Master,  and  prayer. 
Reading,  History, 
&c. 

Breakfast. 

Play. 

Geography. 

Euclid. 

( Lecture  on  princi- 
(  pies  of  Arithmetic. 

Writing. 

Mensuration. 

Dinner. 

Play. 

1  Spelling,  Mental 
]  Arithmetic,  and 
(  Euclid. 

Supper. 

Exercise. 

( Scripture  by  the 
<  Master,  and  prayer 
(  in  School-room. 
Retire  to  bed. 

Rise,  wash,  &c. 

( Scripture  by  the 
(  Master,  and  prayer. 

Reading,  History 
&c, 

Breakfast. 

Play. 

10  to  11,  Repetition. 

11  to  12,  Use  of 
Globes. 

( 12  to  1,  Catechism 
j  and  Scripture  by 
(  the  Catechist. 

Dinner. 

The  remainder  of 
this  day  is  devoted 
to  exercise  till 
the  hour  of  Sup¬ 
per,  after  which 
the  Boys  assemble 
in  the  School-room 
|  and  hear  a  portion 
of  Scripture  read 
and  explained  by 
the  Master,  as  on 
other  days,  and 
conclude  with 
prayer. 

The  sciences  of  Navigation  and  practical  Surveying  are  taught  in  the  Es¬ 
tablishment,  also  a  selection  of  the  Pupils,  who  have  a  taste  for  it,  are  in¬ 
structed  in  the  art  of  Drawing. 

Dietary. 

Breakfast  —  Stirabout  and  Milk,  every  Morning. 

Dinner. —  On  Sunday  and  Wednesday,  Potatoes  and  Beef ;  10  ounces  of  the 
latter  to  each  boy.  On  Monday  and  Thursday,  Bread  and  Broth  ;  lib.  of  the 
former  to  each  boy.  On  Tuesday,  Friday,  and  Saturday,  Potatoes  and  Milk  ; 

2  lbs.  of  the  former  to  each  boy. 

Supper.  — lib.  of  Bread  with  Milk,  uniformly,  except  on  Monday  and  Thurs¬ 
day  :  on  these"  days,  Potatoes  and  Milk. 
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upper  class  had  been  at  work  on  Euclid  as  we  came  in,  and 
were  set,  by  way  of  amusing  the  stranger,  to  perform  a  sum 
of  compound  interest  of  diabolical  complication,  which, 
with  its  algebraic  and  arithmetic  solution,  was  handed  up 
to  me  by  three  or  four  of  the  pupils ;  and  I  strove  to  look 
as  wise  as  I  possibly  could.  Then  they  went  through 
questions  of  mental  arithmetic  with  astonishing  correctness 
and  facility ;  and  finding  from  the  master  that  classics 
were  not  taught  in  the  school,  I  took  occasion  to  lament 
this  circumstance,  saying,  with  a  knowing  air,  that  I  would 
like  to  have  examined  the  lads  in  a  Greek  play. 

Classics,  then,  these  young  fellows  do  not  get.  Meat 
they  get  but  twice  a  week.  Let  English  parents  bear  this 
fact  in  mind ;  but  that  the  lads  are  healthy  and  happy, 
anybody  who  sees  them  can  have  no  question ;  further¬ 
more,  they  are  well  instructed  in  a  sound  practical  educa¬ 
tion  —  history,  geography,  mathematics,  religion.  What  a 
place  to  know  of  would  this  be  for  many  a  poor  half-pay 
officer,  where  he  may  put  his  children  in  all  confidence 
that  they  will  be  well  cared  for  and  soundly  educated! 
Why  have  we  not  State  schools  in  England,  where,  for  the 
prime  cost  —  for  a  sum  which  never  need  exceed  for  a 
young  boy’s  maintenance  25£.  a  year  —  our  children  might  be 
brought  up  ?  We  are  establishing  national  schools  for  the 
laborer :  why  not  give  education  to  the  sons  of  the  poor 
gentry  —  the  clergyman  whose  pittance  is  small,  and  would 
still  give  his  son  the  benefit  of  a  public  education ;  the 
artist,  the  officer,  the  merchant’s  office-clerk,  the  literary 
man  ?  What  a  benefit  might  be  conferred  upon  all  of  us 
if  honest  charter-schools  could  be  established  for  our  chil¬ 
dren,  and  where  it  would  be  impossible  for  Squeers  to 
make  a  profit ! # 

Our  next  day’s  journey  led  us,  by  half-past  ten  o’clock, 
to  the  ancient  town  of  Louth,  a  little  poor  village  now,  but 
a  great  seat  of  learning  and  piety,  it  is  said,  formerly, 
where  there  stood  a  university  and  abbeys,  and  where 
Saint  Patrick  worked  wonders.  Here  my  kind  friend  the 

*  The  Proprietary  Schools  of  late  established  have  gone  far  to  pro¬ 
tect  the  interests  of  parents  and  children ;  but  the  masters  of  these 
schools  take  boarders,  and  of  course  draw  profits  from  them.  Why 
make  the  learned  man  a  beef-and-mutton  contractor  ?  It  would  be 
easy  to  arrange  the  economy  of  a  school  so  that  there  should  be  no 
possibility  of  a  want  of  confidence,  or  of  peculation,  to  the  detriment 
<jf  the  pupil. 
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rector  was  called  upon  to  marry  a  smart  sergeant  of  police 
to  a  pretty  lass,  one  of  the  few  Protestants  who  attend  his 
church  ;  and,  the  ceremony  over,  we  were  invited  to  the 
house  of  the  bride’s  father  hard  by,  where  the  clergyman 
was  bound  to  cut  the  cake  and  drink  a  glass  of  wine  to  the 
health  of  the  new-married  couple.  There  was  evidently  to 
be  a  dance  and  some  merriment  in  the  course  of  the  even¬ 
ing  ;  for  the  good  mother  of  the  bride  (oh,  blessed  is  he 
who  has  a  good  mother-in-law !)  was  busy  at  a  huge  fire  in 
the  little  kitchen,  and  along  the  road  we  met  various 
parties  of  neatly-dressed  people,  and  several  of  the  ser¬ 
geant’s  comrades,  who  were  hastening  to  the  wedding. 
The  mistress  of  the  rector’s  darling  Infant-School  was 
one  of  the  bridesmaids  :  consequently  the  little  ones  had 
a  holiday. 

But  he  was  not  to  be  disappointed  of  his  Infant-School  in 
this  manner :  so,  mounting  the  car  again,  with  a  fresh 
horse,  we  went  a  very  pretty  drive  of  three  miles  to  the 
snug  lone  school-house  of  Glyde  Farm  —  near  a  handsome 
park,  I  believe  of  the  same  name,  where  the  proprietor  is 
building  a  mansion  of  the  Tudor  order. 

The  pretty  scene  of  Dundalk  was  here  played  over  again : 
the  children  sang  their  little  hymns,  the  good  old  clergy¬ 
man  joined  delighted  in  the  chorus,  the  holiday  was  given, 
and  the  little  hands  held  up,  and  I  looked  at  more  clean 
bright  faces  and  little  rosy  feet.  The  scene  need  not  be 
repeated  in  print,  but  I  can  understand  what  pleasure  a  man 
must  take  in  the  daily  witnessing  of  it,  and  in  the  growth 
of  these  little  plants,  which  are  set  and  tended  by  his  care. 
As  we  returned  to  Louth,  a  woman  met  us  with  a  courtesy 
and  expressed  her  sorrow  that  she  had  been  obliged  to 
withdraw  her  daughter  from  one  of  the  rector’s  schools, 
which  the  child  was  vexed  at  leaving  too.  But  the  orders 
of  the  priest  were  peremptory ;  and  who  can  say  they  were 
unjust  ?  The  priest,  on  his  side,  was  only  enforcing  the 
rule  which  the  parson  maintains  as  his :  —  the  latter  will 
not  permit  his  young  flock  to  be  educated  except  upon  cer¬ 
tain  principles  and  by  certain  teachers  ;  the  former  has  his 
own  scruples  unfortunately  also  —  and  so  that  noble  and 
brotherly  scheme  of  National  Education  falls  to  the  ground. 
In  Louth,  the  national  school  was  standing  by  the  side  of 
the  priest’s  chapel :  it  is  so  almost  everywhere  throughout 
Ireland:  the  Protestants  have  rejected,  on  very  good  mo¬ 
tives  doubtless,  the  chance  of  union  which  the  Education 
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Board  gave  them.  Be  it  so  !  if  the  children  of  either  sect 
be  educated  apart,  so  that  they  be  educated,  the  education 
scheme  will  have  produced  its  good,  and  the  union  will  come 
afterwards. 

The  church  at  Louth  stands  boldly  upon  a  hill  looking 
down  on  the  village,  and  has  nothing  remarkable  in  it  but 
neatness,  except  the  monument  of  a  former  rector,  Dr.  Lit¬ 
tle,  which  attracts  the  spectator’s  attention  from  the  extreme 
inappropriateness  of  the  motto  on  the  coat-of-arms  of  the 
reverend  defunct.  It  looks  rather  unorthodox  to  read  in  a 
Christian  temple,  where  a  man’s  bones  have  the  honor  to 
lie  —  and  where,  if  anywhere,  humility  is  requisite  —  that 
there  is  multum  in  Parvo  :  “  a  great  deal  in  Little.”  0  Lit¬ 
tle,  in  life  you  were  not  much,  and  lo  !  you  are  less  now ; 
why  should  filial  piety  engrave  that  pert  pun  upon  your 
monument,  to  cause  people  to  laugh  in  a  place  where  they 
ought  to  be  grave  ?  The  defunct  doctor  built  a  very  hand¬ 
some  rectory-house,  with  a  set  of  stables  that  would  be  use¬ 
ful  to  a  nobleman,  but  are  rather  too  commodious  for  a 
peaceful  rector  who  does  not  ride  to  hounds ;  and  it  was  in 
Little’s  time,  I  believe,  that  the  church  was  removed  from 
the  old  abbey,  where  it  formerly  stood,  to  its  present  proud 
position  on  the  hill. 

The  abbey  is  a  fine  ruin,  the  windows  of  a  good  style,  the 
tracings  of  carvings  on  many  of  them ;  but  a  great  number 
of  stones  and  ornaments  were  removed  formerly  to  build 
farm-buildings  withal,  and  the  place  is  now  as  rank  and 
ruinous  as  the  generality  of  Irish  burying-places  seem  to  be. 
Skulls  lie  in  clusters  amongst  nettle-beds  by  the  abbey 
walls  ;  graves  are  only  partially  covered  with  rude  stones ; 
a  fresh  coffin  was  lying  broken  in  pieces  within  the  abbey ; 
and  the  surgeon  of  the  dispensary  hard  by  might  procure 
subjects  here  almost  without  grave-breaking.  Hard  by  the 
abbey  is  a  building  of  which  I  beg  leave  to  offer  the  follow¬ 
ing  interesting  sketch.  The  legend  in  the  country  goes 
that  the  place  was  built  for  the  accommodation  of  “  Saint 
Murtogh,”  who  lying  down  to  sleep  here  in  the  open  fields, 
not  having  any  place  to  house  under,  found  to  his  surprise, 
on  waking  in  the  morning,  the  above  edifice,  which  the 
angels  had  built.  The  angelic  architecture,  it  will  be  seen, 
is  of  rather  a  rude  kind ;  and  the  village  antiquary,  who 
takes  a  pride  in  showing  the  place,  says  that  the  building 
was  erected  two  thousand  years  ago.  In  the  handsome 
grounds  of  the  rectory  is  another  spot  visited  by  popular 
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tradition  —  a  fairy’s  ring :  a  regular  mound  of  some  thirty 
feet  in  height,  flat  and  even  on  the  top,  and  provided  with 
a  winding  path  for  the  foot-passengers  to  ascend.  Some 
trees  grew  on  the  mound,  one  of  which  was  removed  in  or¬ 
der  to  make  the  walk.  But  the  country  people  cried  out 
loudly  at  this  desecration,  and  vowed  that  the  “  little  peo¬ 
ple  ”  had  quitted  the  countryside  forever  in  consequence. 

While  walking  in  the  town,  a  woman  meets  the  rector 
with  a  number  of  courtesies  and  compliments,  and  vows  that 
“  ’tis  your  reverence  is  the  friend  of  the  poor,  and  may  the 
Lord  preserve  you  to  us  and  lady  ” ;  and  having  poured  out 
blessings  innumerable,  concludes  by  producing  a  paper  for 
her  son  that’s  in  throuble  in 
England.  The  paper  ran  to 
the  effect  that  “We,  the 
undersigned,  inhabitants  of 
the  parish  of  Louth,  have 
known  Daniel  Horgan  ever 
since  his  youth,  and  can 
speak  confidently  as  to  his 
integrity,  piety,  and  good  conduct.”  In  fact,  the  paper  stated 
that  Daniel  Horgan  was  an  honor  to  his  country,  and  conse¬ 
quently  quite  incapable  of  the  crime  of  —  sack-stealing  I 
think — with  which  at  present  he  was  charged,  and  lay  in 
prison  in  Durham  Castle.  The  paper  had,  I  should  think, 
come  down  to  the  poor  mother  from  Durham,  with  a  direc¬ 
tion  ready  written  to  despatch  it  back  again  when  signed, 
and  was  evidently  the  work  of  one  of  those  benevo¬ 
lent  individuals  in  assize-towns,  who,  following  the  pro¬ 
fession  of  the  law,  delight  to  extricate  unhappy  young 
men  of  whose  innocence  (from  various  six-and-eightpenny 
motives)  they  feel  convinced.  There  stood  the  poor  mother, 
as  the  rector  examined  the  document,  with  a  huge  wafer 
in  her  hand,  ready  to  forward  it  so  soon  as  it  was  signed  : 
for  the  truth  is  that  “We  the  undersigned,”  were  as  yet 
merely  imaginary. 

“You  don’t  come  to  church,”  says  the  rector.  “I  know 
nothing  of  you  or  your  son :  why  don’t  you  go  to  the 
priest  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  your  reverence,  my  son’s  to  be  tried  next  Tuesday,” 
whimpered  the  woman.  She  then  said  the  priest  was  not 
in  the  way,  but,  as  we  had  seen  him  a  few  minutes  before, 
recalled  the  assertion,  and  confessed  that  she  had  been  to 
the  priest  and  that  he  would  not  sign  ;  and  fell  to  prayers, 
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tears,  and  unbounded  supplications  to  induce  the  rector  to 
give  his  signature.  But  the  hard-hearted  divine,  stating 
that  he  had  not  known  Daniel  Horgan  from  his  youth  up¬ 
wards,  that  he  could  not  certify  as  to  his  honesty  or  dishon¬ 
esty,  enjoined  the  woman  to  make  an  attempt  upon  the 
R.  C.  curate,  to  whose  handwriting  he  would  certify  if  need 
were. 

The  upshot  of  the  matter  was  that  the  woman  returned 
with  a  certificate  from  the  R.  C.  curate  as  to  her  son’s  good 
behavior  while  in  the  village,  and  the  rector  certified  that 
the  handwriting  was  that  of  the  R.  C.  clergyman  in  ques¬ 
tion,  and  the  woman  popped  her  big  red  wafer  into  the  let¬ 
ter  and  went  her  way. 

Tuesday  is  passed  long  ere  this :  Mr.  Horgan’s  guilt  or 
innocence  is  long  since  clearly  proved,  and  he  celebrates  the 
latter  in  freedom,  or  expiates  the  former  at  the  mill.  In¬ 
deed,  I  don’t  know  that  there  was  any  call  to  introduce  his 
adventures  to  the  public,  except  perhaps  it  may  be  good  to 
see  how  in  this  little  distant  Irish  village  the  blood  of  life 
is  running.  Here  goes  a  happy  party  to  a  marriage,  and 
the  parson  prays  a  “  God  bless  you  !  ”  upon  them,  and  the 
world  begins  for  them.  Yonder  lies  a  stall-fed  rector  in 
his  tomb,  flaunting  over  his  nothingness  his  pompous  heral¬ 
dic  motto  :  and  yonder  lie  the  fresh  fragments  of  a  nameless 
deal  coffin,  which  any  foot  may  kick  over.  Presently  you 
hear  the  clear  voices  of  little  children  praising  God ;  and 
here  comes  a  mother  wringing  her  hands  and  asking  for  suc¬ 
cor  for  her  lad,  who  was  a  child  but  the  other  day.  Such 
motus  animorum  atque  hceo  certamina  tanta  are  going  on  in 
an  hour  of  an  October  day  in  a  little  pinch  of  clay  in  the 
county  Louth. 

Perhaps  being  in  the  moralizing  strain,  the  honest  sur¬ 
geon  at  the  dispensary  might  come  in  as  an  illustration. 
He  inhabits  a  neat  humble  house,  a  story  higher  than  his 
neighbors’,  but  with  a  thatched  roof.  He  relieves  a  thou¬ 
sand  patients  yearly  at  the  dispensary,  he  visits  seven  hun¬ 
dred  in  the  parish,  he  supplies  the  medicines  gratis  ;  and  re¬ 
ceiving  for  these  services  the  sum  of  about  one  hundred 
pounds  yearly,  some  county  economists  and  calculators  are 
loud  against  the  extravagance  of  his  salary,  and  threaten 
his  removal.  All  these  individuals  and  their  histories  we 
presently  turn  our  backs  upon,  for,  after  all,  dinner  is  at 
five  o’clock,  and  we  have  to  see  the  new  road  to  Dundallq 
which  the  county  has  lately  been  making. 
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Of  this  undertaking,  which  shows  some  skilful  engineer¬ 
ing —  some  gallant  cutting  of  rocks  and  hills,  and  filling  of 
valleys,  with  a  tall  and  handsome  stone  bridge  thrown 
across  the  river,  and  connecting  the  high  embankments  on 
which  the  new  road  at  that  place  is  formed  —  I  can  say  lit¬ 
tle,  except  that  it  is  a  vast  convenience  to  the  county,  and 
a  great  credit  to  the  surveyor  and  contractor  too  ;  for  the 
latter,  though  a  poor  man,  and  losing  heavily  by  his  bar¬ 
gain,  has  yet  refused  to  mulct  his  laborers  of  their  wages ; 
and,  as  cheerfully  as  he  can,  still  pays  them  their  shilling 
a  da}^. 


1 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

NEWRY,  ARMAGH,  BELFAST - FROM  DUNDALK  TO  NEWRY. 

kind  host  gave  orders  to 
the  small  ragged  boy  that 
drove  the  car  to  take  “  par¬ 
ticular  care  of  the  little 
gentleman  ”  ;  and  the  car¬ 
boy,  grinning  in  apprecia¬ 
tion  of  the  joke,  drove  off 
at  his  best  pace,  and  landed 
his  cargo  at  Newry  after  a 
pleasant  two  hours’  drive. 
The  country  for  the  most 
part  is  wild,  but  not  gloomy ; 
the  mountains  round  about 
are  adorned  with  woods  and 
gentlemen’s  seats  ;  and  the 
car-boy  pointed  out  one  hill 
—  that  of  Slievegullion, 
which  kept  us  company  all 
the  way  —  as  the  highest  hill  in  Ireland.  Ignorant  or 
deceiving  car-boy !  I  have  seen  a  dozen  hills,  each  the 
highest  in  Ireland,  in  my  way  through  the  country,  of 
which  the  inexorable  Guide-book  gives  the  measurement 
and  destroys  the  claim.  Well,  it  was  the  tallest  hill, 
in  the  estimation  of  the  car-boy ;  and  in  this  respect,  the 
world  is  full  of  car-boys.  Has  not  every  mother  of  a 
family  a  Slievegullion  of  a  son,  who,  according  to  her 
measurement,  towers  above  all  other  sons  ?  Is  not  the 
patriot,  who  believes  himself  equal  to  three  Erenchmen, 
a  car-boy  in  heart  ?  There  was  a  kind  young  creature, 
with  a  child  in  her  lap,  that  evidently  held  this  notion. 
She  paid  the  child  a  series  of  compliments,  which  would 
have  led  one  to  fancy  he  was  an  angel  from  heaven  at 
the  least ;  and  her  husband  sat  gravely  by,  very  silent,  with 
his  arms  round  a  barometer. 


298 


THE  IRISH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


299 


Beyond  these  there  were  no  incidents  or  characters  of 
note,  except  an  old  hostler  that  they  said  was  ninety  years 
old,  and  watered  the  horse  at  a  lone  inn  on  the  road. 
“  Stop !  ”  cried  this  wonder  of  years  and  rags,  as  the 
car,  after  considerable  parley,  got  under  weigh.  The 
car-hoy  pulled  up,  thinking  a  fresh  passenger  was  coining 
out  of  the  inn. 

u  Stop ,  till  one  of  the  gentlemen  gives  me  something  f 
says  the  old  man,  coming  slowly  up  with  us :  which  speech 
created  a  laugh,  and  got  him  a  penny :  he  received  it  with¬ 
out  the  least  thankfulness,  and  went  away  grumbling  to 
his  pail. 

Newry  is  remarkable  as  being  the  only  town  I  have  seen 
which  had  no  cabin  suburb :  strange  to  say,  the  houses 
begin  all  at  once,  handsomely  coated  and  hatted  with  stone 
and  slate ;  and  if  Dundalk  was  prosperous,  Newry  is  better 
still.  Such  a  sight  of  neatness  and  comfort  is  exceedingly 
welcome  to  an  English  traveller,  who,  moreover,  finds 
himself,  after  driving  through  a  plain  bustling  clean 
street,  landed  at  a  large  plain  comfortable  inn,  where 
business  seems  to  be  done,  where  there  are  smart  waiters 
to  receive  him,  and  a  comfortable  warm  coffee-room  that 
bears  no  traces  of  dilapidation. 

What  the  merits  of  the  cuisine  may  be  I  can’t  say  for 
the  information  of  travellers ;  a  gentleman  to  whom  I 
had  brought  a  letter  from  Dundalk  taking  care  to  provide 
me  at  his  own  table,  accompanying  me  previously  to 
visit  the  lions  of  the  town.  A  river  divides  it,  and  the 
counties  of  Armagh  and  Down  :  the  river  runs  into  the 
sea  at  Carlingford  Bay,  and  is  connected  by  a  canal  with 
Lough  Neagh,  and  thus  with  the  North  of  Ireland. 
Steamers  to  Liverpool  and  Glasgow  sail  continually. 
There  are  mills,  foundries,  and.  manufactories  of  which 
the  Guide-book  will  give  particulars  ;  and  the  town  of 
13,000  inhabitants  is  the  busiest  and  most  thriving  that  I 
have  yet  seen  in  Ireland. 

Our  first  walk  was  to  the  church  :  a  large  and  handsome 
building,  although  built  in  the  unlucky  period  when  the 
Gothic  style  was  coming  into  vogue.  Hence  one  must 
question  the  propriety  of  many  of  the  ornaments,  though 
the  whole  is  massive,  well-finished,  and  stately.  Near 
the  church  stands  the  .Roman  Catholic  chapel,  a  very  fine 
building,  the  work  of  the  same  architect,  Mr.  Duff,  who 
erected  the  chapel  at  Dundalk ;  but,  like  almost  all  other 
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edifices  of  the  kind  in  Ireland  that  I  have  seen,  the 
interior  is  quite  unfinished,  and  already  so  dirty  and 
ruinous  that  one  would  think  a  sort  of  genius  for  dilapida¬ 
tion  must  have  been  exercised  in  order  to  bring  it  to  its 
present  condition.  There  are  tattered  green-baize  doors 
to  enter  at,  a  dirty  clay  floor,  and  cracked  plaster  walls, 
with  an  injunction  to  the  public  not  to  spit  on  the  floor. 
Maynootli  itself  is  scarcely  more  dreary.  The  architect’s 
work,  however,  does  him  the  highest  credit :  the  interior 
of  the  church  is  noble  and  simple  in  style  ;  and  one  can’t 
but  grieve  to  see  a  fine  work  of  art,  that  might  have  done 
good  to  the  country,  so  defaced  and  ruined  as  this  is. 

The  He  wry  poor-house  is  as  neatly  ordered  and  comfort¬ 
able  as  any  house,  public  or  private,  in  Ireland :  the  same 
look  of  health  which  was  so  pleasant  to  see  among  Naas 
children  of  the  union-house  was  to  be  remarked  here: 
the  same  care  and  comfort  for  the  old  people.  Of  able- 
bodied  there  were  but  few  in  the  house :  it  is  in  winter 
that  there  are  most  applicants  for  this  kind  of  relief : 
the  sunshine  attracts  the  women  out  of  the  place,  and 
the  harvest  relieves  it  of  the  men.  Cleanliness,  the  mat¬ 
ron  said,  is  more  intolerable  to  most  of  the  inmates  than 
any  other  regulation  of  the  house ;  and  instantly  on  quitting 
the  house  they  relapse  into  their  darling  dirt,  and  of 
course  at  their  periodical  return  are  subject  to  the  unavoid¬ 
able  initiatory  lustration. 

Newry  has  many  comfortable  and  handsome  public 
buildings :  the  streets  have  a  businesslike  look,  the  shops 
and  people  are  not  too  poor,  and  the  southern  grandilo¬ 
quence  is  not  shown  here  in  the  shape  of  fine  words  for 
small  wares.  Even  the  beggars  are  not  so  numerous, 
I  fancy,  or  so  coaxing  and  wheedling  in  their  talk.  Per¬ 
haps,  too,  among  the  gentry,  the  same  moral  change  may 
be  remarked,  and  they  seem  more  downright  and  plain  in 
their  manner ;  but  one  must  not  pretend  to  speak  of 
national  characteristic  from  such  a  small  experience  as  a 
conple  of  evenings’  intercourse  may  give. 

Although  not  equal  in  natural  beauty  to  a  hundred  other 
routes  which  the  traveller  takes  in  the  South,  the  ride  from 
Newry  to  Armagh  is  an  extremely  pleasant  one,  on  account 
of  the  undeniable  increase  of  prosperity  which  is  visible 
through  the  country.  Well-tilled  fields,  neat  farm-houses, 
well-dressed  people,  meet  one  everywhere,  and  people  and 
landscape  alike  have  a  plain,  hearty,  flourishing  look. 
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The  greater  part  of  Armagh  has  the  aspect  of  a  good 
stout  old  English  town,  although  round  about  the  steep  on 
which  the  cathedral  stands  (the  Eoman  Catholics  have 
taken  possession  of  another  hill,  and  are  building  an 
opposition  cathedral  on  this  eminence)  there  are  some 
decidedly  Irish  streets,  and  that  dismal  combination  of 
house  and  pigsty  which  is  so  common  in  Munster  and  Con¬ 
naught. 

But  the  main  streets,  though  not  fine,  are  bustling,  sub¬ 
stantial,  and  prosperous ;  and  a  fine  green  has  some  old 
trees  and  some  good  houses,  and  even  handsome  stately 
public  buildings,  round  it,  that  remind  one  of  a  comfort¬ 
able  cathedral  city  across  the  water. 

The  cathedral  service  is  more  completely  performed 
here  than  in  any  English  town,  I  think.  The  church  is 
small,  but  extremely  neat,  fresh  and  handsome  —  almost 
too  handsome ;  covered  with  spick-and-span  gilding  and 
carved  wood  in  the  style  of  the  thirteenth  century :  every 
pew  as  smart  and  well-cushioned  as  my  lord’s  own  seat  in 
the  country  church;  and  for  the  clergy  and  their  chief, 
stalls  and  thrones  quite  curious  for  their  ornament  and 
splendor.  The  Primate  with  his  blue  ribbon  and  badge 
(to  whom  the  two  clergymen  bow  reverently  as,  passing 
between  them,  he  enters  at  the  gate  of  the  altar  rail)  looks 
like  a  noble  Prince  of  the  Church ;  and  I  had  heard  enough 
of  his  magnificent  charity  and  kindness  to  look  with  rever¬ 
ence  at  his  lofty  handsome  features. 

Will  it  be  believed  that  the  sermon  lasted  only  for 
twenty  minutes  ?  Can  this  be  Ireland  ?  I  think  this 
wonderful  circumstance  impressed  me  more  than  any 
other  with  the  difference  between  North  and  South,  and, 
having  the  Primate’s  own  countenance  for  the  opinion, 
may  confess  a  great  admiration  for  orthodoxy  in  this  par¬ 
ticular. 

A  beautiful  monument  to  Archbishop  Stuart,  by  Chan- 
trey  ;  a  magnificent  window,  containing  the  arms  of  the 
clergy  of  the  diocese  (in  the  very  midst  of  which  I  was 
glad  to  recognize  the  sober  old  family  coat  of  the  venerable 
rector  of  Louth),  and  numberless  carvings  and  decorations, 
will  please  the  lover  of  church  architecture  here.  I  must 
confess,  however,  that  in  my  idea  the  cathedral  is  quite 
too  complete.  It  is  of  the  twelfth  century,  but  not  the 
least  venerable.  It  is  as  neat  and  trim  as  a  lady’s  draw¬ 
ing-room.  It  wants  a  hundred  years  at  least  to  cool  the 
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raw  colors  of  the  stones,  and  to  dull  the  brightness  of  the 
gilding :  all  which  benefits,  no  doubt,  time  will  bring 
to  pass,  and  future  cockneys  setting  off  from  London 
Bridge  after  breakfast  in  an  aerial  machine  may  come  to 
hear  the  morning  service  here,  and  not  remark  the  faults 
which  have  struck  a  too  susceptible  tourist  of  the  nine¬ 
teenth  century. 

Strolling  round  the  town  after  service,  I  saw  more 
decided  signs  that  Protestantism  was  there  in  the  ascend¬ 
ant.  I  saw  no  less  than  three  different  ladies  on  the  prowl, 
dropping  religious  tracts  at  various  doors :  and  felt  not  a 
little  ashamed  to  be  seen  by  one  of  them  getting  into  a  car 
with  bag  and  baggage,  being  bound  for  Belfast. 

The  ride  of  ten  miles  from  Armagh  to  Portadown  was 
not  the  prettiest,  but  one  of  the  pleasantest  drives  I  have 
had  in  Ireland,  for  the  country  is  well  cultivated  along  the 
whole  of  the  road,  the  trees  in  plenty,  and  villages  and 
neat  houses  always  in  sight.  The  little  farms,  with  their 
orchards  and  comfortable  buildings,  were  as  clean  and 
trim  as  could  be  wished :  they  are  mostly  of  one  story, 
with  long  thatched  roofs  and  shining  windows,  such  as 
may  be  seen  in  Normandy  and  Picardy.  As  it  was  Sunday 
evening,  all  the  people  seemed  to  be  abroad,  some  saunter¬ 
ing  quietly  down  the  roads,  a  pair  of  girls  here  and  there 
pacing  leisurely  in  a  field,  a  little  group  seated  under  the 
trees  of  an  orchard,  which  pretty  adjunct  to  the  farm  is 
very  common  in  this  district ;  and  the  crop  of  apples 
seemed  this  year  to  be  extremely  plenty.  The  physiog¬ 
nomy  of  the  people  too  has  quite  changed :  the  girls 
have  their  hair  neatly  braided  up,  not  loose  over  their 
faces  as  in  the  south ;  and  not  only  are  bare  feet  very  rare, 
and  stockings  extremely  neat  and  white,  but  I  am  sure  I 
saw  at  least  a  dozen  good  silk  gowns  upon  women  along 
the  road,  and  scarcely  one  which  was  not  clean  and  in  good 
order.  The  men  for  the  most  part  figured  in  jackets,  caps, 
and  trousers,  eschewing  the  old  well  of  a  hat  which  covers 
the  popular  head  at  the  other  end  of  the  island,  the 
breeches,  and  the  long  ill-made  tail-coat.  The  people’s 
faces  are  sharp  and  neat,  not  broad,  lazy,  knowing-looking, 
like  that  of  many  a  shambling  Diogenes  who  may  be  seen 
lounging  before  his  cabin  in  Cork  or  Kerry.  As  for  the 
cabins,  they  have  disappeared ;  and  the  houses  of  the 
people  may  rank  decidedly  as  cottages.  The  accent,  too, 
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is  quite  different;  but  this  is  hard  to  describe  in  print. 
The  people  speak  with  a  Scotch  twang,  and,  as  I  fancied, 
much  more  simply  and  to  the  point.  A  man  gives  you 
a  downright  answer,  without  any  grin  or  joke,  or  attempt  at 
flattery.  To  be  sure,  these  are  rather  early  days  to  begin 
to  judge  of  national  characteristics ;  and  very  likely  the 
above  distinctions  have  been  drawn  after  profoundly 
studying  a  Northern  and  a  Southern  waiter  at  the  inn  at 
Armagh. 

At  any  rate,  it  is  clear  that  the  towns  are  vastly  improved, 
the  cottages  and  villages  no  less  so  ;  the  people  look  active 
and  well-dressed ;  a  sort  of  weight  seems  all  at  once  to  be 
taken  from  the  Englishman’s  mind  on  entering  the  prov¬ 
ince,  when  he  finds  himself  once  more  looking  upon  com¬ 
fort,  and  activity,  and  resolution.  What  is  the  cause  of 
this  improvement  ?  Protestantism  is,  more  than  one 
Church-of-England  man  said  to  me  ;  but,  for  Protestantism, 
would  it  not  be  as  well  to  read  Scotchism  ?  —  meaning 
thrift,  prudence,  perseverance,  boldness,  and  common-sense  : 
with  which  qualities  any  body  of  men,  of  any  Christian 
denomination,  would  no  doubt  prosper. 

The  little  brisk  town  of  Portadown,  with  its  comfortable 
unpretending  houses,  its  squares  and  market-place,  its 
pretty  quay,  with  craft  along  the  river,  —  a  steamer  build¬ 
ing  on  the  dock,  close  to  mills  and  warehouses  that  look  in 
a  full  state  of  prosperity,  —  was  a  pleasant  conclusion  to 
this  ten  miles’  drive,  that  ended  at  the  newly  opened  rail¬ 
way-station.  The  distance  hence  to  Belfast  is  twenty-five 
miles ;  Lough  Neagh  may  be  seen  at  one  point  of  the  line, 
and  the  Guide-book  says  that  the  station-towns  of  Lurgan 
,  and  Lisburn  are  extremely  picturesque ;  but  it  was  night 
when  I  passed  by  them,  and  after  a  journey  of  an  hour  and 
a  quarter  reached  Belfast. 

That  city  has  been  discovered  by  another  eminent  cock¬ 
ney  traveller  (for  though  born  in  America,  the  dear  old 
Bow-bell  blood  must  run  in  the  veins  of  Mr.  N.  P.  Willis), 
and  I  have  met,  in  the  periodical  works  of  the  country, 
with  repeated  angry  allusions  to  his  description  of  Belfast, 
the  pink  heels  of  the  chamber-maid  who  conducted  him  to 
bed  (what  business  had  he  to  be  looking  at  the  young 
woman’s  legs  at  all  ?)  and  his  wrath  at  the  beggary  of  the 
town  and  the  laziness  of  the  inhabitants,  as  marked  by  a 
line  of  dirt  running  along  the  walls,  and  showing  where 
they  were  in  the  habit  of  lolling. 
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These  observations  struck  me  as  rather  hard  when  ap¬ 
plied  to  Belfast,  though  possibly  pink  heels  and  beggary 
might  be  remarked  in  other  cities  of  the  kingdom ;  but  the 
town  of  Belfast  seemed  to  me  really  to  be  as  neat,  prosper¬ 
ous,  and  handsome  a  city  as  need  be  seen ;  and,  with  re¬ 
spect  to  the  inn,  that  in  which  I  stayed,  “  Kearn’s,”  was  as 
comfortable  and  well-ordered  an  establishment  as  the  most 
fastidious  Cockney  can  desire,  and  with  an  advantage  which 
some  people  perhaps  do  not  care  for,  that  the  dinners  which 
cost  seven  shillings  at  London  Taverns  are  here  served  for 
half  a  crown;  but  I  must  repeat  here,  in  justice  to  the 
public,  what  I  stated  to  Mr.  William  the  waiter,  viz.,  that 
half  a  pint  of  port  wine  does  contain  more  than  two  glasses 
—  at  least  it  does  in  happy,  happy  England.  .  .  .  Only,  to 
be  sure,  here  the  wine  is  good,  whereas  the  port-wine  in 
England  is  not  port,  but  for  the  most  part  an  abominable 
drink,  of  which  it  would  be  a  mercy  only  to  give  us  two 
glasses :  which,  however,  is  clearly  wandering  from  the 
subject  in  hand. 

They  call  Belfast  the  Irish  Liverpool.  If  people  are  for 
calling  names,  it  would  be  better  to  call  it  the  Irish  London 
at  once  —  the  chief  city  of  the  kingdom  at  any  rate.  It 
looks  hearty,  thriving,  and  prosperous,  as  if  it  had  money 
in  its  pockets  and  roast  beef  for  dinner :  it  has  no  preten¬ 
sions  to  fashion,  but  looks  mayhap  better  in  its  honest 
broadcloth  than  some  people  in  their  shabby  brocade.  The 
houses  are  as  handsome  as  at  Dublin,  with  this  advantage, 
that  the  people  seem  to  live  in  them.  They  have  no 
attempt  at  ornament  for  the  most  part,  but  are  grave,  stout, 
red-brick  edifices,  laid  out  at  four  angles  in  orderly  streets 
and  squares. 

The  stranger  cannot  fail  to  be  struck  (and  haply  a  little 
frightened)  by  the  great  number  of  meeting-houses  that 
decorate  the  town,  and  give  evidence  of  great  sermonizing 
on  Sundays.  These  buildings  do  not  affect  the  Gothic,  like 
many  of  the  meagre  edifices  of  the  Established  and  the 
Koman  Catholic  churches,  but  have  a  physiognomy  of  their 
own  —  a  thick-set  citizen  look.  Porticoes  have  they,  to  be 
sure,  and  ornaments  Doric,  Ionic,  and  what  not  ?  but  the 
meeting-house  peeps  through  all  these  classical  friezes  and 
entablatures  :  and  though  one  reads  of  “  Imitations  of  the 
Ionic  Temple  of  Ilissus,  near  Athens,”  the  classic  temple  is 
made  to  assume  a  bluff,  downright,  Presbyterian  air,  which 
would  astonish  the  original  builder,  doubtless.  The 
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churches  of  the  Establishment  are  handsome  and  stately. 
The  Catholics  are  building  a  brick  cathedral,  no  doubt  of 
the  Tudor  style  :  the  present  chapel,  flanked  by  the  national 
schools,  is  an  exceedingly  unprepossessing  building  of  the 
Strawberry  Hill  or  Castle  of  Otranto  Gothic  :  the  keys  and 
mitre  figuring  in  the  centre  —  “  The  cross-keys  and  night¬ 
cap,”  as  a  hard-hearted  Presbyterian  called  them  to  me, 
with  his  blunt  humor. 

The  three  churches  are  here  pretty  equally  balanced : 
Presbyterians  25,000,  Catholics  20,000,  Episcopalians  17,000. 
Each  party  has  two  or  more  newspaper  organs ;  and  the 
wars  between  them  are  dire  and  unceasing,  as  the  reader 
may  imagine.  For  whereas  in  other  parts  of  Ireland  where 
Catholics  and  Episcopalians  prevail,  and  the  Presbyterian 
body  is  too  small,  each  party  has  but  one  opponent  to  be¬ 
labor  :  here  the  Ulster  politician,  whatever  may  be  his  way 
of  thinking,  has  the  great  advantage  of  possessing  two  ene¬ 
mies  on  whom  he  may  exercise  his  eloquence :  and  in  this 
triangular  duel  all  do  their  duty  nobly.  Then  there  are 
subdivisions  of  hostility.  For  the  Church  there  is  a  High 
Church  and  a  Low  Church  journal;  for  the  Liberals  there 
is  a  “Repeal”  journal  and  a  “Uo-repeal  ”  journal ;  for  the 
Presbyterians  there  are  yet  more  varieties  of  journalistic 
opinion,  on  which  it  does  not  become  a  stranger  to  pass  a 
judgment.  If  the  Northern  Whig  says  that  the  Banner  of 
Ulster  “  is  a  polluted  rag,  which  has  hoisted  the  red  banner 
of  falsehood  ”  (which  elegant  words  may  be  found  in  the 
first-named  journal  of  the  13th  October),  let  us  be  sure  the 
Banner  has  a  compliment  for  the  Northern  Whig  in  return ; 
if  the  “Repeal”  Vindicator  and  the  priests  attack  the 
Presbyterian  journals  and  the  “home  missions,”  the  rever¬ 
end  gentlemen  of  Geneva  are  quite  as  ready  with  the  pen 
as  their  brethren  of  Rome,  and  not  much  more  scrupulous 
in  their  language  than  the  laity.  When  I  was  in  Belfast, 
violent  disputes  were  raging  between  Presbyterian  and 
Episcopalian  Conservatives  with  regard  to  the  Marriage 
Bill ;  between  Presbyterians  and  Catholics  on  the  subject 
of  the  “  home  missions  ”  ;  between  the  Liberals  and  Con¬ 
servatives,  of  course.  “Thank  God,”  for  instance,  writes  a 
“Repeal”  journal,  “that  the  honor  and  power  of  Ireland 
are  not  involved  in  the  disgraceful  Afghan  war !  ”  —  a 
sentiment  insinuating  Repeal  and  something  more ;  disown¬ 
ing,  not  merely  this  or  that  Ministry,  but  the  sovereign 
and  her  jurisdiction  altogether.  But  details  of  these  quar- 
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rels,  religious  or  political,  can  tend  to  edify  but  few  readers 
out  of  the  country.  Even  in  it,  as  there  are  some  nine 
shades  of  politico-religious  differences,  an  observer  pre¬ 
tending  to  impartiality  must  necessarily  displease  eight 
parties,  and  almost  certainly  the  whole  nine ;  and  the  reader 
who  desires  to  judge  the  politics  of  Belfast  must  study  for 
himself.  Nine  journals,  publishing  four  hundred  numbers 
in  a  year,  each  number  containing  about  as  much  as  an 
octavo  volume :  these,  and  the  back  numbers  of  former 
years,  sedulously  read,  will  give  the  student  a  notion  of  the 
subject  in  question.  And  then,  after  having  read  the 
statements  on  either  side,  he  must  ascertain  the  truth  of 
them,  by  which  time  more  labor  of  the  same  kind  will  have 
grown  upon  him,  and  he  will  have  attained  a  good  old  age. 

Amongst  the  poor,  the  Catholics  and  Presbyterians  are 
said  to  go  in  a  pretty  friendly  manner  to  the  national 
schools ;  but  among  the  Presbyterians  themselves  it  appears 
there  are  great  differences  and  quarrels,  by  which  a  fine 
institution,  the  Belfast  Academy,  seems  to  have  suffered 
considerably.  It  is  almost  the  only  building  in  this  large 
and  substantial  place  that  bears,  to  the  stranger’s  eye,  an 
unprosperous  air.  A  vast  building,  standing  fairly  in  the 
midst  of  a  handsome  green  and  place,  and  with  snug,  com¬ 
fortable  red-brick  streets  stretching  away  at  neat  right 
angles  all  around,  the  Presbyterian  College  looks  handsome 
enough  at  a  short  distance,  but  on  a  nearer  view  is  found 
in  a  woful  state  of  dilapidation.  It  does  not  possess  the 
supreme  dirt  and  filth  of  Maynooth  —  that  can  but  belong 
to  one  place,  even  in  Ireland ;  but  the  building  is  in  a  dis¬ 
mal  state  of  unrepair,  steps  and  windows  broken,  doors  and 
stairs  battered.  Of  scholars  I  saw  but  a  few,  and  these 
were  in  the  drawing  academy.  The  fine  arts  do  not  appear 
as  yet  to  flourish  in  Belfast.  The  models  from  which  the 
lads  were  copying  were  not  good :  one  was  copying  a  bad 
copy  of  a  drawing  by  Prout ;  one  was  coloring  a  print. 
The  ragged  children  in  a  German  national  school  have 
better  models  before  them,  and  are  made  acquainted  with 
truer  principles  of  art  and  beauty. 

Hard  by  is  the  Belfast  Museum,  where  an  exhibition  of 
pictures  was  in  preparation,  under  the  patronage  of  the 
Belfast  Art  Union.  Artists  in  all  parts  of  the  kingdom 
had  been  invited  to  send  their  works,  of  which  the  Union 
pays  the  carriage ;  and  the  porters  and  secretary  were  busy 
unpacking  cases,  in  which  I  recognized  some  of  the  works 
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which  had  before  figured  on  the  walls  of  the  London  Exhi¬ 
bition  rooms. 

The  book-shops  which  I  saw  in  this  thriving  town  said 
much  for  the  religious  disposition  of  the  Belfast  public : 
there  were  numerous  portraits  of  reverend  gentlemen,  and 
their  works  of  every  variety  :  —  “  The  Sinner’s  Friend,” 
“The  Watchman  on  the  Tower,”  “The  Peep  of  Bay,” 
“Sermons  delivered  at  Bethesda  Chapel,”  by  So-and-So; 
with  hundreds  of  the  neat  little  gilt  books  with  bad  prints, 
scriptural  titles,  and  gilt  edges,  that  come  from  one  or  two 
serious  publishing  houses  in  London,  and  in  considerable 
numbers  from  the  neighboring  Scotch  shores.  As  for  the 
theatre,  with  such  a  public  the  drama  can  be  expected  to 
find  but  little  favor ;  and  the  gentleman  who  accompanied 
me  in  my  walk,  and  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  many  kind¬ 
nesses  during  my  stay,  said  not  only  that  he  had  never  been 
in  the  playhouse,  but  that  he  never  heard  of  any  one  going 
thither.  I  found  out  the  place  where  the  poor  neglected 
Dramatic  Muse  of  Ulster  hid  herself ;  and  was  of  a  party 
of  six  in  the  boxes,  the  benches  of  the  pit  being  dotted  over 
with  about  a  score  more.  Well,  it  was  a  comfort  to  see 
that  the  gallery  was  quite  full,  and  exceedingly  happy  and 
noisy  :  they  stamped,  and  stormed,  and  shouted,  and  clapped 
in  a  way  that  was  pleasant  to  hear.  One  young  god, 
between  the  acts,  favored  the  public  with  a  song,  —  ex¬ 
tremely  ill  sung  certainly,  but  the  intention  was  everything ; 
and  his  brethren  above  stamped  in  chorus  with  roars  of 
delight. 

As  for  the  piece  performed,  it  was  a  good  old  melodrama 
of  the  British  sort,  inculcating  a  thorough  detestation  of 
vice  and  a  warm  sympathy  with  suffering  virtue.  The 
serious  are  surely  too  hard  upon  poor  play-goers.  We  never 
for  a  moment  allow  rascality  to  triumph  beyond  a  certain 
part  of  the  third  act :  we  sympathize  with  the  woes  of 
young  lovers  —  her  in  ringlets  and  a  Polish  cap,  him  in 
tights  and  a  Vandyke  collar ;  we  abhor  avarice  or  tyranny 
in  the  person  of  “  the  first  old  man  ”  with  the  white  wig 
and  red  stockings,  or  of  the  villain  with  the  roaring  voice 
and  black  whiskers ;  we  applaud  the  honest  wag  (he  is  a 
good  fellow  in  spite  of  his  cowardice)  in  his  hearty  jests  at 
the  tyrant  before  mentioned;  and  feel  a  kindly  sympathy 
with  all  mankind  as  the  curtain  falls  over  all  the  characters 
in  a  group,  of  which  successful  love  is  the  happy  centre. 
Reverend  gentlemen  in  meeting-house  and  church,  who 
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shout  against  the  immoralities  of  this  poor  stage,  and 
threaten  all  play-goers  with  the  fate  which  is  awarded  to 
unsuccessful  plays,  should  try  and  bear  less  hardly  upon  us. 

An  artist  —  who,  in  spite  of  the  Art  Union,  can  scarcely, 
I  should  think,  flourish  in  a  place  that  seems  devoted  to 
preaching,  politics,  and  trade  —  has  somehow  found  his  way 
to  this  humble  little  theatre,  and  decorated  it  with  some 
exceedingly  pretty  scenery  —  almost  the  only  indication  of 
a  taste  for  the  fine  arts  which  I  have  found  as  yet  in  the 
country. 

A  fine  night-exhibition  in  the  town  is  that  of  the  huge 
spinning-mills  which  surround  it,  and  of  which  the  thousand 

windows  are  lighted  up  at  night¬ 
fall,  and  may  be  seen  from  al¬ 
most  all  quarters  of  the  city. 

A  gentleman  to  whom  I  had 
brought  an  introduction  good- 
naturedly  left  his  work  to  walk 
with  me  to  one  of  these  mills, 
and  stated  by  whom  he  had 
been  introduced  to  me  to  the 
mill-proprietor,  Mr.  Mulhol- 
1  a  n  d.  “  That  recommenda¬ 

tion,”  said  Mr.  Mulholland,  gal 
lantly,  “  is  welcome  anywhere 
It  was  from  my  kind  friend  Mr. 
Lever.  What  a  privilege  some 
men  have,  who  can  sit  quietly 
in  their  studies  and  make 
friends  all  the  world  over ! 

Here  is  the  figure  of  a  girl 
sketched  in  the  place :  there 
are  nearly  five  hundred  girls  employed  in  it.  They  work 
in  huge  long  chambers,  lighted  by  numbers  of  windows,  hot 
with  steam,  buzzing  and  humming  with  hundreds  of  thou¬ 
sands  of  whirling  wheels,  that  all  take  their  motion  from  a 
steam-engine  which  lives  apart  in  a  hot  cast-iron  temple  of 
its  own,  from  which  it  communicates  with  the  innumerable 
machines  that  the  five  hundred  girls  preside  over.  They 
have  seemingly  but  to  take  away  the  work  when  done  — 
the  enormous  monster  in  the  cast-iron  room  does  it  all.  He 
cards  the  flax,  and  combs  it,  and  spins  it,  and  beats  it,  and 
twists  it :  the  five  hundred  girls  stand  by  to  feed  him,  or 
take  the  material  from  him,  when  he  has  had  his  will  of  it. 
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There  is  something  frightful  in  the  vastness  as  in  the  mi¬ 
nuteness  of  this  power.  Every  thread  writhes  and  twirls  as 
the  steam-fate  orders  it,  —  every  thread,  of  which  it  would 
take  a  hundred  to  make  the  thickness  of  a  hair. 

I  have  seldom,  I  think,  seen  more  good  looks  than 
amongst  the  young  women  employed  in  this  place.  They 
work  for  twelve  hours  daily,  in  rooms  of  which  the  heat  is 
intolerable  to  a  stranger ;  but  in  spite  of  it  they  looked  gay, 
stout,  and  healthy  ;  nor  were  their  forms  much  concealed 
by  the  very  simple  clothes  they  wear  while  in  the  mill. 

The  stranger  will  be  struck  by  the  good  looks  not  only  of 
these  spinsters,  but  of  almost  all  the  young  women  in  the 
streets.  I  never  saw  a  town  where  so  many  women  are  to 
be  met  —  so  many  and  so  pretty  —  with  and  without  bon¬ 
nets,  with  good  figures,  in  neat  homely  shawls  and  dresses. 
The  grisettes  of  Belfast  are  among  the  handsomest  orna¬ 
ments  of  it ;  and  as  good,  no  doubt,  and  irreproachable  in 
morals  as  their  sisters  in  the  rest  of  Ireland. 

Many  of  the  merchants’  counting-houses  are  crowded  in 
little  old-fashioned  “  entries,”  or  courts,  such  as  one  sees 
about  the  Bank  in  London.  In  and  about  these,  and  in  the 
principal  streets  in  the  daytime,  is  a  great  activity,  and 
homely  unpretending  bustle.  The  men  have  a  business 
look,  too ;  and  one  sees  very  few  flaunting  dandies,  as  in 
Dublin.  The  shopkeepers  do  not  brag  upon  their  sign¬ 
boards,  or  keep  “  emporiums,”  as  elsewhere,  —  their  places 
of  business  being  for  the  most  part  homely ;  though  one 
may  see  some  splendid  shops,  which  are  not  to  be  surpassed 
by  London.  The  docks  and  quays  are  busy  with  their 
craft  and  shipping,  upon  the  beautiful  borders  of  the 
Lough ;  —  the  large  red  warehouses  stretching  along  the 
shores,  with  ships  loading,  or  unloading,  or  building,  ham¬ 
mers  clanging,  pitch  pots  flaming  and  boiling,  seamen 
cheering  in  the  ships,  or  lolling  lazily  on  the  shore.  The 
life  and  movement  of  a  port  here  give  the  stranger  plenty 
to  admire  and  observe.  And  nature  has  likewise  done 
everything  for  the  place  —  surrounding  it  with  picturesque 
hills  and  water ;  —  for  which  latter  I  must  confess  I  was  not 
very  sorry  to  leave  the  town  behind  me,  and  its  mills,  and 
its  meeting-houses,  and  its  commerce,  and  its  theologians, 
and  its  politicians. 
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BELFAST  TO  THE  CAUSEWAY. 

IE  Lough  of  Belfast  has 
a  reputation  for  beauty  al¬ 
most  as  great  as  that  of  the 
Bay  of  Dublin ;  but  though, 
on  the  day  I  left  Belfast 
for  Larne,  the  morning  was 
fine,  and  the  sky  clear  and 
blue  above,  an  envious  mist 
lay  on  the  water,  which 
hid  all  its  beauties  from 
the  dozen  of  passengers  on 
the  Larne  coach.  All  we 
could  see  were  ghostly- 
looking  silhouettes  of 
ships  gliding  here  and 
there  through  the  clouds  ; 
and  I  am  sure  the  coach¬ 
man’s  remark  was  quite  correct,  that  it  was  a  pity  the  day 
Was  so  misty.  I  found  myself,  before  I  was  aware,  entrapped 
into  a  theological  controversy  with  two  grave  gentle¬ 
men  outside  the  coach  —  another  fog,  which  did  not  subside 
much  before  we  reached  Carrickfergus.  The  road  from  the 
Ulster  capital  to  that  little  town  seemed  meanwhile  to  be 
extremely  lively :  cars  and  omnibuses  passed,  thickly 
peopled.  For  some  miles  along  the  road  is  a  string  of 
handsome  country-houses,  belonging  to  the  rich  citizens  of 
the  town;  and  we  passed  by  neat-looking  churches  and 
chapels,  factories  and  rows  of  cottages  clustered  round 
them,  like  villages  of  old  at  the  foot  of  feudal  castles. 
Furthermore  it  was  hard  to  see,  for  the  mist  which  lay  on 
the  water  had  enveloped  the  mountains  too,  and  we  only 
had  a  glance  or  two  of  smiling  comfortable  fields  and  gar¬ 
dens. 

Carrickfergus  rejoices  in  a  real  romantic-looking  castle, 
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jutting  bravely  into  the  sea,  and  famous  as  a  background 
for  a  picture.  It  is  of  use  for  little  else  now,  luckily ;  nor 
has  it  been  put  to  any  real  warlike  purposes  since  the  day 
when  honest,  Thurot  stormed,  took,  and  evacuated  it.  Let 
any  romancer  who  is  in  want  of  a  hero  peruse  the  second 
volume,  or  it  may  be  the  third,  of  the  u  Annual  Register, ” 
where  the  adventures  of  that  gallant  fellow  are  related. 
He  was  a  gentleman,  a  genius,  and,  to  crown  all,  a  smug¬ 
gler.  He  lived  for  some  time  in  Ireland,  and  in  England, 
in  disguise ;  he  had  love-passages  and  romantic  adventures  ; 
he  landed  a  body  of  his  countrymen  on  these  shores,  and 
died  in  the  third  volume,  after  a  battle  gallantly  fought  on 
both  sides,  but  in  which  victory  rested  with  the  British 
arms.  What  can  a  novelist  want  more  ?  William  III. 
also  landed  here ;  and  as  for  the  rest,  “  M'Skimin,  the  ac¬ 
curate  and  laborious  historian  of  the  town,  informs  us  that 
the  founding  of  the  castle  is  lost  in  the  depths  of  antiquity.’7 
It  is  pleasant  to  give  a  little  historic  glance  at  a  place  as  one 
passes  through.  The  above  facts  may  be  relied  on  as  com¬ 
ing  from  Messrs.  Curry’s  excellent  new  Guide-book ;  with 
the  exception  of  the  history  of  Mons.  Thurot,  which  is 
u  private  information,”  drawn  years  ago  from  the  scarce 
work  previously  mentioned.  By  the  way,  another  excellent 
companion  to  the  traveller  in  Ireland  is  the  collection  of  the 
“  Irish  Penny  Magazine,”  which  may  be  purchased  for  a 
guinea,  and  contains  a  mass  of  information  regarding  the 
customs  and  places  of  the  country.  Willis’s  work  is  amus¬ 
ing,  as  everything  is,  written  by  that  lively  author,  and  the 
engravings  accompanying  it  as  unfaithful  as  any  ever  made. 

Meanwhile,  asking  pardon  for  this  double  digression, 
which  has  been  made  while  the  guard-coachman  is  deliver¬ 
ing  his  mail-bags  —  while  the  landlady  stands  looking  on  in 
the  sun,  her  hands  folded  a  little  below  the  waist  —  while  a 
company  of  tall  burly  troops  from  the  castle  has  passed  by, 
“  surrounded  ”  by  a  very  mean,  mealy-faced,  uneasy-looking 
little  subaltern  —  while  the  poor  epileptic  idiot  of  the  town, 
wallowing  and  grinning  in  the  road,  and  snorting  out  sup¬ 
plications  for  a  half-penny,  has  tottered  away  in  possession 
of  the  coin  :  —  meanwhile,  fresh  horses  are  brought  out,  and 
the  small  boy  who  acts  behind  the  coach  makes  an  unequal 
and  disagreeable  tootooing  on  a  horn  kept  to  warn  sleepy 
carmen  and  celebrate  triumphal  entries  into  and  exits  from 
cities.  As  the  mist  clears  up,  the  country  shows  round 
about  wild  but  friendly :  at  one  place  we  passed  a  village 
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where  a  crowd  of  well-dressed  people  were  collected  at  an 
auction  of  farm-furniture,  and  many  more  figures  might  be 
seen  coming  over  the  fields  and  issuing  from  the  mist.  The 
owner  of  the  carts  and  machines  is  going  to  emigrate  to 
America.  Presently  we  come  to  the  demesne  of  Red  Hall, 
“  through  which  is  a  pretty  drive  of  upwards  of  a  mile  in 
length :  it  contains  a  rocky  glen,  the  bed  of  a  mountain 
stream  —  which  is  perfectly  dry,  except  in  winter  —  and 
the  woods  about  it  are  picturesque,  and  it  is  occasionally 
the  resort  of  summer-parties  of  pleasure.”  Nothing  can  be 
more  just  than  the  first  part  of  the  description,  and  there  is 
very  little  doubt  that  the  latter  paragraph  is  equally  as 
faithful ;  —  with  which  we  come  to  Larne,  a  “  most  thriving 
town,”  the  same  authority  says,  but  a  most  dirty  and  nar- 

row-streeted  and  ill-built  one.  Some  of 
the  houses  reminded  one  of  the  south.  A 
benevolent  fellow-passenger  said  that 
the  window  was  “  a  convanience.”  And 
here,  after  a  drive  of  nineteen  miles  upon 
a  comfortable  coach,  we  were  transferred 
with  the  mail-bags  to  a  comfortable  car 
that  makes  the  journey  to  Ballycastle. 
There  is  no  harm  in  saying  that  there 
was  a  very  pretty  smiling  buxom  young 
lass  for  a  travelling  companion ;  and  somehow,  to  a  lonely  per¬ 
son,  the  landscape  always  looks  prettier  in  such  society. 
The  “  Antrim  coast-road,”  which  we  now,  after  a  few  miles, 
begin  to  follow,  besides  being  one  of  the  most  noble  and 
gallant  works  of  art  that  is  to  be  seen  in  any  country,  is 
likewise  a  route  highly  picturesque  and  romantic ;  the  sea 
spreading  wide  before  the  spectator’s  eyes  upon  one  side  of 
the  route,  the  tall  cliffs  of  limestone  rising  abruptly  above 
him  on  the  other.  There  are  in  the  map  of  Curry’s  Guide¬ 
book  points  indicating  castles  and  abbey  ruins  in  the  vicinity 
of  Glenarm ;  and  the  little  place  looked  so  comfortable,  as 
we  abruptly  came  upon  it,  round  a  rock,  that  I  was  glad  to 
have  an  excuse  for  staying,  and  felt  an  extreme  curiosity 
with  regard  to  the  abbey  and  the  castle. 

The  abbey  only  exists  in  the  unromantic  shape  of  a  wall; 
the  castle,  however,  far  from  being  a  ruin,  is  an  antique  in 
the  most  complete  order  —  an  old  castle  repaired  so  as  to 
look  like  new,  and  increased  by  modern  wings,  towers,  gables, 
and  terraces,  so  extremely  old  that  the  whole  forms  a  grand 
and  imposing-looking  baronial  edifice,  towering  above  the 
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little  town  which  it  seems  to  protect,  and  with  which  it  is 
connected  by  a  bridge  and  a  severe-looking  armed  tower  and 
gate.  In  the  town  is  a  town-house,  with  a  campanile  in  the 
Italian  taste,  and  a  school  or  chapel  opposite  in  the  early 
English;  so  that  the  inhabitants  can  enjoy  a  considerable 
architectural  variety.  A  grave-looking  church,  with  a  beau¬ 
tiful  steeple,  stands  amid  some  trees  hard  by  a  second  hand¬ 
some  bridge  and  the  little  quay ;  and  here,  too,  was  perched 
a  poor  little  wandering  theatre  (gallery  Id.,  pit  2d.),  and 
proposing  that  night  to  play  “Bombastes  Furioso,  and  the 
Comic  Bally  of  Glenarm  in  an  Uproar.”  I  heard  the 
thumping  of  the  drum  in  the  evening ;  but,  as  at  Bound- 
wood,  nobody  patronized  the  poor  players.  At  nine  o’clock 
there  was  not  a  single  taper  lighted  under  their  awning, 
and  my  heart  (perhaps  it  is  too  susceptible)  bled  for  Fus- 
bos. 

The  severe  gate  of  the  castle  was  opened  by  a  kind,  good- 
natured  old  porteress,  instead  of  a  rough  gallowglass  with  a 
battle-axe  and  yellow  shirt  (more  fitting  guardian  of  so  stern 
a  postern),  and  the  old  dame  insisted  upon  my  making  an 
application  to  see  the  grounds  of  the  castle,  which  request 
was  very  kindly  granted,  and  afforded  a  delightful  half- 
hour’s  walk.  The  grounds  are  beautiful,  and  excellently 
kept;  the  trees  in  their  autumn  livery  of  red,  yellow,  and 
brown,  except  some  stout  ones  that  keep  to  their  green 
summer  clothes,  and  the  laurels  and  their  like,  who  wear 
pretty  much  the  same  dress  all  the  year  round.  The  birds 
were  singing  with  the  most  astonishing  vehemence  in  the 
dark  glistening  shrubberies ;  but  the  only  sound  in  the 
walks  was  that  of  the  rakes  pulling  together  the  falling 
leaves.  There  was  of  these  walks  one  especially,  flanked 
towards  the  river  by  a  turreted  wall  covered  with  ivy,  and 
having  on  the  one  side  a  row  of  lime-trees  that  had  turned 
quite  yellow,  while  opposite  them  was  a  green  slope,  and  a 
quaint  terrace-stair,  and  a  long  range  of  fantastic  gables, 
towers,  and  chimneys ;  —  there  was,  I  say,  one  of  these 
walks  which  Mr.  Cattermole  would  hit  off  with  a  few  strokes 
of  his  gallant  pencil,  and  which  I  could  fancy  to  be  fre¬ 
quented  by  some  of  those  long-trained,  tender,  gentle-look¬ 
ing  young  beauties  whom  Mr.  Stone  loves  to  design.  Here 
they  come,  talking  of  love  in  a  tone  that  is  between  a  sigh 
and  whisper,  and  gliding  in  rustling  shot  silks  over  the 
fallen  leaves. 

There  seemed  to  be  a  good  deal  of  stir  in  the  little  port, 
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where,  says  the  Guide-book,  a  couple  of  hundred  vessels 
take  in  cargoes  annually  of  the  produce  of  the  district. 
Stone  and  lime  are  the  chief  articles  exported,  of  which  the 
cliffs  for  miles  give  an  unfailing  supply ;  and,  as  one  travels 
the  mountains  at  night,  the  kilns  may  be  seen  lighted  up  in 
the  lonely  places,  and  flaring  red  in  the  darkness. 

If  the  road  from  Larne  to  Glenarm  is  beautiful,  the  coast 
route  from  the  latter  place  to  Cushendall  is  still  more  so ; 
and,  except  peerless  Westport,  I  have  seen  nothing  in  Ire¬ 
land  so  picturesque  as  this  noble  line  of  coast  scenery.  The 
new  road,  luckily,  is  not  yet  completed,  and  the  lover  of 
natural  beauties  had  better  hasten  to  the  spot  in  time,  ere, 
by  flattening  and  improving  the  road,  and  leading  it  along 
the  sea-shore,  half  the  magnificent  prospects  are  shut  out, 
now  visible  from  along  the  mountainous  old  road ;  which, 
according  to  the  good  old  fashion,  gallantly  takes  all  the 
hills  in  its  course,  disdaining  to  turn  them.  At  three  miles 
distance,  near  the  village  of  Cairlough,  Glenarm  looks  more 
beautiful  than  when  you  are  close  upon  it ;  and,  as  the  car 
travels  on  to  the  stupendous  Garron  Head,  the  traveller, 
looking  back,  has  a  view  of  the  wdiole  line  of  coast  south¬ 
ward  as  far  as  Isle  Magee,  with  its  bays  and  white  villages, 
and  tall  precipitous  cliffs,  green,  white,  and  gray.  Eyes 
left,  you  may  look  with  wonder  at  the  mountains  rising 
above,  or  presently  at  the  pretty  park  and  grounds  of  Hrum- 
nasole.  Here,  near  the  woods  of  Nappan,  which  are  dressed 
in  ten  thousand  colors  —  ash-leaves  turned  yellow,  nut-trees 
red,  birch-leaves  brown,  lime-leaves  speckled  over  with  black 
spots  (marks  of  a  disease  which  they  will  never  get  over) 
—  stands  a  school-house  that  looks  like  a  French  chateau, 
having  probably  been  a  villa  in  former  days,  and  discharges 
as  we  pass  a  cluster  of  fair-haired  children,  that  begin  run¬ 
ning  madly  down  the  hill,  their  fair  hair  streaming  behind 
them.  Down  the  hill  goes  the  car,  madly  too,  and  you  won¬ 
der  and  bless  your  stars  that  the  horse  does  not  fall,  or 
crush  the  children  that  are  running  before,  or  you  that  are 
sitting  behind.  Every  now  and  then,  at  a  trip  of  the  horse, 
a  disguised  lady’s-maid,  with  a  canary-bird  in  her  lap  and  a 
vast  anxiety  about  her  best  bonnet  in  the  band-box,  begins 
to  scream :  at  which  the  car-boy  grins,  and  rattles  down  the 
hill  only  the  quicker.  The  road,  which  almost  always 
skirts  the  hillside,  has  been  torn  sheer  through  the  rock 
here  and  there :  an  immense  work  of  levelling,  shovelling, 
picking,  blasting,  filling,  is  going  on  along  the  whole  line. 
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As  I  was  looking  up  a  vast  cliff,  decorated  with  patches  of 
green  here  and  there  at  its  summit,  and  at  its  base,  where 
the  sea  had  beaten  until  now,  with  long,  thin,  waving  grass, 
that  I  told  a  grocer,  my  neighbor,  was  like  mermaid’s  hair 
(though  he  did  not  in  the  least  coincide  in  the  simile)  —  as 
I  was  looking  up  the  hill,  admiring  two  goats  that  were 
browsing  on  a  little  patch  of  green,  and  two  sheep  perched 
yet  higher  (I  had  never  seen  such  agility  in  mutton)  —  as, 
I  say  once  more,  I  was  looking  at  these  phenomena,  the 
grocer  nudges  me  and  says,  “  Look  on  to  this  side  —  that1  s 
Scotland  yon.”  If  ever  this  book  reaches  a  second  edition,  a 
sonnet  shall  be  inserted  in  this  place,  describing  the  author’s 
feelings  on  his  first  view  of  Scotland.  Meanwhile,  the 
Scotch  mountains  remain  undisturbed,,  looking  blue  and  sol¬ 
emn,  far  away  in  the  placid  sea. 

Rounding  Garron  Head,  we  come  upon  the  inlet  which  is 
called  Red  Bay,  the  shores  and  sides  of  which  are  of  red 
clay,  that  has  taken  the  place  of  limestone,  and  towards 
which,  between  two  noble  ranges  of  mountains,  stretches  a 
long  green  plain,  forming,  together  with  the  hills  that  pro¬ 
tect  it  and  the  sea  that  washes  it,  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
landscapes  of  this  most  beautiful  country.  A  fair  writer, 
whom  the  Guide-book  quotes,  breaks  out  into  strains  of 
admiration  in  speaking  of  this  district ;  calls  it  “  Switzer¬ 
land  in  miniature,”  celebrates  its  mountains  of  Glenariff  and 
Lurgethan,  and  lauds,  in  terms  of  equal  admiration,  the 
rivers,  waterfalls,  and  other  natural  beauties  that  lie  within 
the  glen. 

The  writer’s  enthusiasm  regarding  this  tract  of  country 
is  quite  warranted,  nor  can  any  praise  in  admiration 
of  it  be  too  high ;  but  alas !  in  calling  a  place  “  Swit¬ 
zerland  in  miniature,”  do  we  describe  it  ?  In  joining 
together  cataracts,  valleys,  rushing  streams,  and  blue 
mountains,  with  all  the  emphasis  and  picturesqueness 
of  which  type  is  capable,  we  cannot  get  near  to  a  copy 
of  Nature’s  sublime  countenance;  and  the  writer  can’t 
hope  to  describe  such  grand  sights  so  as  to  make  them 
visible  to  the  fireside  reader,  but  can  only,  to  the  best  of 
his  taste  and  experience,  warn  the  future  traveller  where 
he  may  look  out  for  objects  to  admire.  I  think  this  senti¬ 
ment  has  been  repeated  a  score  of  times  in  this  journal ; 
but  it  comes  upon  one  at  every  new  display  of  beauty  and 
magnificence,  such  as  here  the  Almighty  in  his  bounty  has 
set  before  us ;  and  every  such  scene  seems  to  warn  one 
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that  it  is  not  made  to  talk  about  too  much,  but  to  think  of 
and  love,  and  be  grateful  for. 

Bounding  this  beautiful  bay  and  valley,  we  passed  by 
some  caves  that  penetrate  deep  into  the  red  rock,  and  are 
inhabited  —  one  by  a  blacksmith,  whose  forge  was  blazing 
in  the  dark ;  one  by  cattle ;  and  one  by  an  old  woman  that 
has  sold  whiskey  here  for  time  out  of  mind.  The  road 
then  passes  under  an  arch  cut  in  the  rock  by  the  same 
spirited  individual  who  has  cleared  away  many  of  the  diffi¬ 
culties  in  the  route  to  Glenarm,  and  beside  a  conical  hill, 
where  for  some  time  previous  have  been  visible  the  ruins 
of  the  “  ancient  ould  castle  ”  of  Bed  Bay.  At  a  distance, 
it  looks  very  grand  upon  its  height  ;  but  on  coming  close  it 
has  dwindled  down  to  a  mere  wall,  and  not  a  high  one. 
Hence  quickly  we  reached  Cushendall,  where  the  grocer’s 
family  are  on  the  lookout  for  him :  the  driver  begins  to 
blow  his  little  bugle,  and  the  disguised  lady’s-maid  begins 
to  smooth  her  bonnet  and  hair. 

At  this  place  a  good  dinner  of  fresh  whiting,  broiled 
bacon,  and  small  beer  was  served  up  to  me  for  the  sum  of 
eightpence,  while  the  lady’s-maid  in  question  took  her  tea. 
“  This  town  is  full  of  Papists,”  said  her  ladyship,  with  an 
extremely  genteel  air ;  and,  either  in  consequence  of  this, 
or  because  she  ate  up  one  of  the  fish,  which  she  had  clearly 
no  right  to,  a  disagreement  arose  between  us,  and  we  did 
not  exchange  another  word  for  the  rest  of  the  journey. 
The  road  led  us  for  fourteen  miles  by  wild  mountains,  and 
across  a  fine  aqueduct  to  Ballycastle ;  but  it  was  dark  as 
we  left  Cushendall,  and  it  was  difficult  to  see  more  in  the 
gray  evening  but  that  the  country  was  savage  and  lonely, 
except  where  the  kilns  were  lighted  up  here  and  there  in 
the  hills,  and  a  shining  river  might  be  seen  winding  in  the 
dark  ravines.  Not  far  from  Ballycastle  lies  a  little  old 
ruin,  called  the  Abbey  of  Bonamargy  :  by  it  the  Margy 
river  runs  into  the  sea,  upon  which  you  come  suddenly ; 
and  on  the  shore  are  some  tall  buildings  and  factories,  that 
looked  as  well  in  the  moonlight  as  if  they  had  not  been 
in  ruins ;  and  hence  a  fine  avenue  of  limes  leads  to  Bally¬ 
castle.  They  must  have  been  planted  at  the  time  recorded 
in  the  Guide-book,  when  a  mine  was  discovered  near  the 
town,  and  the  works  and  warehouses  on  the  quay  erected. 
At  present,  the  place  has  little  trade,  and  half  a  dozen 
carts  with  apples,  potatoes,  dried  fish,  and  turf  seem  to 
contain  the  commerce  of  the  market. 
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The  picturesque  sort  of  vehicle  designed  below  on  the 
page  is  said  to  be  going  much  out  of  fashion  in  the 
country,  the  solid  wheels  giving  place  to  those  common  to 
the  rest  of  Europe.  A  fine  and  edifying  conversation  took 
place  between  the  designer  and  the  owner  of  the  vehicle. 
“  Stand  still  for  a  minute,  you  and  the  car,  and  I  will  give 
you  twopence  !  ”  “  What  do  you  want  to  do  with  it  ?  ” 

says  the  latter.  “  To  draw  it.”  “  To  draw  it !  ”  says  he, 
with  a  wild  look  of  surprise.  “  And  is  it  you’ll  draw  it  ?  ” 
“  I  mean  I  want  to  take  a  picture  of  it ;  you  know  what  a 
picture  is  !  ”  “No,  I  don’t.”  “Here’s  one,”  says  I,  show¬ 
ing  him  a  book.  “  Oh,  faith,  sir,”  says  the  carman,  draw¬ 
ing  back  rather  alarmed,  “  I’m  no  scholar !  ”  And  he  con¬ 
cluded  by  saying,  “  Will  you  buy  the  turf  “  or  will  you  not  ?  ” 


By  which  straightforward  question  he  showed  himself  to 
be  a  real  practical  man  of  sense ;  and,  as  he  got  an  unsatis¬ 
factory  reply  to  this  query,  he  forthwith  gave  a  lash  to  his 
pony  and  declined  to  wait  a  minute  longer.  As  for  the 
twopence,  he  certainly  accepted  that  handsome  sum,  and 
put  it  into  his  pocket,  but  with  an  air  of  extreme  wonder 
at  the  transaction,  and  of  contempt  for  the  giver ;  which 
very  likely  was  perfectly  justifiable.  I  have  seen  men 
despised  in  genteel  companies  with  not  half  so  good  a 
cause. 

In  respect  to  the  fine  arts,  I  am  bound  to  say  that  the 
people  in  the  South  and  West  showed  much  more  curiosity 
and  interest  with  regard  to  a  sketch  and  its  progress  than 
has  been  shown  by  the  badauds  of  the  North  ;  the  former 
looking  on  by  dozens  and  exclaiming,  “  That’s  Frank 
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Mahony’s  house  !  ”  or  “  Look  at  Biddy  Mullins  and  the 
child  !  ”  or  “  He’s  taking  oft  the  chimney  now !  ”  as  the 
case  may  be ;  whereas,  sketching  in  the  North,  I  have  col¬ 
lected  no  such  spectators,  the  people  not  taking  the  slight¬ 
est  notice  of  the  transaction. 

The  little  town  of  Ballycastle  does  not  contain  much  to 
occupy  the  traveller;  behind  the  church  stands  a  ruined 
old  mansion  with  round  turrets,  that  must  have  been  a 
stately  tower  in  former  days.  The  town  is  more  modern, 
but  almost  as  dismal  as  the  tower.  A  little  street  behind 
it  slides  off  into  a  potato-field  —  the  peaceful  barrier  of  the 
place ;  and  hence  I  could  see  the  tall  rock  of  Bengore,  with 
the  sea  beyond  it,  and  a  pleasing  landscape  stretching 
towards  it. 

Dr.  Hamilton’s  elegant  and  learned  book  has  an  awful 
picture  of  yonder  head  of  Bengore  ;  and  hard  by  it  the 
Guide-book  says  is  a  coal-mine,  where  Mr.  Barrow  found  a 
globular  stone  hammer,  which,  he  infers,  was  used  in  the 
coal-mine  before  weapons  of  iron  were  invented.  The 
former  writer  insinuates  that  the  mine  must  have  been 
worked  more  than  a  thousand  years  ago,  “  before  the  tur¬ 
bulent  chaos  of  events  that  succeeded  the  eighth  century.” 
Shall  I  go  and  see  a  coal-mine  that  may  have  been  worked 
a  thousand  years  since  ?  Why  go  see  it  ?  says  Idleness. 
To  be  able  to  say  that  I  have  seen  it.  Sheridan’s  advice  to 
his  son  here  came  into  my  mind;*  and  I  shall  reserve  a 
description  of  the  mine,  and  an  antiquarian  dissertation 
regarding  it,  for  publication  elsewhere. 

Ballycastle  must  not  be  left  without  recording  the  fact 
that  one  of  the  snuggest  inns  in  the  country  is  kept  by  the 
postmaster  there ;  who  has  also  a  stable  full  of  good  horses 
for  travellers  who  take  his  little  inn  on  the  way  to  the 
Giant’s  Causeway. 

The  road  to  the  Causeway  is  bleak,  wild,  and  hilly.  The 
cabins  along  the  road  are  scarcely  better  than  those  of 
Kerry,  the  inmates  as  ragged,  and  more  fierce  and  dark¬ 
looking.  I  never  was  so  pestered  by  juvenile  beggars  as 
in  the  dismal  village  of  Ballintoy.  A  crowd  of  them 
rushed  after  the  car,  calling  for  money  in  a  fierce  manner, 
as  if  it  was  their  right :  dogs  as  fierce  as  the  children  came 
yelling  after  the  vehicle  ;  and  the  faces  which  scowled  out 

*  “  I  want  to  go  into  a  coal-mine,' ”  says  Tom  Sheridan,  “  in  order 
to  say  I  have  been  there.’’  “Well,  then,  say  so,”  replied  the  admi* 
rable  father. 
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of  the  black  cabins  were  not  a  whit  more  good-humored. 
We  passed  by  one  or  two  more  clumps  of  cabins,  with  their 
turf  and  corn-stacks  lying  together  at  the  foot  of  the  hills ; 
placed  there  for  the  convenience  of  the  children,  doubtless, 
who  can  thus  accompany  the  car  either  way,  and  shriek 
out  their  “  Bonny  gantleman,  gi’e  us  a  ha’p’ny.”  A  couple 
of  churches,  one  with  a  pair  of  its  pinnacles  blown  off, 
stood  in  the  dismal  open  country,  and  a  gentleman’s  house 
here  and  there  :  there  were  no  trees  about  them,  but  a 
brown  grass  round  about  —  hills  rising  and  falling  in  front, 
and  the  sea  beyond.  The  occasional  view  of  the  coast  was 
noble  ;  wild  Bengore  towering  eastwards  as  we  went  along  ; 
Raghery  Island  before  us,  in  the  steep  rocks  and  caves  of 
which  Bruce  took  shelter  when  driven  from  yonder  Scot¬ 
tish  coast,  that  one  sees  stretching  blue  in  the  north¬ 
east. 

I  think  this  wild  gloomy  tract  through  which  one  passes 
is  a  good  prelude  for  what  is  to  be  the  great  sight  of  the 
day,  and  got  my  mind  to  a  proper  state  of  awe  by  the  time 
we  were  near  the  journey’s  end.  Turning  away  shore  wards 
by  the  fine  house  of  Sir  Francis  Macnaghten,  I  went 
towards  a  lone  handsome  inn,  that  stands  close  to  the 
Causeway.  The  landlord  at  Ballycastle  had  lent  me 
Hamilton’s  book  to  read  on  the  road ;  but  I  had  not 
time  then  to  read  more  than  half  a  dozen  pages  of  it. 

They  described  how  the  author,  a  clergyman  distin¬ 
guished  as  a  man  of  science,  had  been  thrust  out  of  a 
friend’s  house  by  the  frightened  servants  one  wild  night, 
and  butchered  by  some  Whiteboys  who  were  waiting  out¬ 
side  and  called  for  his  blood.  I  had  been  told  at  Belfast 
that  there  was  a  corpse  in  the  inn  :  was  it  there  now  ?  It 
had  driven  off,  the  car-boy  said,  “in  a  handsome  hearse 
and  four,  to  Dublin  the  whole  way.”  It  was  gone,  but  I 
thought  the  house  looked  as  if  the  ghost  was  there.  See, 
yonder  are  the  black  rocks  stretching  to  Portrush :  how 
leaden  and  gray  the  sea  looks !  how  gray  and  leaden  the 
sky !  You  hear  the  waters  roaring  evermore,  as  they  have 
done  since  the  beginning  of  the  world.  The  car  drives  up 
with  a  dismal  grinding  noise  of  the  wheels  to  the  big  lone 
house :  there’s  no  smoke  in  the  chimneys ;  the  doors  are 
locked.  Three  savage-looking  men  rush  after  the  car :  are 
they  the  men  who  took  out  Mr.  Hamilton  —  took  him  out 
and  butchered  him  in  the  moonlight  ?  Is  everybody,  I 
wonder,  dead  in  that  big  house  ?  Will  they  let  us  in 
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before  those  men  are  up  ?  Out  comes  a  pretty  smiling 
girl,  with  a  courtesy,  just  as  the  savages  are  at  the  car,  and 
you  are  ushered  into  a  very  comfortable  room ;  and  the 
men  turn  out  to  be  guides.  Well,  thank  heaven  it’s  no 
worse  !  I  had  fifteen  pounds  still  left ;  and,  when  des¬ 
perate,  have  no  doubt  should  fight  like  a  lion. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 


THE  giant’s  CAUSEWAY - COLERAINE - PORTRUSH. 


HE  traveller  no  sooner 
issues  from  the  inn  by  a 
back  door,  which  he  is 
informed  will  lead  him 
straight  to  the  Causeway, 
than  the  guides  pounce 
upon  him,  with  a  dozen 
rough  boatmen  who  are 
likewise  lying  in  wait; 
and  a  crew  of  shrill  beg¬ 
gar-boys,  with  boxes  of 
spars,  ready  to  tear  him 
and  each  other  to  pieces 
seemingly,  yell  and  bawl 
incessantly  round  him. 
“  Pm  the  guide  Miss 
Henry  recommend s,” 


shouts  one.  u  I’m  Mr.  Macdonald’s  guide,”  pushes  in  an¬ 
other.  “  This  way,”  roars  a  third,  and  drags  his  prey  down 
a  precipice ;  the  rest  of  them  clambering  and  quarrelling 
after.  I  had  no  friends :  I  was  perfectly  helpless.  I 
wanted  to  walk  down  to  the  shore  by  myself,  but  they 
would  not  let  me,  and  I  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  yield 
myself  into  the  hands  of  the  guide  who  had  seized  me,  who 
hurried  me  down  the  steep  to  a  little  wild  bay,  flanked  on 
each  side  by  rugged  cliffs  and  rocks,  against  which  the 
waters  came  tumbling,  frothing,  and  roaring  furiously. 
Upon  some  of  these  black  rocks  two  or  three  boats  were 
lying :  four  men  seized  a  boat,  pushed  it  shouting  into  the 
water,  and  ravished  me  into  it.  We  had  slid  between  two 
rocks,  where  the  channel  came  gurgling  in:  we  were  up 
one  swelling  wave  that  came  in  a  huge  advancing  body  ten 
feet  above  us,  and  were  plunging  madly  down  another  (the 
descent  causes  a  sensation  in  the  lower  regions  of  the  stom- 
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ach  which  it  is  not  at  all  necessary  here  to  describe),  before 
I  had  leisure  to  ask  myself  why  the  deuce  I  was  in  that 
boat,  with  four  rowers  hurrooing  and  bounding  madly  from 
one  huge  liquid  mountain  to  another  —  four  rowers  whom 
I  was  bound  to  pay.  I  say,  the  query  came  qualmishly 
across  me,  why  the  devil  I  was  there,  and  why  not  walking 
calmly  on  the  shore  ? 

The  guide  began  pouring  his  professional  jargon  into  my 
ears.  “  Every  one  of  them  bays,”  says  he,  “  has  a  name 
(take  my  place,  and  the  spray  won’t  come  over  you)  :  that 
is  Port  Noffer,  and  the  next,  Port  na  Gange ;  them  rocks  is 
the  Stookawns  (for  every  rock  has  its  name  as  well  as 
every  bay)  ;  and  yonder  —  give  way,  my  boys,  —  hurray, 
we’re  over  it  now :  has  it  wet  you  much,  sir  ?  —  that’s  the 
little  cave :  it  goes  five  hundred  feet  under  ground,  and  the 
boats  goes  into  it  easy  of  a  calm  day.” 

“  Is  it  a  fine  day  or  a  rough  one  now  ?  ”  said  I ;  the  inter¬ 
nal  disturbance  going  on  with  more  severity  than  ever. 

“  It’s  betwixt  and  between ;  or,  I  may  say,  neither  one 
nor  the  other.  Sit  up,  sir.  Look  at  the  entrance  of  the 
cave.  Don’t  be  afraid,  sir :  never  has  an  accident  happened 
in  any  of  these  boats,  and  the  most  delicate  ladies  has  rode 
in  them  on  rougher  days  than  this.  Now,  boys,  pull  to  the 
big  cave.  That,  sir,  is  six  hundred  and  sixty  yards  in 
length,  though  some  say  it  goes  for  miles  inland,  where 
the  people  sleeping  in  their  houses  hear  the  waters  roaring 
under  them.” 

The  water  was  tossing  and  tumbling  into  the  mouth  of 
the  little  cave.  I  looked,  —  for  the  guide  would  not  let  me 
alone  till  I  did,  —  and  saw  what  might  be  expected :  a 
black  hole  of  some  forty  feet  high,  into  which  it  was  no 
more  possible  to  see  than  into  a  millstone.  “  For  heaven’s 
sake,  sir,”  says  I,  “if  you’ve  no  particular  wish  to  see  the 
mouth  of  the  big  cave,  put  about  and  let  us  see  the  Cause¬ 
way  and  get  ashore.”  This  was  done,  the  guide  meanwhile 
telling  some  story  of  a  ship  of  the  Spanish  Armada  having 
fired  her  guns  at  two  peaks  of  rock,  then  visible,  which  the 
crew  mistook  for  chimney-pots  —  what  benighted  fools 
these  Spanish  Armadilloes  must  have  been :  it  is  easier  to 
see  a  rock  than  a  chimney-pot ;  it  is  easy  to  know  that 
chimney-pots  do  not  grow  on  rocks.  —  “But  where,  if  you 
please,  is  the  Causeway  ?  ” 

“  That’s  the  Causeway  before  you,”  says  the  guide. 

“  Which  ?  ” 
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“That  pier  which  you  see  jutting  out  into  the  bay,  right 
ahead.” 

“  Mon  Dieu !  and  have  I  travelled  a  hundred  and  fifty 
miles  to  see  that  ?  ” 

I  declare,  upon  my  conscience,  the  barge  moored  at  Hun- 
gerford  market  is  a  more  majestic  object,  and  seems  to 


occupy  as  much  space.  As  for  telling  a  man  that  the 
Causeway  is  merely  a  part  of  the  sight;  that  he  is  there 
for  the  purpose  of  examining  the  surrounding  scenery ;  that 
if  he  looks  to  the  westward  he  will  see  Portrush  and  Done¬ 
gal  Head  before  him :  that  the  cliffs  immediately  in  his 
front  are  green  in  some  places,  black  in  others,  interspersed 
with  blotches  of  brown  and  streaks  of  verdure  ;  —  what  is 
all  this  to  a  lonely  individual  lying  sick  in  a  boat,  between 
two  immense  waves  that  only  give  him  momentary  glimpses 
of  the  land  in  question,  to  show  that  it  is  frightfully  near, 
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and  yet  you  are  an  hour  from  it  ?  They  won’t  let  you  go 
away  —  that  cursed  guide  will  tell  out  his  stock  of  legends 
and  stories.  The  boatmen  insist  upon  your  looking  at 
boxes  of  “  specimens,”  which  you  must  buy  of  them  ;  they 
laugh  as  you  grow  paler  and  paler ;  they  offer  you  more 
and  more  “  specimens  ” ;  even  the  dirty  lad  who  pulls  num¬ 
ber  three,  and  is  not  allowed  by  his  comrades  to  speak, 
puts  in  his  oar,  and  hands  you  over  a  piece  of  Irish  dia¬ 
mond  (it  looks  like  half-sucked  elecampane),  and  scorns 
you.  “  Hurray,  lads,  now  for  it,  give  way  !  ”  how  the  oars 
do  hurtle  in  the  rowlocks,  as  the  boat  goes  up  an  aqueous 
mountain,  and  then  down  into  one  of  those  cursed  maritime 
valleys  where  there  is  no  rest  as  on  shore ! 

At  last,  after  they  had  pulled  me  enough  about,  and  sold 
me  all  the  boxes  of  specimens,  I  was  permitted  to  land  at 
the  spot  whence  we  set  out,  and  whence,  though  we  had 
been  rowing  for  an  hour,  we  had  never  been  above  five  hun¬ 
dred  yards  distant.  Let  all  cockneys  take  warning  from 
this  ;  let  the  solitary  one  caught  issuing  from  the  back  door 
of  the  hotel  shout  at  once  to  the  boatmen  to  be  gone  —  that 
he  will  have  none  of  them.  Let  him,  at  any  rate,  go  first 
down  to  the  water  to  determine  whether  it  be  smooth 
enough  to  allow  him  to  take  any  decent  pleasure  by  riding 
on  its  surface.  For  after  all,  it  must  be  remembered  that 
it  is  pleasure  we  come  for  —  that  we  are  not  obliged  to  take 
those  boats.  —  Well,  well!  I  paid  ten  shillings  for  mine, 
and  ten  minutes  before  would  cheerfully  have  paid  five 
pounds  to  be  allowed  to  quit  it :  it  was  no  hard  bargain 
after  all.  As  for  the  boxes  of  spar  and  specimens,  I  at 
once,  being  on  terra  firma,  broke  my  promise,  and  said  I 

would  see  them  all - first.  It  is  wrong  to  swear,  I 

know ;  but  sometimes  it  relieves  one  so  much ! 

The  first  act  on  shore  was  to  make  a  sacrifice  to  Sanctis- 
sima  Tellus ;  offering  up  to  her  a  neat  and  becoming  Tag- 
lioni  coat,  bought  for  a  guinea  in  Co  vent  Garden  only  three 
months  back.  I  sprawled  on  my  back  on  the  smoothest  of 
rocks  that  is,  and  tore  the  elbows  to  pieces :  the  guide 
picked  me  up ;  the  boatmen  did  not  stir,  for  they  had  had 
their  will  of  me ;  the  guide  alone  picked  me  up,  I  say,  and 
bade  me  follow  him.  We  went  across  a  boggy  ground  in 
one  of  the  little  bays,  round  which  rise  the  green  walls  of 
the  cliff,  terminated  on  either  side  by  a  black  crag,  and  the 
line  of  the  shore  washed  by  the  poluphloisboiotic,  nay,  the 
poluphloisboiotatotic  sea.  Two  beggars  stepped  over  the 
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bog  after  us  howling  for  money,  and  each  holding  up  a 
cursed  box  of  specimens.  No  oaths,  threats,  entreaties, 
would  drive  these  vermin  away  ;  for  some  time  the  whole 
scene  had  been  spoilt  by  the  incessant  and  abominable  jar¬ 
gon  of  them,  the  boatmen,  and  the  guides.  I  was  obliged 
to  give  them  money  to  be  left  in  quiet,  and  if,  as  no  doubt 
will  be  the  case,  the  Giant’s  Causeway  shall  be  a  still 
greater  resort  of  travellers  than  ever,  the  county  must  put 
policemen  on  the  rocks  to  keep  the  beggars  away,  or  fling 
them  in  the  water  when  they  appear. 

And  now,  by  force  of  money,  having  got  rid  of  the  sea 
and  land  beggars,  you  are  at  liberty  to  examine  at  your 
leisure  the  wonders  of  the  place.  There  is  not  the  least 
need  for  a  guide  to  attend  the  stranger,  unless  the  latter 
have  a  mind  to  listen  to  a  parcel  of  legends,  which  may  be 
well  from  the  mouth  of  a  wild  simple  peasant  who  believes 
in  his  tales,  but  are  odious  from  a  dullard  who  narrates 
them  at  the  rate  of  sixpence  a  lie.  Fee  him  and  the  other 
beggars,  and  at  last  you  are  left  tranquil  to  look  at  the 
strange  scene  with  your  own  eyes  and  enjoy  your  own 
thoughts  at  leisure. 

That  is,  if  the  thoughts  awakened  by  such  a  scene  may 
be  called  enjoyment ;  but  for  me,  I  confess,  they  are  too 
near  akin  to  fear  to  be  pleasant ;  and  I  don’t  know  that  I 
would  desire  to  change  that  sensation  of  awe  and  terror 
which  the  hour’s  walk  occasioned,  for  a  greater  familiarity 
with  this  wild,  sad,  lonely  place.  The  solitude  is  awful. 
I  can’t  understand  how  those  chattering  guides  dare  to  lift 
up  their  voices  here,  and  cry  for  money. 

It  looks  like  the  beginning  of  the  world,  somehow  :  the 
sea  looks  older  than  in  other  places,  the  hills  and  rocks 
strange,  and  formed  differently  from  other  rocks  and  hills 
—  as  those  vast  dubious  monsters  were  formed  who  pos¬ 
sessed  the  earth  before  man.  The  hill-tops  are  shattered 
into  a  thousand  cragged  fantastical  shapes  ;  the  water  comes 
swelling  into  scores  of  little  strange  creeks,  or  goes  off  with 
a  leap,  roaring  into  those  mysterious  caves  yonder,  which 
penetrate  who  knows  how  far  into  our  common  world  ? 
The  savage  rock-sides  are  painted  of  a  hundred  colors. 
Does  the  sun  ever  shine  here  ?  When  the  world  was 
moulded  and  fashioned  out  of  formless  chaos,  this  must 
have  been  the  bit  over  —  a  remnant  of  chaos!  Think  of 
that!  —  it  is  a  tailor’s  simile.  Well,  I  am  a  cockney:  I 
wish  I  were  in  Pall  Mall!  Yonder  is  a  kelp-burner:  a 
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lurid  smoke  from  liis  burning  kelp  rises  up  to  the  leaden 
sky,  and  he  looks  as  naked  and  fierce  as  Cain.  Bubbling 
up  out  of  the  rocks  at  the  very  brim  of  the  sea  rises  a  little 
crystal  spring :  how  comes  it  there  ?  and  there  is  an  old 
gray  hag  beside,  who  has  been  there  for  hundreds  and  hun¬ 
dreds  of  years,  and  there  sits  and  sells  whiskey  at  the  ex¬ 
tremity  of  creation !  How  do  you  dare  to  sell  whiskey 
there,  old  woman  ?  Did  you  serve  old  Saturn  with  a 
glass  when  he  lay  along  the  Causeway  here  ?  In  reply, 
she  says,  she  has  no  change  for  a  shilling:  she  never  has ; 
but  her  whiskey  is  good. 

This  is  not  a  description  of  the  Giant’s  Causeway  (as 
some  clever  critic  will  remark),  but  of  a  Londoner  there, 
who  is  by  no  means  so  interesting  an  object  as  the  natural 
curiosity  in  question.  That  single  hint  is  sufficient;  I 
have  not  a  word  more  to  say.  “  If,”  says  he,  “  you  cannot 
describe  the  scene  lying  before  us  — if  you  cannot  state  from 
your  personal  observation  that  the  number  of  basaltic 
pillars  composing  the  Causeway  has  been  computed  at 
about  forty  thousand,  which  vary  in  diameter,  their  surface 
presenting  the  appearance  of  a  tessellated  pavement  of 
polygonal  stones  —  that  each  pillar  is  formed  of  several 
distinct  joints,  the  convex  end  of  the  one  being  accurately 
fitted  in  the  concave  of  the  next,  and  the  length  of 
the  joints  varying  from  five  feet  to  four  inches  —  that 
although  the  pillars  are  polygonal,  there  is  but  one  of  three 
sides  in  the  whole  forty  thousand  (think  of  that !),  but 
three  of  nine  sides,  and  that  it  may  be  safely  computed 
that  ninety-nine  out  of  one  hundred  pillars  have  either 
five,  six,  or  seven  sides  ;  if  you  cannot  state  something 
useful,  you  had  much  better,  sir,  retire  and  get  your 
dinner.” 

Never  was  summons  more  gladly  obeyed.  The  dinner 
must  be  ready  by  this  time  ;  so,  remain  you,  and  look  on  at 
the  awful  scene,  and  copy  it  down  in  words  if  you  can.  If 
at  the  end  of  the  trial  you  are  dissatisfied  with  your  skill 
as  a  painter,  and  find  that  the  biggest  of  your  words  can¬ 
not  render  the  hues  and  vastness  of  that  tremendous  swell¬ 
ing  sea  —  of  those  lean  solitary  crags  standing  rigid  along 
the  shore,  where  they  have  been  watching  the  ocean  ever 
since  it  was  made  —  of  those  gray  towers  of  Dunluce 
standing  upon  a  leaden  rock,  and  looking  as  if  some  old, 
old  princess,  of  old,  old  fairy  times,  were  dragon-guarded 
within  —  of  yon  flat  stretches  of  sand  where  the  Scotch 
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and  Irish  mermaids  hold  conference  —  come  away  too,  and 
prate  no  more  about  the  scene !  There  is  that  in  nature, 
dear  Jenkins,  which  passes  even  our  powers.  We  can  feel 
the  beauty  of  a  magnificent  landscape,  perhaps :  but  we 
can  describe  a  leg  of  mutton  and  turnips  better.  Come, 
then,  this  scene  is  for  our  betters  to  depict.  If  Mr.  Tenny¬ 
son  were  to  come  hither  for  a  month,  and  brood  over  the 
place,  he  might,  in  some  of  those  lofty  heroic  lines  which 
the  author  of  the  “  Morte  d’ Arthur  ”  knows  how  to  pile  up, 
convey  to  the  reader  a  sense  of  this  gigantic  desolate 
scene.  What !  you,  too,  are  a  poet?  Well,  then,  Jenkins, 
stay !  but  believe  me,  you  had  best  take  my  advice,  and 
come  off. 

The  worthy  landlady  made  her  appearance  with  the 
politest  of  bows  and  an  apology,  —  for  what  does  the 
reader  think  a  lady  should  apologize  in  the  most  lonely 
rude  spot  in  the  world  ?  —  because  a  plain  servant-woman 
was  about  to  bring  in  the  dinner,  the  waiter  being  absent 
on  leave  at  Coleraine  !  0  heaven  and  earth !  where  will 

the  genteel  end  ?  I  replied  philosophically  that  I  did  not 
care  twopence  for  the  plainness  or  beauty  of  the  waiter, 
but  that  it  was  the  dinner  I  looked  to,  the  frying  whereof 
made  a  great  noise  in  the  huge  lonely  house  ;  and  it  must 
be  said,  that  though  the  lady  was  plain,  the  repast  was 
exceedingly  good.  “  I  have  expended  my  little  all,”  says 
the  landlady,  stepping  in  with  a  speech  after  dinner,  u  in 
the  building  of  this  establishment ;  and  though  to  a  man 
its  profits  may  appear  small,  to  such  a  being  as  I  am  it  will 
bring,  I  trust,  a  sufficient  return  ” ;  and  on  my  asking 
her  why  she  took  the  place,  she  replied  that  she  had 
always,  from  her  earliest  youth,  a  fancy  to  dwell  in  that 
spot,  and  had  accordingly  realized  her  wish  by  building 
this  hotel  —  this  mausoleum.  In  spite  of  the  bright  fire,  and 
the  good  dinner,  and  the  good  wine,  it  was  impossible  to 
feel  comfortable  in  the  place  ;  and  when  the  car  wheels 
were  heard,  I  jumped  up  with  joy  to  take  my  departure 
and  forget  the  awful  lonely  shore,  and  that  wild,  dismal, 
genteel  inn.  A  ride  over  a  wide  gusty  country,  in  a  gray, 
misty,  half-moonlight,  the  loss  of  a  wheel  at  Bushmills, 
and  the  escape  from  a  tumble,  were  the  delightful  varieties 
after  the  late  awful  occurrences.  “  Such  a  being  ”  as  I  am, 
would  die  of  loneliness  in  that  hotel ;  and  so  let  all  brother 
cockneys  be  warned. 
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Some  time  before  we  came  to  it,  we  saw  the  long  line  of 
mist  that  lay  above  the  Barm,  and  coming  through  a  dirty 
suburb  of  low  cottages,  passed  down  a  broad  street  with 
gas  and  lamps  in  it  (thank  heaven,  there  are  people  once 
more !),  and  at  length  drove  up  in  state,  across  a  gas-pipe, 
in  a  market-place,  before  a  hotel  in  the  town  of  Coleraine, 
famous  for  linen  and  for  Beautiful  Kitty,  who  must  be 
old  and  ugly  now,  for  it’s  a  good  five-and-thirty  years  since 
she  broke  her  pitcher,  according  to  Mr.  Moore’s  account  of 
her.  The  scene  as  we  entered  the  Diamond  was  rather  a 
lively  one  —  a  score  of  little  stalls  were  brilliant  with 
lights ;  the  people  were  thronging  in  the  place  making 
their  Saturday  bargains ;  the  town-clock  began  to  toll  nine ; 
and  hark !  faithful  to  a  minute  the  horn  of  the  Derry  mail 
was  heard  tootooing,  and  four  commercial  gentlemen,  with 
Scotch  accents,  rushed  into  the  hotel  at  the  same  time  with 
myself. 

Among  the  beauties  of  Coleraine  may  be  mentioned  the 
price  of  beef,  which  a  gentleman  told  me  may  be  had  for 
fourpence  a  pound ;  and  I  saw  him  purchase  an  excellent 
codfish  for  a  shilling.  I  am  bound,  too,  to  state  for  the 
benefit  of  aspiring  Radicals,  what  two  Conservative  citizens 
of  the  place  stated  to  me,  viz.,  —  that  though  there  were 
two  Conservative  candidates  then  canvassing  the  town,  on 
account  of  the  vacancy  in  the  representation,  the  voters 
were  so  truly  liberal  that  they  would  elect  any  person  of 
any  other  political  creed,  who  would  simply  bring  money 
enough  to  purchase  their  votes.  There  are  220  voters, 
it  appears ;  of  whom  it  is  not,  however,  necessary  to 
u  argue  ”  with  more  than  fifty,  who  alone  are  open  to  con¬ 
viction  ;  but  as  parties  are  pretty  equally  balanced,  the 
votes  of  the  quinquagint,  of  course,  carry  an  immense 
weight  with  them.  Well,  this  is  all  discussed  calmly 
standing  on  an  inn-steps,  with  a  jolly  landlord  and  a 
professional  man  of  the  town  to  give  the  information. 
So,  heaven  bless  us,  the  ways  of  London  are  beginning  to 
be  known  even  here.  Gentility  has  already  taken  up  her 
seat  in  the  Giant’s  Causeway,  where  she  apologizes  for  the 
plainness  of  her  look  :  and,  lo  !  here  is  bribery,  as  bold  as 
in  the  most  civilized  places  —  hundreds  and  hundreds  of 
miles  away  from  St.  Stephen’s  and  Pall  Mall.  I  wonder, 
in  that  little  island  of  Raghery,  so  wild  and  lonely,  whether 
civilization  is  beginning  to  dawn  upon  them?  —  whether 
they  bribe  and  are  genteel  ?  But  for  the  rough  sea  oi 
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yesterday,  I  think  I  would  have  fled  thither  to  make  the 
trial. 

The  town  of  Coleraine,  with  a  number  of  cabin  suburbs 
belonging  to  it,  lies  picturesquely  grouped  on  the  Bann 
river :  and  the  whole  of  the  little  city  was  echoing  with 
psalms  as  I  walked  through  it  on  the  Sunday  morning. 
The  piety  of  the  people  seems  remarkable  ;  some  of  the 
inns  even  will  not  receive  travellers  on  Sunday  ;  and  this  is 
written  in  a  hotel,  of  which  every  room  is  provided  with 
a  Testament,  containing  an  injunction  on  the  part  of  the 
landlord  to  consider  this  world  itself  as  only  a  passing 
abode.  Is  it  well  that  Boniface  should  furnish  his  guest 
with  Bibles  as  well  as  bills,  and  sometimes  shut  his  door 
on  a  traveller,  who  has  no  other  choice  than  to  read  it  on  a 
Sunday  ?  I  heard  of  a  gentleman  arriving  from  ship-board 
at  Kilrush  on  a  Sunday,  when  the  pious  hotel-keeper  re¬ 
fused  him  admittance ;  and  some  more  tales,  which  to  go 
into  would  require  the  introduction  of  private  names  and 
circumstances,  but  would  tend  to  show  that  the  Protestant 
of  the  North  is  as  much  priest-ridden  as  the  Catholic  of 
the  South :  —  priest  and  old- woman  ridden,  for  there  are 
certain  expounders  of  doctrine  in  our  church,  who  are  not, 
I  believe,  to  be  found  in  the  church  of  Borne  ;  and  woe 
betide  the  stranger  who  comes  in  to  settle  in  these  parts, 
if  his  “  seriousness  ”  be  not  satisfactory  to  the  heads 
(with  false  fronts  to  most  of  them)  of  the  congregations. 

Look  at  that  little  snug  harbor  of  Portrush !  a  hideous 
new  castle  standing  on  a  rock  protects  it  on  one  side,  a 
snug  row  of  gentlemen’s  cottages  curves  round  the  shore 
facing  northward,  a  bath-house,  an  hotel,  more  smart 
houses,  face  the  beach  westward,  defended  by  another 
mound  of  rocks.  In  the  centre  of  the  little  town  stands  a 
new-built  church ;  and  the  whole  place  has  an  air  of  com¬ 
fort  and  neatness  which  is  seldom  seen  in  Ireland.  One 
would  fancy  that  all  the  tenants  of  these  pretty  snug 
habitations,  sheltered  in  this  nook  far  away  from  the  world, 
have  nothing  to  do  but  to  be  happy,  and  spend  their  little 
comfortable  means  in  snug  little  hospitalities  among  one 
another,  and  kind  little  charities  among  the  poor.  What 
does  a  man  in  active  life  ask  for  more  than  to  retire  to  such 
a  competence,  to  such  a  snug  nook  of  the  world  ;  and  there 
repose  with  a  stock  of  healthy  children  round  the  fireside, 
a  friend  within  call,  and  the  means  of  decent  hospitality 
wherewith  to  treat  him 
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Let  any  one  meditating  this  pleasant  sort  of  retreat,  and 
charmed  with  the  look  of  this  or  that  place  as  peculiarly 
suited  to  his  purpose,  take  a  special  care  to  understand  his 
neighborhood  first,  before  he  commit  himself,  by  lease¬ 
signing  or  house-buying.  It  is  not  sufficient  that  you 
should  be  honest,  kind-hearted,  hospitable,  of  good  family 
- — what  are  your  opinions  upon  religious  subjects?  Are 
they  such  as  agree  with  the  notions  of  old  Lady  This,  or  Mrs. 
That,  who  are  the  patronesses  of  the  village  ?  If  not,  woe 
betide  you  !  you  will  be  shunned  by  the  rest  of  the  society, 
thwarted  in  your  attempts  to  do  good,  whispered  against 
over  evangelical  bohea  and  serious  muffins.  Lady  This 
will  inform  every  new  arrival  that  you  are  a  reprobate,  and 
lost,  and  Mrs.  That  will  consign  you  and  your  daughters, 
and  your  wife  (a  worthy  woman,  but,  alas !  united  to  that 
sad  worldly  man !)  to  damnation.  The  clergyman  who 
partakes  of  the  muffins  and  bohea,  before  mentioned,  will 
very  possibly  preach  sermons  against  you  from  the  pulpit ; 
this  was  not  done  at  Portstewart  to  my  knowledge,  but 
I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  sitting  under  a  minister  in 
Ireland  who  insulted  the  very  patron  who  gave  him  his 
living,  discoursing  upon  the  sinfulness  of  partridge-shoot¬ 
ing,  and  threatening  hell-fire  as  the  last  “  meet  ”  for  fox- 
hunters  ;  until  the  squire,  one  of  the  best  and  most  chari¬ 
table  resident  landlords  in  Ireland,  was  absolutely  driven 
out  of  the  church  where  his  fathers  had  worshipped  for 
hundreds  of  years,  by  the  insults  of  this  howling  evangel¬ 
ical  inquisitor. 

So  much  as  this  I  did  not  hear  at  Portstewart ;  but  I  was 
told  that  at  yonder  neat-looking  bath-house  a  dying  ivoman 
was  denied  a  bath  on  a  Sunday.  By  a  clause  of  the  lease 
by  which  the  batli-owner  rents  his  establishment,  he  is 
forbidden  to  give  baths  to  any  one  on  the  Sunday.  The 
landlord  of  the  inn,  forsooth,  shuts  his  gates  on  the  same 
day,  and  his  conscience  on  week-days  will  not  allow  him  to 
supply  his  guests  with  whiskey  or  ardent  spirits.  I  wras 
told  by  my  friend,  that  because  he  refused  to  subscribe  for 
some  fancy  charity,  he  received  a  letter  to  state  that  “he 
spent  more  in  one  dinner  than  in  charity  in  the  course  of 
the  year.”  My  worthy  friend  did  not  care  to  contradict 
the  statement,  as  why  should  a  man  deign  to  meddle  with 
such  a  lie  ?  But  think  how  all  the  fishes,  and  all  the 
pieces  of  meat,  and  all  the  people  who  went  in  and  out  of 
his  snug  cottage  by  the  sea-side  must  have  been  watched 
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by  the  serious  round  about !  The  sea  is  not  more  constant 
roaring  there  than  scandal  is  whispering.  How  happy  I 
felt,  while  hearing  these  histories  (demure  heads  in 
crimped  caps  peeping  over  the  blinds  at  us  as  we  walked 
on  the  beach),  to  think  I  am  a  cockney,  and  don’t  know 
the  name  of  the  man  who  lives  next  door  to  me  ! 

I  have  heard  various  stories  of  course  from  persons  of 
various  ways  of  thinking,  charging  their  opponents  with 
hypocrisy,  and  proving  the  charge  by  statements  clearly 
showing  that  the  priests,  the  preachers,  or  the  professing 
religionists  in  question,  belied  their  professions  wofully  by 
their  practice.  But  in  matters  of  religion,  hypocrisy  is  so 
awful  a  charge  to  make  against  a  man  that  I  think  it  is 
almost  unfair  to  mention  even  the  cases  in  which  it  is 
proven,  and  which  — 'as,  pray  God,  they  are  but  except 
tional — a  person  should  be  very  careful  of  mentioning, 
lest  they  be  considered  to  apply  generally.  Tartuffe  has 
been  always  a  disgusting  play  to  me  to  see,  in  spite  of  its 
sense  and  its  wit ;  and  so,  instead  of  printing,  here  or  else¬ 
where,  a  few  stories  of  the  Tartuffe  kind  which  I  have  heard 
in  Ireland,  the  best  way  will  be  to  try  and  forget  them.  It  is 
an  awful  thing  to  say  of  any  man  walking  under  God’s  sun 
by  the  side  of  us,  “  You  are  a  hypocrite,  lying  as  you  use  the 
Most  Sacred  Name,  knowing  that  you  lie  while  you  use  it.” 
Let  it  be  the  privilege  of  any  sect  that  is  so  minded,  to 
imagine  that  there  is  perdition  in  store  for  all  the  rest  of 
God’s  creatures  who  do  not  think  with  them ;  but  the  easy 
countercharge  of  hypocrisy,  which  the  world  has  been  in 
the  habit  of  making  in  its  turn,  is  surely  just  as  fatal  and 
bigoted  an  accusation  as  any  that  the  sects  make  against 
the  world. 

What  has  this  disquisition  to  do  apropos  of  a  walk  on 
the  beach  at  Portstewart  ?  Why,  it  may  be  made  here  as 
well  as  in  other  parts  of  Ireland,  or  elsewhere  as  well, 
perhaps,  as  here.  It  is  the  most  priest-ridden  of  countries ; 
Catholic  clergymen  lord  it  over  their  ragged  flocks  as 
Protestant  preachers,  lay  and  clerical,  over  their  more 
genteel  co-religionists.  Bound  to  inculcate  peace  and 
good-will,  their  whole  life  is  one  of  enmity  and  distrust. 

Walking  away  from  the  little  bay  and  the  disquisition 
which  has  somehow  been  raging  there,  we  went  across 
some  wild  dreary  highlands  to  the  neighboring  little  town 
of  Portrush,  where  is  a  neat  town  and  houses,  and  a  harbor, 
and  a  new  church  too,  so  like  the  last-named  place  that  I 


332 


THE  HUSH  SKETCH  BOOK. 


thought  for  a  moment  we  had  only  made  a  round,  and  were 
back  again  at  Portstewart.  Some  gentlemen  of  the  place, 
and  my  guide,  who  had  a  neighborly  liking  for  it,  showed 
me  the  new  church,  and  seemed  to  be  well  pleased  with  the 
edifice;  which  is,  indeed,  a  neat  and  convenient  one,  of  a 
rather  irregular  Gothic.  The  best  thing  about  the  church, 
I  think,  was  the  history  of  it.  The  old  church  had  lain 
some  miles  off,  in  the  most  inconvenient  part  of  the  parish, 
whereupon  the  clergyman  and  some  of  the  gentry  had 
raised  a  subscription  in  order  to  build  the  present  church. 
The  expenses  had  exceeded  the  estimates,  or  the  subscrip¬ 
tions  had  fallen  short  of  the  sums  necessary ;  and  the 
church,  in  consequence,  was  opened  with  a  debt  on  it, 
which  the  rector  and  two  more  of  the  gentry  had  taken  on 
their  shoulders.  The  living  is  a  small  one,  the  other  two 
gentlemen  going  bail  for  the  edifice  not  so  rich  as  to  think 
light  of  the  payment  of  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds  beyond 
their  previous  subscriptions — the  lists  are  therefore  still 
open;  and  the  clergyman  expressed  himself  perfectly 
satisfied  either  that  he  would  be  reimbursed  one  day  or 
other,  or  that  he  would  be  able  to  make  out  the  payment 
of  the  money  for  which  he  stood  engaged.  Most  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  churches  that  I  have  seen  through  the 
country  have  been  built  in  this  way,  —  begun  when  money 
enough  was  levied  for  constructing  the  foundation,  elevated 
by  degrees  as  fresh  subscriptions  came  in,  and  finished  — 
by  the  way,  I  don’t  think  I  have  seen  one  finished;  but 
there  is  something  noble  in  the  spirit  (however  certain 
economists  may  cavil  at  it)  that  leads  people  to  commence 
these  pious  undertakings  with  the  firm  trust  that  “  Heaven 
will  provide.” 

Eastward  from  Portrush,  we  came  upon  a  beautiful  level 
sand  which  leads  to  the  White  Rocks,  a  famous  place  of 
resort  for  the  frequenters  of  the  neighboring  watering- 
places.  Here  are  caves,  and  for  a  considerable  distance  a 
view  of  the  wild  and  gloomy  Antrim  coast  as  far  as 
Bengore.  Midway,  jutting  into  the  sea  (and  I  was  glad  it 
was  so  far  off'),  was  the  Causeway ;  and  nearer,  the  gray 
towers  of  Dunluce. 

Looking  north,  were  the  blue  Scotch  hills  and  the  neigh¬ 
boring  Raghery  Island.  Nearer  Portrush  were  two  rocky 
islands,  called  the  Skerries,  of  which  a  sportsman  of  our 
party  vaunted  the  capabilities,  regretting  that  my  stay  was 
not  longer,  so  that  I  might  land  and  shoot  a  few  ducks 
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there.  This  unlucky  lateness  of  the  season  struck  me  also 
as  a  most  afflicting  circumstance.  He  said  also  that  fish 
were  caught  off  the  island  —  not  fish  good  to  eat,  but  very 
strong  at  pulling,  eager  of  biting,  and  affording  a  great  deal 
of  sport.  And  so  we  turned  our  backs  once  more  upon 
the  G-iant’s  Causeway,  and  the  grim  coast  on  which  it  lies ; 
and  as  my  taste  in  life  leads  me  to  prefer  looking  at  the 
smiling  fresh  face  of  a  young  cheerful  beauty,  rather  than 
at  the  fierce  countenance  and  high  features  of  a  dishevelled 
Meg  Merrilies,  I  must  say  again  that  I  was  glad  to  turn  my 
back  on  this  severe  part  of  the  Antrim  coast,  and  my  steps 
towards  Derry. 


CHAPTEB  XXX. 


PEG  OF  LIMAVADDY. 

ETWEEX  Coleraine  and 
Derry  there  is  a  daily  car 
(besides  one  or  two  occa¬ 
sional  queer-looking 
coaches),  and  I  had  this 
vehicle,  with  an  intelli¬ 
gent  driver,  and  a  horse 
with  a  hideous  raw  on  his 
shoulder,  entirely  to  my¬ 
self  for  the  five-and-twenty 
miles  of  our  journey.  The 
cabins  of  Coleraine  are 
not  parted  with  in  a  hurry, 
and  we  crossed  the  bridge, 
and  went  up  and  down  the 
hills  of  one  of  the  subur¬ 
ban  streets,  the  Bann  flow- 
a  large  Catholic  chapel, 
the  before-mentioned  cabins,  and,  farther  on,  some  neat¬ 
looking  houses  and  plantations,  to  our  right.  Then  we 
began  ascending  wide  lonely  hills,  pools  of  bog  shining 
here  and  there  amongst  them,  with  birds,  both  black  and 
white,  both  geese  and  crows,  on  the  hunt.  Some  of  the 
stubble  was  already  ploughed  up,  but  by  the  side  of  most 
cottages  you  saw  a  black  potato-field  that  it  was  time  to 
dig  now,  for  the  weather  was  changing  and  the  winds 
beginning  to  roar.  Woods,  whenever  we  passed  them, 
were  flinging  round  eddies  of  mustard-colored  leaves  ;  the 
white  trunks  of  lime  and  ash  trees  beginning  to  look  very 
bare. 

Then  we  stopped  to  give  the  raw-backed  horse  water; 
then  we  trotted  down  a  hill  with  a  noble  bleak  prospect  of 
Lough  Foyle  and  the  surrounding  mountains  before  us, 
until  we  reached  the  town  of  Xewtown  Limavaddy,  where 
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the  raw-backed  horse  was  exchanged  for  another  not  much 
more  agreeable  in  his  appearance,  though,  like  his  comrade, 
not  slow  on  the  road. 

Newtown  Limavaddy  is  the  third  town  in  the  county  of 
Londonderry.  It  comprises  three  well-built  streets,  the 
others  are  inferior;  it  is,  however,  respectably  inhabited: 
all  this  may  be  true,  as  the  well-informed  Guide-book  avers, 
but  I  am  bound  to  say  that  I  was  thinking  of  something 
else  as  we  drove  through  the  town,  having  fallen  eternally 
in  love  during  the  ten  minutes  of  our  stay. 

Yes,  Peggy  of  Limavaddy,  if  Barrow  and  Inglis  have 
gone  to  Connemara  to  fall  in  love  with  the  Misses  Plynn, 
let  us  be  allowed  to  come  to  Ulster  and  offer  a  tribute  of 
praise  at  your  feet  —  at  your  stockingless  feet,  0  Margaret ! 
Do  you  remember  the  October  day  (;twas  the  first  day  of 
the  hard  weather)  when  the  way-worn  traveller  entered 
your  inn  ?  But  the  circumstances  of  this  passion  had 
better  be  chronicled  in  deathless  verse. 


PEG  OF  LIMAVADDY. 


Hiding  from  Coleraine 
(Famed  for  lovely  Kitty), 
Came  a  Cockney  bound 
Unto  Derry  city; 


Weary  was  liis  soul, 
Shivering  and  sad  lie 
Bumped  along  the  road 
Leads  to  Limavaddy. 


p 


Mountains  stretch’d  around, 
Gloomy  was  their  tinting, 

And  the  horse’s  hoofs 
Made  a  dismal  dinting; 

Wind  upon  the  heath 
Howling  was  and  piping, 

On  the  heath  and  bog, 

Black  with  many  a  snipe  in; 
Mid  the  bogs  of  black, 

Silver  pools  were  flashing, 
Crows  upon  their  sides 
Picking  were  and  splashing. 
Cockney  on  the  car 
Closer  folds  his  plaidy, 
Grumbling  at  the  road 
Leads  to  Limavaddy. 

Through  the  crashing  woods 
Autumn  brawl’d  and  bluster’d, 
Tossing  round  about 
Leaves  the  hue  of  mustard; 
Yonder  lay  Longli  Foyle, 

Which  a  storm  was  whipping, 
Covering  with  mist 
Lake,  and  shores,  and  shipping. 


Up  and  down  the  hill 

(Nothing  could  be  bolder), 
Horse  went  with  a  raw 
Bleeding  on  his  shoulder. 

“  Where  are  horses  changed  ?” 

Said  I  to  the  laddy 
Driving  on  the  box: 

“Sir,  at  Limavaddy.” 
Limavaddy  inn’s 
But  a  humble  baithouse, 
Where  you  may  procure 
Whiskey  and  potatoes ; 
Landlord  at  the  door 
Gives  a  smiling  welcome 
To  the  shivering  wights 
Who  to  his  hotel  come. 
Landlady  within 
Sits  and  knits  a  stocking, 
With  a  wary  foot 
Baby’s  cradle  rocking. 

To  the  chimney  nook, 

Having  found  admittance, 
There  I  watch  a  pup 
Playing  with  two  kittens; 
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(Playing  round  the  fire, 

Which  of  blazing  turf  is, 
Roaring  to  the  pot 
Which  bubbles  with  the  mur¬ 
phies  ) ; 

And  the  cradled  babe 
Fond  the  mother  nursed  it ! 
Singing  it  a  song 
As  she  twists  the  worsted ! 

Up  and  down  the  stair 
Two  more  young  ones  patter 
(Twins  were  never  seen 
Dirtier  nor  fatter) ; 

Both  have  mottled  legs, 

Both  have  snubby  noses, 

Both  have  —  Here  the  Host 
Kindly  interposes: 

“  Sure  you  must  be  froze 
With  the  sleet  and  hail,  sir, 

So  will  you  have  some  punch. 

Or  will  you  have  some  ale,  sir  ?  ” 

Presently  a  maid 
Enters  with  the  liquor, 

(Half  a  pint  of  ale 
Frothing  in  a  beaker). 

Gods!  I  didn’t  know 
What  my  beating  heart  meant, 
Hebe’s  self  I  thought 
Enter’d  the  apartment. 

As  she  came  she  smiled, 

And  the  smile  bewitching, 

On  my  word  and  honor, 

Lighted  all  the  kitchen! 

With  a  court’ sy  neat 
Greeting  the  new-comer, 
Lovely,  smiling  Peg 
Offers  me  the  rummer; 

But  my  trembling  hand 
Up  the  beaker  tilted, 

And  the  glass  of  ale 
Every  drop  I  spilt  it: 

Spilt  it  every  drop 

(Dames,  who  read  my  volumes, 
Pardon  such  a  word), 

On  my  whatd’ycall’ems! 


Witnessing,  the  sight 
Of  that  dire  disaster, 

Out  began  to  laugh 
Missis,  maid,  and  master; 

Such  a  merry  peal, 

’Specially  Miss  Peg’s  was, 

(As  the  glass  of  ale 
Trickling  down  my  legs  was), 
That  the  joyful  sound 
Of  that  ringing  laughter 
Echoed  in  my  ears 
Many  a  long  day  after. 

Such  a  silver  peal ! 

In  the  meadows  listening, 

You  wlio’ve  heard  the  bells 
Ringing  to  a  christening; 

You  who  ever  heard 
Caradori  pretty, 

Smiling  like  an  angel 
Singing  “  Giovinetti,” 

Fancy  Peggy’s  laugh, 

Sweet,  and  clear  and  cheerful, 
At  my  pantaloons 
With  half  a  pint  of  beer  full! 

When  the  laugh  was  done, 

Peg,  the  pretty  hussy, 

Moved  about  the  room 
Wonderfully  busy; 

Now  she  looks  to  see 
If  the  kettle  keep  hot, 

Now  she  rubs  the  spoons, 

Now  she  cleans  the  teapot; 
Now  she  sets  the  cups 
Trimly  and  secure, 

Now  she  scours  a  pot 
And  so  it  was  I  drew  her. 

Thus  it  was  I  drew  her 
Scouring  of  a  kettle.* 

(Faith!  her  blushing  cheeks 
Redden’d  on  the  metal!) 

Ah!  but  ’ tis  in  vain 
That  I  try  to  sketch  it; 

The  pot  perhaps  is  like, 

•  But  Peggy’s  face  is  wrretched. 


*  The  late  Mr.  Pope  represents  Camilla  as  “  scouring  the  plain,”  an 
absurd  and  useless  task.  Peggy’s  occupation  with  the  kettle  is  much 
more  simple  and  noble.  The  second  line  of  this  verse  ( whereof  the 
author  scorns  to  deny  an  obligation)  is  from  the  celebrated  “  Frithiof  ” 
of  Esaias  Tegner.  A  maiden  is  serving  warriors  to  drink,  and  is 
standing  by  a  shield — “  Un  die  Runde  des  Schildes  ward  wie  das 
Magdelein  roth,”  —  perhaps  the  above  is  the  best  thing  in  both  poems. 
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No:  the  best  of  lead, 

And  of  Indian-rubber, 

Never  could  depict 

That  sweet  kettle-scrubber! 

See  her  as  she  moves ! 

Scarce  the  ground  she  touches, 
Airy  as  a  fay, 

Graceful  as  a  duchess; 


Bare  her  rounded  arm, 

Bare  her  little  leg  is, 
Vestris  never  show’d 
Ankles  like  to  Peggy’s: 
Braided  is  her  hair, 

Soft  her  look  and  modest, 
Slim  her  little  waist 
Comfortably  bodiced. 


This  I  do  declare, 

Happy  is  the  laddy 
Who  the  heart  can  share 
Of  Peg  of  Limavaddy; 
Married  if  she  were, 

Blest  would  be  the  daddy 
Of  the  children  fair 
Of  Peg  of  Limavaddy ; 
Beauty  is  not  rare 
In  the  land  of  Paddy, 
Fair  beyond  compare 
Is  Peg  of  Limavaddy. 


Citizen  or  squire, 

Tory,  Whig,  or  Radi¬ 
cal  would  all  desire 
Peg  of  Limavaddy. 

Had  I  Homer’s  fire, 

Or  that  of  Sergeant  Taddy, 
Meetly  I’d  admire 
Peg  of  Limavaddy. 

And  till  I  expire, 

Or  till  I  grow  mad,  I 
Will  sing  unto  my  lyre 
Peg  of  Limavaddy ! 


VOL.  II.  —  22 


CHAPTEE  XXXI, 


TEMPLEMOYLE 


DERRY. 


EOM  Newtown  Limavaddy 
to  Derry  the  traveller  has 
many  wild  and  noble  pros¬ 
pects  of  Lough  Foyle  and 
the  plains  and  mountains 
round  it,  and  of  scenes 
which  may  possibly  in  this 
country  be  still  more  agree¬ 
able  to  him  —  of  smiling 
cultivation,  and  comfortable 
well-built  villages  such  as 
are  only  too  rare  in  Ireland. 
Of  a  great  part  of  this  dis¬ 
trict  the  London  Compan¬ 
ies  are  landlords  —  the  best 
of  landlords,  too,  according 
to  the  report  I  could  gath¬ 
er  ;  and  their  good  stewardship  shows  itself  especially  in 
the  neat  villages  of  Muff  and  Ballikelly,  through  both  of 
which  I  passed.  In  Ballikelly,  besides  numerous  simple, 
stout,  brick-built  dwellings  for  the  peasantry,  with  their 
shining  windows  and  trim  garden-plots,  is  a  Presbyterian 
meeting-house,  so  well-built,  substantial,  and  handsome,  so 
different  from  the  lean,  pretentious,  sham-Gothic  ecclesiasti¬ 
cal  edifices  which  have  been  erected  of  late  years  in  Ire¬ 
land,  that  it  can’t  fail  to  strike  the  tourist  who  has  made 
architecture  his  study  or  his  pleasure.  The  gentlemen’s 
seats  in  the  district  are  numerous  and  handsome ;  and  the 
whole  movement  along  the  road  betokened  cheerfulness  and 
prosperous  activity. 

As  the  carman  had  no  other  passengers  but  myself,  he 
made  no  objection  to  carry  me  a  couple  of  miles  out  of  his 
way,  through  the  village  of  Muff,  belonging  to  the  Grocers 
of  London  (and  so  handsomely  and  comfortably  built  by 
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them  as  to  cause  all  cockneys  to  exclaim,  “Well  done  our 
side  !  ”)  and  thence  to  a  very  interesting  institution,  which 
was  established  some  fifteen  years  since  in  the  neighbor¬ 
hood —  the  Agricultural  Seminary  of  Templemoyle.  It 
lies  on  a  hill  in  a  pretty  wooded  country,  and  is  most  curi¬ 
ously  secluded  from  the  world  by  the  tortuousness  of  the 
road  which  approaches  it. 

Of  course  it  is  not  my  business  to  report  upon  the  agri¬ 
cultural  system  practised  there,  or  to  discourse  on  the  state 
of  the  land  or  the  crops;  the  best  testimony  on  this  subject 
is  the  fact  that  the  Institution  hired,  at  a  small  rental,  a 
tract  of  land,  which  was  reclaimed  and  farmed,  and  that  of 
this  farm  the  landlord  has  now  taken  possession,  leaving 
the  young  farmers  to  labor  on  a  new  tract  of  land,  for  which 
they  pay  five  times  as  much  rent  as  for  their  former  hold¬ 
ing.  But  though  a  person  versed  in  agriculture  could  give 
a  far  more  satisfactory  account  of  the  place  than  one  to 
whom  such  pursuits  are  quite  unfamiliar,  there  is  a  great  deal 
about  the  establishment  which  any  citizen  can  remark  on ; 
and  he  must  be  a  very  difficult  cockney  indeed  who  won’t  be 
pleased  here. 

After  winding  in  and  out,  and  up  and  down,  and  round 
about  the  eminence  on  which  the  house  stands,  we  at  last 
found  an  entrance  to  it,  by  a  court-yard,  neat,  well-built, 
and  spacious,  where  are  the  stables  and  numerous  offices  of 
the  farm.  The  scholars  were  at  dinner  off  a  comfortable 
meal  of  boiled  beef,  potatoes,  and  cabbages,  when  I  arrived ; 
a  master  was  reading  a  book  of  history  to  them  ;  and 
silence,  it  appears,  is  preserved  during  the  dinner.  Seventy 
scholars  were  here  assembled,  some  young,  and  some  ex¬ 
panded  into  six  feet  and  whiskers  —  all,  however,  are  made 
to  maintain  exactly  the  same  discipline,  whether  whiskered 
or  not. 

The  “  head  farmer  ”  of  the  school,  Mr.  Campbell,  a  very 
intelligent  Scotch  gentleman,  was  good  enough  to  conduct 
me  over  the  place  and  the  farm,  and  to  give  a  history  of 
the  establishment  and  the  course  pursued  there.  The 
Seminary  was  founded  in  1827,  by  the  ISforthAVest  of  Ire¬ 
land  Society,  by  members  of  which  and  others  about  three 
thousand  pounds  were  subscribed,  and  the  buildings  of  the 
school  erected.  These  are  spacious,  simple,  and  comfort¬ 
able  ;  there  is  a  good  stone  house,  with  airy  dormitories, 
school-rooms,  &c.,  and  large  and  convenient  offices.  The 
establishment  had,  at  first,  some  difficulties  to  contend  with, 
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and  for  some  time  did  not  number  more  than  thirty  pupils. 
At  present,  there  are  seventy  scholars,  paying  ten  pounds 
a  year,  with  which  sum,  and  the  labor  of  the  pupils  on  the 
farm,  and  the  produce  of  it,  the  school  is  entirely  supported. 
The  reader  will,  perhaps  like  to  see  an  extract  from  the 
Report  of  the  school,  which  contains  more  details  regard¬ 
ing  it. 


“TEMPLEMOYLE  WORK  AND  SCHOOL  TABLE. 


Hours. 

“From  20 th  March  to  23d  September . 

“  Boys  divided  into  two  classes,  A  and  B. 

At  work. 

At  school, 

0~2  — 

All  rise. 

6—8 

. A . 

.  .  .  B 

8—9 

Breakfast. 

9—1 

. A . 

.  .  .  B 

1—2 

Dinner  and  recreation. 

2—6 

.  .  .  A 

6—7 

Recreation. 

7—9 

Prepare  lessons  for  next  day. 

9— 

To  bed. 

“  On  Tuesday  B  commences  work  in  the  morning  and  A  at  school, 
and  so  on  alternate  days. 

“Each  class  is  again  subdivided  into  three  divisions,  over  each  of 
which  is  placed  a  monitor,  selected  from  the  steadiest  and  best- 
informed  boys  ;  he  receives  the  Head  Farmer’s  directions  as  to  the 
work  to  be  done,  and  superintends  his  party  while  performing  it. 

“  In  winter  the  time  of  labor  is  shortened  according  to  the  length  of 
the  day,  and  the  hours  at  school  increased. 

“  In  wet  days,  when  the  boys  cannot  work  out,  all  are  required  to 
attend  school. 


“  Dietary. 

“ Breakfast .  —  Eleven  ounces  of  oatmeal  made  in  stirabout,  one 
pint  of  sweet  milk. 

“ Dinner . —  Sunday — Three-quarters  of  a  pound  of  beef  stewed 
with  pepper  and  onions,  or  one  half-pound  of  corned  beef  with  cab¬ 
bage,  and  three  and  a  half  pounds  of  potatoes. 

“Monday  —  One  half-pound  of  pickled  beef,  three  and  a  half 
pounds  of  potatoes,  one  pint  of  buttermilk. 

“Tuesday  —  Broth  made  of  one  half-pound  of  beef,  with  leeks, 
cabbages,  and  parsley,  and  three  and  a  half  pounds  of  potatoes. 

“Wednesday  —  Two  ounces  of  butter,  eight  ounces  of  oatmeal 
made  into  bread,  three  and  a  half  pounds  of  potatoes,  and  one  pint  of 
sweet  milk. 

“Thursday  —  Half  a  pound  of  pickled  pork,  with  cabbage  or  tur¬ 
nips,  and  three  and  a  half  pounds  of  potatoes. 

“Friday  —  Two  ounces  of  butter,  eight  ounces  wheat  meal  made 
into  bread,  one  pint  of  sweet  milk  or  fresh  buttermilk,  three  and  a 
half  pounds  of  potatoes. 
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“  Saturday  —  Two  ounces  of  butter,  one  pound  of  potatoes  mashed, 
eight  ounces  of  wheat  meal  made  into  bread,  two  and  a  half  pounds 
of  potatoes,  one  pint  of  buttermilk. 

“  Supper . — In  summer,  flummery  made  of  one  pound  of  oatmeal 
seeds,  and  one  pint  of  sweet  milk.  In  winter,  three  and  a  half  pounds 
of  potatoes,  and  one  pint  of  buttermilk  or  sweet  milk. 

“Rules  for  the  Templemoyle  School. 

“  1.  The  pupils  are  required  to  say  their  prayers  in  the  morning, 
before  leaving  the  dormitory,  and  at  night,  before  retiring  to  rest, 
each  separately,  and  after  the  manner  to  which  he  has  been  habituated. 

“  2.  The  pupils  are  requested  to  wash  their  hands  and  faces  before 
the  commencement  of  business  in  the  morning,  on  returning  from 
agricultural  labor,  and  after  dinner. 

“3.  The  pupils  are  required  to  pay  the  strictest  attention  to  their 
instructors,  both  during  the  hours  of  agricultural  and  literary  occupa¬ 
tion. 

“4.  Strife,  disobedience,  inattention,  or  any  description  of  riotous 
or  disorderly  conduct,  is  punishable  by  extra  labor  or  confinement,  as 
directed  by  the  Committee,  according  to  circumstances. 

“5.  Diligent  and  respectful  behavior,  continued  for  a  considerable 
time,  will  be  rewarded  by  occasional  permission  for  the  pupil  so  dis¬ 
tinguished  to  visit  his  home. 

“6.  No  pupil,  on  obtaining  leave  of  absence,  shall  presume  to  con¬ 
tinue  it  for  a  longer  period  than  that  prescribed  to  him  on  leaving  the 
Seminary. 

“  7.  During  their  rural  labor,  the  pupils  are  to  consider  themselves 
amenable  to  the  authority  of  their  Agricultural  Instructor  alone,  and 
during  their  attendance  in  the  school-room,  to  that  of  their  Literary 
Instructor  alone. 

“8.  Non-attendance  during  any  part  of  the  time  allotted  either  for 
literary  or  agricultural  employment,  will  be  punished  as  a  serious 
offence. 

“  9.  During  the  hours  of  recreation  the  pupils  are  to  be  under  the 
superintendence  of  their  Instructors,  and  not  suffered  to  pass  beyond 
the  limits  of  the  farm,  except  under  their  guidance,  or  with  a  written 
permission  from  one  of  them. 

“  10.  The  pupils  are  required  to  make  up  their  beds,  and  keep  those 
clothes  not  in  immediate  use  neatly  folded  up  in  their  trunks,  and  to 
be  particular  in  never  suffering  any  garment,  book,  implement,  or 
other  article  belonging  to  or  used  by  them,  to  lie  about  in  a  slovenly  or 
disorderly  manner. 

“  11.  Respect  to  superiors,  and  gentleness  of  demeanor,  both  among 
the  pupils  themselves  and  towards  the  servants  and  laborers  of  the  es¬ 
tablishment,  are  particularly  insisted  upon,  and  will  be  considered  a 
prominent  ground  of  approbation  and  reward. 

“  12.  On  Sundays  the  pupils  are  required  to  attend  their  respective 
places  of  worship,  accompanied  by  their  Instructors  or  Monitors;  and 
it  is  earnestly  recommended  to  them  to  employ  a  part  of  the  remain¬ 
der  of  the  day  in  sincerely  reading  the  Word  of  God,  and  in  such  other 
devotional  exercises  as  their  respective  ministers  may  point  out.” 

At  certain  periods  of  the  year,  when  all  hands  are  re¬ 
quired,  such  as  harvest,  &c.,  the  literary  labors  of  the 
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scholars  are  stopped,  and  they  are  all  in  the  field.  On  the 
present  occasion  we  followed  them  into  a  potato-field,  where 
an  army  of  them  were  employed  digging  out  the  potatoes ; 
while  another  regiment  were  trenching-in  elsewhere  for  the 
winter :  the  boys  were  leading  the  carts  to  and  fro.  To 
reach  the  potatoes  we  had  to  pass  a  field,  part  of  which 
was  newly  ploughed:  the  ploughing  was  the  work  of  the 
boys,  too ;  one  of  them  being  left  with  an  experienced 
ploughman  for  a  fortnight  at  a  time,  in  which  space  the 
lad  can  acquire  some  practice  in  the  art.  Amongst  the 
potatoes  and  the  boys  digging  them,  I  observed  a  number 
of  girls,  taking  them  up  as  dug,  and  removing  the  soil  from 
the  roots.  Such  a  society  for  seventy  young  men  would,  in 
any  other  country  in  the  world,  be  not  a  little  dangerous ; 
but  Mr.  Campbell  said  that  no  instance  of  harm  had  ever 
occurred  in  consequence,  and  I  believe  his  statement  may 
be  fully  relied  on :  the  whole  country  bears  testimony  to 
this  noble  purity  of  morals.  Is  there  any  other  in  Europe 
which  in  this  point  can  compare  with  it  ? 

In  winter  the  farm  works  do  not  occupy  the  pupils  so 
much,  and  they  give  more  time  to  their  literary  studies. 
They  get  a  good  English  education  ;  they  are  grounded  in 
arithmetic  and  mathematics ;  and  I  saw  a  good  map  of  an 
adjacent  farm,  made  from  actual  survey  by  one  of  the 
pupils.  Some  of  them  are  good  draughtsmen  likewise,  but 
of  their  performances  I  could  see  no  specimen,  the  artists 
being  abroad,  occupied  wisely  in  digging  the  potatoes. 

And  here,  apropos,  not  of  the  school  but  of  potatoes,  let 
me  tell  a  potato  story,  which  is,  I  think,  to  the  purpose, 
wherever  it  is  told.  In  the  county  of  Mayo  a  gentleman 
by  the  name  of  Crofton  is  a  landed  proprietor,  in  whose 
neighborhood  great  distress  prevailed  among  the  peasantry 
during  the  spring  and  summer,  when  the  potatoes  of  the 
last  year  were  consumed,  and  before  those  of  the  present 
season  were  up.  Mr.  Crofton,  by  liberal  donations  on  his 
own  part,  and  by  a  subscription  which  was  set  on  foot 
among  his  friends  in  England  as  well  as  in  Ireland,  was 
enabled  to  collect  a  sum  of  money  sufficient  to  purchase 
meal  for  the  people,  which  was  given  to  them,  or  sold  at 
very  low  prices,  until  the  pressure  of  want  was  withdrawn, 
and  the  blessed  potato-crop  came  in.  Some  time  in  October, 
a  smart  night’s  frost  made  Mr.  Crofton  think  that  it  was 
time  to  take  in  and  pit  his  own  potatoes,  and  he  told  his 
steward  to  get  laborers  accordingly. 
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Next  day  on  going  to  the  potato-grounds,  he  found  the 
whole  fields  swarming  with  people  ;  the  whole  crop  was 
out  of  the  ground,  and  again  under  it,  pitted  and  covered, 
and  the  people  gone,  in  a  few  hours.  It  was  as  if  the 
fairies  that  we  read  of  in  the  Irish  legends,  as  coming  to 
the  aid  of  good  people  and  helping  them  in  their  labors, 
had  taken  a  liking  to  this  good  landlord,  and  taken  in  his 
harvest  for  him.  Mr.  Crofton,  who  knew  who  his  helpers 
had  been,  sent  the  steward  to  pay  them  their  day’s  wages, 
and  to  thank  them  at  the  same  time  for  having  come  to 
help  him  at  a  time  when  their  labor  was  so  useful  to  him. 
One  and  all  refused  a  penny ;  and  their  spokesman  said, 
u  They  wished  they  could  do  more  for  the  likes  of  him  or 
his  family.”  I  have  heard  of  many  conspiracies  in  this 
country ;  is  not  this  one  as  worthy  to  be  told  as  any  of 
them  ? 

Bound  the  house  of  Templemoyle  is  a  pretty  garden, 
which  the  pupils  take  pleasure  in  cultivating,  filled  not 
with  fruit  (for  this,  though  there  are  seventy  gardeners,  the 
superintendent  said  somehow  seldom  reached  a  ripe  state), 
but  with  kitchen  herbs,  and  a  few  beds  of  pretty  flowers, 
such  as  are  best  suited  to  cottage  horticulture.  Such 
simple  carpenters’  and  masons’  work  as  the  young  men  can 
do  is  likewise  confided  to  them ;  and  though  the  dietary 
may  appear  to  the  Englishman  as  rather  a  scanty  one,  and 
though  the  English  lads  certainly  make  at  first  very  wry 
faces  at  the  stirabout  porridge  (as  they  naturally  will  when 
first  put  in  the  presence  of  that  abominable  mixture),  yet, 
after  a  time,  strange  to  say,  they  begin  to  find  it  actually 
palatable  ;  and  the  best  proof  of  the  excellence  of  the  diet 
is,  that  nobody  is  ever  ill  in  the  institution ;  colds  and 
fevers,  and  the  ailments  of  lazy,  gluttonous  gentility,  are 
unknown ;  and  the  doctor’s  bill  for  the  last  year,  for 
seventy  pupils,  amounted  to  thirty -five  shillings.  0  beati 
agricoliculce !  You  do  not  know  what  it  is  to  feel  a  little 
uneasy  after  half  a  crown’s  worth  of  raspberry-tarts,  as  lads 
do  at  the  best  public  schools ;  you  don’t  know  in  what  ma¬ 
jestic  polished  hexameters  the  Boman  poet  has  described 
your  pursuits ;  you  are  not  fagged  and  flogged  into  Latin 
and  Greek  at  the  cost  of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year.  Let 
these  be  the  privileges  of  your  youthful  betters ;  mean¬ 
while  content  yourselves  with  thinking  that  you  are  pre¬ 
paring  for  a  profession,  while  they  are  not ;  that  you  are 
learning  something  useful,  while  they,  for  the  most  part, 
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are  not :  for  after  all,  as  a  man  grows  old  in  the  world,  old 
and  fat,  cricket  is  discovered  not  to  be  any  longer  very 
advantageous  to  him  —  even  to  have  pulled  in  the  Trinity 
boat  does  not  in  old  age  amount  to  a  substantial  advan¬ 
tage  ;  and  though  to  read  a  Greek  play  be  an  immense 
pleasure,  yet  it  must  be  confessed  few  enjoy  it.  In  the 
first  place,  of  the  race  of  Etonians,  and  Harrovians,  and 
Carthusians  that  one  meets  in  the  world,  very  few  can  read 
the  Greek;  of  those  few  —  there  are  not,  as  I  believe,  any 
considerable  majority  of  poets.  Stout  men  in  the  bow-win¬ 
dows  of  clubs  (for  such  young  Etonians  by  time  become) 
are  not  generally  remarkable  for  a  taste  for  ^Eschylus.* 
You  do  not  hear  much  poetry  in  Westminster  Hall,  or  I 
believe  at  the  bar-tables  afterwards  ;  and  if  occasionally,  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  Sir  Robert  Peel  lets  off  a  quotation 
—  a  pocket-pistol  wadded  with  a  leaf  torn  out  of  Horace  — 
depend  on  it  it  is  only  to  astonish  the  country  gentlemen 
who  don’t  understand  him  :  and  it  is  my  firm  conviction 
that  Sir  Robert  no  more  cares  for  poetry  than  you  or  I  do. 

Such  thoughts  would  suggest  themselves  to  a  man  who 
has  had  the  benefit  of  what  is  called  an  education  at  a 
public  school  in  England,  when  he  sees  seventy  lads  from 
all  parts  of  the  empire  learning  what  his  Latin  poets  and 
philosophers  have  informed  him  is  the  best  of  all  pursuits, 

■ — finds  them  educated  at  one-twentieth  part  of  the  cost 
which  has  been  bestowed  on  his  own  precious  person; 
orderly  without  the  necessity  of  submitting  to  degrading 
personal  punishment ;  young,  and  full  of  health  and  blood, 
though  vice  is  unknown  among  them;  and  brought  up 
decently  and  honestly  to  know  the  things  which  it  is  good 
for  them  in  their  profession  to  know.  So  it  is,  however ; 
all  the  world  is  improving  except  the  gentlemen.  There 
are  at  this  present  writing  five  hundred  boys  at  Eton, 
kicked,  and  licked,  and  bullied,  by  another  hundred  — 
scrubbing  shoes,  running  errands,  making  false  concords, 
and  (as  if  that  were  a  natural  consequence !)  putting 
their  posteriors  on  a  block  for  Dr.  Hawtrey  to  lash  at ;  and 
still  calling  it  education.  They  are  proud  of  it  —  good 
heavens  !  — absolutely  vain  of  it ;  as  what  dull  barbarians 
are  not  proud  of  their  dulness  and  barbarism  ?  They  call  it 
the  good  old  English  system :  nothing  like  classics,  says  Sir 

*  And  then,  how  much  Latin  and  Greek  does  the  public  school¬ 
boy  know  ?  Also,  does  he  know  anything  else,  and  what  ?  Is  it 
history,  or  geography,  or  mathematics,  or  divinity  ? 
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John,  to  give  a  boy  a  taste,  you  know,  and  a  habit  of  read¬ 
ing —  (Sir  John,  who  reads  the  “Racing  Calendar/’ and 
belongs  to  a  race  of  men  of  all  the  world  the  least  given  to 
reading),  —  it’s  the  good  old  English  system  ;  every  boy 
lights  for  himself  —  hardens  ’em,  eh,  Jack  ?  Jack  grins, 
and  helps  himself  to  another  glass  of  claret,  and  presently 
tells  you  how  Tibbs  and  Miller  fought  for  an  hour  and 
twenty  minutes  “like  good  uns.”  .  .  .  Let  us  come  to 
an  end,  however,  of  this  moralizing ;  the  car-driver  has 
brought  the  old  raw-shouldered  horse  out  of  the  stable,  and 
says  it  is  time  to  be  off  again. 

Before  quitting  Templemoyle,  one  thing  more  may  be 
said  in  its  favor.  It  is  one  of  the  very  few  public  estab¬ 
lishments  in  Ireland  where  pupils  of  the  two  religious 
denominations  are  received,  and  where  no  religious  dis¬ 
putes  have  taken  place.  The  pupils  are  called  upon,  morn¬ 
ing  and  evening,  to  say  their  prayers  privately.  On  Sun¬ 
day,  each  division,  Presbyterian,  Roman  Catholic,  and 
Episcopalian,  is  marched  to  its  proper  place  of  worship. 
The  pastors  of  each  sect  may  visit  their  young  flock  when 
so  inclined ;  and  the  lads  devote  the  Sabbath  evening  to 
reading  the  books  pointed  out  to  them  by  their  clergymen. 

Would  not  the  Agricultural  Society  of  Ireland,  of  the 
success  of  whose  peaceful  labors  for  the  national  prosperity 
every  Irish  newspaper  I  read  brings  some  new  indication, 
do  well  to  show  some  mark  of  its  sympathy  for  this  excel¬ 
lent  institution  of  Templemoyle  ?  A  silver  medal  given 
by  the  Society  to  the  most  deserving  pupil  of  the  year 
would  be  a  great  object  of  emulation  amongst  the  young 
men  educated  at  the  place,  and  would  be  almost  a  certain 
passport  for  the  winner  in  seeking  for  a  situation  in  after 
life.  I  do  not  know  if  similar  seminaries  exist  in  Eng¬ 
land.  Other  seminaries  of  a  like  nature  have  been  tried  in 
this  country,  and  have  failed :  but  English  country  gentle¬ 
men  cannot,  I  should  think,  find  a  better  object  of  their 
attention  than  this  school ;  and  our  farmers  would  surely 
find  such  establishments  of  great  benefit  to  them  :  where 
their  children  might  procure  a  sound  literary  education  at 
a  small  charge,  and  at  the  same  time  be  made  acquainted 
with  the  latest  improvements  in  their  profession.  I  can’t 
help  saying  here,  once  more,  what  I  have  said  apropos  of 
the  excellent  school  at  Dundalk,  and  begging  the  English 
middle  classes  to  think  of  the  subject.  If  Government 
will  not  act  (upon  what  never  can  be  effectual,  perhaps, 
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until  it  become  a  national  measure),  let  small  communi¬ 
ties  act  for  themselves,  and  tradesmen  and  the  middle 
classes  set  up  cheap  proprietary  schools.  Will  country 
newspaper  editors,  into  whose  hands  this  book  may  fall,  be 
kind  enough  to  speak  upon  this  hint,  and  extract  the  tables 
of  the  Templemoyle  and  Dundalk  establishments,  to  show 
how,  and  with  what  small  means,  boys  may  be  well, 
soundly,  and  humanely  educated  —  not  brutally,  as  some 
of  us  have  been,  under  the  bitter  fagging  and  the  shame¬ 
ful  rod  ?  It  is  no  plea  for  the  barbarity  that  use  has  made 
us  accustomed  to  it ;  and  in  seeing  these  institutions  for 
humble  lads,  where  the  system  taught  is  at  once  useful, 
manly,  and  kindly,  and  thinking  of  what  I  had  undergone 
in  my  own  youth,  —  of  the  frivolous  monkish  trifling  in 
which  it  was  wasted,  of  the  brutal  tyranny  to  which  it  was 
subjected,  — I  could  not  look  at  the  lads  but  with  a  sort  of 
envy :  please  God,  their  lot  will  be  shared  by  thousands  of 
their  equals  and  their  betters  before  long  ! 

It  was  a  proud  day  for  Dundalk,  Mr.  Thackeray  well 
said,  when,  at  the  end  of  one  of  the  vacations  there,  four¬ 
teen  English  boys,  and  an  Englishman  with  his  little  son 
in  his  hand,  landed  from  the  Liverpool  packet,  and  walking 
through  the  streets  of  the  town,  went  into  the  school-house 
quite  happy.  That  was  a  proud  day  in  truth  for  a  distant 
Irish  town,  and  I  can’t  help  saying  that  I  grudge  them  the 
cause  of  their  pride  somewhat.  Why  should  there  not  be 
schools  in  England  as  good,  and  as  cheap,  and  as  happy  ? 

With  this,  shaking  Mr.  Campbell  gratefully  by  the  hand, 
and  begging  all  English  tourists  to  go  and  visit  his  estab¬ 
lishment,  we  trotted  off  for  Londonderry,  leaving  at  about 
a  mile’s  distance  from  the  town,  and  at  the  pretty  lodge  of 
Saint  Columb’s,  a  letter,  which  was  the  cause  of  much  de¬ 
lightful  hospitality. 

Saint  Columb’s  Chapel,  the  walls  of  which  still  stand 
picturesquely  in  Sir  George  Hill’s  park,  and  from  which 
that  gentleman’s  seat  takes  its  name,  was  here  since  the 
sixth  century.  It  is  but  fair  to  give  precedence  to  the 
mention  of  the  old  abbey,  which  was  the  father,  as  it  would 
seem,  of  the  town.  The  approach  to  the  latter  from  three 
quarters,  certainly,  by  which  various  avenues  I  had  occa¬ 
sion  to  see  it,  is  always  noble.  We  had  seen  the  spire  of 
the  cathedral  peering  over  the  hills  for  four  miles  on  our 
way ;  it  stands,  a  stalwart  and  handsome  building,  upon  an 
eminence,  round  which  the  old-fashioned  stout  red  houses 
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of  the  town  cluster,  girt  in  with  the  ramparts  and  walls 
that  kept  out  James’s  soldiers  of  old.  Quays,  factories, 
huge  red  warehouses,  have  grown  round  this  famous  old 
barrier,  and  now  stretch  along  the  river.  A  couple  of 
large  steamers  and  other  craft  lay  within  the  bridge ;  and, 
as  we  passed  over  that  stout  wooden  edifice,  stretching 
eleven  hundred  feet  across  the  noble  expanse  of  the  Foyle, 
we  heard  along  the  quays  a  great  thundering  and  clatter¬ 
ing  of  iron-work  in  an  enormous  steam  frigate  which  has 
been  built  in  Derry,  and  seems  to  lie  alongside  a  whole 
street  of  houses.  The  suburb,  too,  through  which  we 
passed  was  bustling  and  comfortable  ;  and  the  view  was 
not  only  pleasing  from  its  natural  beauties,  but  has  a 
manly,  thriving,  honest  air  of  prosperity,  which  is  no  bad 
feature,  surely,  for  a  landscape. 

Nor  does  the  town  itself,  as  one  enters  it,  belie,  as  many 
other  Irish  towns  do,  its  first  flourishing  look.  It  is  not 
splendid,  but  comfortable  ;  a  brisk  movement  in  the  streets  ; 
good  downright  shops,  without  particularly  grand  titles ; 
few  beggars.  Nor  have  the  common  people,  as  they  address 
you,  that  eager  smile, — that  manner  of  compound  fawning 
and  swaggering,  which  an  Englishman  finds  in  the  towns¬ 
people  of  the  West  and  South.  As  in  the  North  of  Eng¬ 
land,  too,  when  compared  with  other  districts,  the  people 
are  greatly  more  familiar,  though  by  no  means  disrespectful 
to  the  stranger. 

On  the  other  hand,  after  such  a  commerce  as  a  traveller 
has  with  the  race  of  waiters,  postboys,  porters,  and  the  like 
(and  it  may  be  that  the  vast  race  of  postboys,  &c.,  whom  I 
did  not  see  in  the  North,  are  quite  unlike  those  unlucky 
specimens  with  whom  I  came  in  contact),  I  was  struck  by 
their  excessive  greediness  after  the  traveller’s  gratuities, 
and  their  fierce  dissatisfaction  if  not  sufficiently  rewarded. 
To  the  gentleman  who  brushed  my  clothes  at  the  comfort¬ 
able  hotel  at  Belfast,  and  carried  my  bags  to  the  coach,  I 
tendered  the  sum  of  two  shillings,  which  seemed  to  me 
quite  a  sufficient  reward  for  his  services :  he  battled  and 
brawled  with  me  for  more,  and  got  it  too ;  for  a  street- 
dispute  with  a  porter  calls  together  a  number  of  delighted 
bystanders,  whose  remarks  and  company  are  by  no  means 
agreeable  to  a  solitary  gentleman.  Then,  again,  there  was 
the  famous  case  of  Boots  of  Ballycastle,  which,  being  upon 
the  subject,  I  may  as  well  mention  here :  Boots  of  Bally¬ 
castle,  that  romantic  little  village  near  the  Giant’s  Cause- 
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way,  liad  cleaned  a  pair  of  shoes  for  me  certainly,  but 
declined  either  to  brush  my  clothes,  or  to  carry  down  my 
two  carpet-bags  to  the  car;  leaving  me  to  perform  those 
offices  for  myself,  which  I  did :  and  indeed  they  were  not 
very  difficult.  But  immediately  I  was  seated  on  the  car, 
Mr.  Boots  stepped  forward  and  wrapped  a  mackintosh  very 
considerately  around  me,  and  begged  me  at  the  same  time 
to  “  remember  him.” 

There  was  an  old  beggar-woman  standing  by,  to  whom  I 
had  a  desire  to  present  a  penny ;  and  having  no  coin  of  that 
value,  I  begged  Mr.  Boots,  out  of  a  sixpence  which  I  ten¬ 
dered  to  him,  to  subtract  a  penny,  and  present  it  to  the 
old  lady  in  question.  Mr.  Boots  took  the  money,  looked  at 
me,  and  his  countenance,  not  naturally  good-humored,  as¬ 
sumed  an  expression  of  the  most  indignant  contempt  and 
hatred  as  he  said,  “I’m  thinking  I’ve  no  call  to  give 
my  money  away.  Sixpence  is  my  right  for  what  I’ve 
done.” 

“Sir,”  says  I,  “you  must  remember  that  you  did  but 
black  one  pair  of  shoes,  and  that  you  blacked  them  very 
badly  too.” 

“Sixpence  is  my  right,”  says  Boots  ;  “a  gentleman  would 
give  me  sixpence  !  ”  and  though  I  represented  to  him  that 
a  pair  of  shoes  might  be  blacked  in  a  minute  —  that  five- 
pence  a  minute  was  not  usual  wages  in  the  country  —  that 
many  gentlemen,  half-pay  officers,  briefless  barristers,  un¬ 
fortunate  literary  gentlemen,  would  gladly  black  twelve 
pairs  of  shoes  per  diem  if  rewarded  with  five  shillings  for 
so  doing,  there  was  no  means  of  convincing  Mr.  Boots.  I 
then  demanded  back  the  sixpence,  which  proposal,  however, 
he  declined,  saying,  after  a  struggle,  he  would  give  the 
money,  but  a  gentleman  would  have  given  sixpence :  and  so 
left  me  with  furious  rage  and  contempt. 

As  for  the  city  of  Derry,  a  carman  who  drove  me  one  mile 
out  to  dinner  at  a  gentleman’s  house,  where  he  himself  was 
provided  with  a  comfortable  meal,  was  dissatisfied  with 
eighteenpence,  vowing  that  a  “dinner  job”  was  always  paid 
half  a  crown,  and  not  only  asserted  this,  but  continued  to 
assert  it  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  with  the  most  noble 
though  unsuccessful  perseverance.  A  second  car-boy,  to 
whom  I  gave  a  shilling  for  a  drive  of  two  miles  altogether, 
attacked  me  because  I  gave  the  other  boy  eighteenpence ; 
and  the  porter  who  brought  my  bags  fifty  yards  from  the 
coach  entertained  me  with  a  dialogue  that  lasted  at  least  a 
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couple  of  minutes,  and  said,  “I  should  have  had  sixpence 
for  carrying  one  of  ’em.” 

For  the  car  which  carried  me  two  miles  the  landlord  of 
the  inn  made  me  pay  the  sum  of  five  shillings.  He  is  a 
godly  landlord,  has  Bibles  in  the  coffee-room,  the  drawing¬ 
room,  and  every  bedroom  in  the  house,  with  this  inscrip¬ 
tion — 


UT  MIGRATUKUS  HABITA. 

THE  TRAVELLER’S  TRUE  REFUGE. 

Jones’s  Hotel,  Londonderry. 

This  pious  double  or  triple  entendre,  the  reader  will,  no 
doubt,  admire  —  the  first  simile  establishing  the  resemblance 
between  this  life  and  an  inn :  the  second  allegory  showing 
that  the  inn  and  the  Bible  are  both  the  traveller’s  refuge. 

In  life  we  are  in  death — the  hotel  in  question  is  about 
as  gay  as  a  family  vault :  a  severe  figure  of  a  landlord,  in 
seedy  black,  is  occasionally  seen  in  the  dark  passages  or  on 
the  creaking  old  stairs  of  the  black  inn.  He  does  not  bow 
to  you  —  very  few  landlords  in  Ireland  condescend  to 
acknowledge  their  guests  —  he  only  warns  you  :  —  a  silent 
solemn  gentleman  who  looks  to  be  something  between  a 
clergyman  and  a  sexton  —  “  ut  migraturus  habita !  ”  —  the 
“migraturus”  was  a  vast  comfort  in  the  clause. 

It  must,  however,  be  said,  for  the  consolation  of  future 
travellers,  that  when  at  evening,  in  the  old  lonely  parlor  of 
the  inn,  the  great  gaunt  fireplace  is  filled  with  coals,  two 
dreary  funereal  candles  and  sticks  glimmering  upon  the 
old  fashioned  round  table,  the  rain  pattering  fiercely  with¬ 
out,  the  wind  roaring  and  thumping  in  the  streets,  this 
worthy  gentleman  can  produce  a  pint  of  port  wine  for  the 
use  of  his  migratory  guest,  which  causes  the  latter  to  be 
almost  reconciled  to  the  cemetery  in  which  he  is  resting 
himself,  and  he  finds  himself,  to  his  surprise,  almost  cheer¬ 
ful.  There  is  a  mouldy-looking  old  kitchen,  too,  which, 
strange  to  say,  sends  out  an  excellent  comfortable  dinner,  so 
that  the  sensation  of  fear  gradually  wears  off. 

As  in  Chester,  the  ramparts  of  the  town  form  a  pleasant 
promenade  ;  and  the  batteries,  with  a  few  of  the  cannon,  are 
preserved,  with  which  the  stout  ’prentice  boys  of  Derry 
beat  off  King  James  in  ’88.  The  guns  bear  the  names  of  the 
London  Companies  —  venerable  cockney  titles  !  It  is  pleas- 
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ant  for  a  Londoner  to  read  them,  and  see  how,  at  a  pinch, 
the  sturdy  citizens  can  do  their  work. 

The  public  buildings  of  Derry  are,  I  think,  among  the 
best  I  have  seen  in  Ireland ;  and  the  Lunatic  Asylum, 
especially,  is  to  be  pointed  out  as  a  model  of  neatness  and 
comfort.  When  will  the  middle  classes  be  allowed  to  send 
their  own  afflicted  relatives  to  public  institutions  of  this 
excellent  kind,  where  violence  is  never  practised  —  where 
it  is  never  to  the  interest  of  the  keeper  of  the  asylum  to  ex¬ 
aggerate  his  patient’s  malady,  or  to  retain  him  in  durance, 
for  the  sake  of  the  enormous  sums  which  the  sufferer’s  rela¬ 
tives  are  made  to  pay  ?  The  gentry  of  three  counties  which 
contribute  to  the  Asylum  have  no  such  resource  for  mem¬ 
bers  of  their  own  body,  should  any  be  so  afflicted  —  the 
condition  of  entering  this  admirable  asylum  is,  that  the 
patient  must  be  a  pauper,  and  on  this  account  he  is  supplied 
with  every  comfort  and  the  best  curative  means,  and  his 
relations  are  in  perfect  security.  Are  the  rich  in  any  way 
so  lucky  ?  —  and  if  not,  why  not  ? 

The  rest  of  the  occurrences  at  Derry  belong,  unhappily, 
to  the  domain  of  private  life,  and  though  very  pleasant  to 
recall,  are  not  honestly  to  be  printed.  Otherwise,  what 
popular  descriptions  might  be  written  of  the  hospitalities  of 
St.  Columb’s,  of  the  jovialities  of  the  mess  of  the  — th 
Regiment,  of  the  speeches  made  and  the  songs  sung,  and 
the  devilled  turkey  at  twelve  o’clock,  and  the  headache 
afterwards ;  all  which  events  could  be  described  in  an  ex¬ 
ceedingly  facetious  manner.  But  these  amusements  are  to 
be  met  with  in  every  other  part  of  her  Majesty’s  dominions ; 
and  the  only  point  which  may  be  mentioned  here  as 
peculiar  to  this  part  of  Ireland,  is  the  difference  of  the 
manner  of  the  gentry  to  that  in  the  South.  The  Northern 
manner  is  far  more  English  than  that  of  the  other  provinces 
of  Ireland  —  whether  it  is  better  for  being  English  is  a 
question  of  taste,  of  which  an  Englishman  can  scarcely  be 
a  fair  judge. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 


DUBLIN  AT  LAST. 

WEDDING-PARTY  that 
went  across  Derry  Bridge 
to  the  sound  of  bell  and 
cannon  had  to  flounder 
through  a  thick  coat  of 
frozen  snow,  that  covered 
the  slippery  planks,  and 
the  hills  round  about  were 
whitened  over  by  the  same 
inclement  material.  Xor 
was  the  weather,  implac¬ 
able  towards  young  lovers 
and  unhappy  buckskin 
postilions  shivering  in 
white  favors,  at  all  more 
polite  towards  the  pas¬ 
sengers  of  her  Majesty’s 
mail  that  r  uns  fro  m 
Derry  to  Ballyshannon. 

Hence  the  aspect  of  the  country  between  those  two 
places  can  only  be  described  at  the  rate  of  nine  miles  an 
hour,  and  from  such  points  of  observation  as  may  be  had 
through  a  coach  window,  starred  with  ice  and  mud.  While 
horses  were  changed  we  saw  a  very  dirty  town,  called 
Strabane ;  and  had  to  visit  the  old  house  of  the  O’Donnel’s 
in  Donegal  during  a  quarter  of  an  hour’s  pause  that  the 
coach  made  there  —  and  with  an  umbrella  overhead.  The 
pursuit  of  the  picturesque  under  umbrellas  let  us  leave  to 
more  venturesome  souls:  the  fine  weather  of  the  finest 
season  known  for  many  long  years  in  Ireland  was  over,  and 
I  thought  with  a  great  deal  of  yearning  of  Pat  the  waiter, 
at  the  “Shelburne  Hotel,”  Stephen’s  Green,  Dublin,  and 
the  gas-lamps,  and  the  covered  cars,  and  the  good  dinners 
to  which  they  take  you. 
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Farewell,  then,  0  wild  Donegal !  and  ye  stern  passes 
through  which  the  astonished  traveller  windeth  !  Farewell, 
Ballyshannon,  and  thy  salmon-leap,  and  thy  bar  of  sand, 
over  which  the  white  head  of  the  troubled  Atlantic  was 
peeping  !  Likewise,  adieu  to  Lough  Erne,  and  its  number¬ 
less  green  islands,  and  winding  river-lake,  and  wavy  fir-clad 
hills  !  Good-bye,  moreover,  neat  Enniskillen,  over  the  bridge 
and  churches  whereof  the  sun  peepeth  as  the  coach  starteth 
from  the  inn  !  See,  how  he  shines  now  on  Lord  Belmore’s 
stately  palace  and  park,  with  gleaming  porticoes  and  brilliant 
grassy  chases :  now,  behold  he  is  yet  higher  in  the  heavens, 
as  the  twanging  horn  proclaims  the  approach  to  beggar¬ 
ly  Cavan,  where  a  beggarly  breakfast  awaits  the  hungry 
voyager. 

Snatching  up  a  roll  wherewith  to  satisfy  the  pangs  of 
hunger  sharpened  by  the  mockery  of  breakfast,  the  tourist 
now  hastens  in  his  arduous  course,  through  Virginia,  Kells, 
Navan,  by  Tara’s  threadbare  mountain,  and  Skreen’s  green 
hill ;  day  darkens,  and  a  hundred  thousand  lamps  twinkle 
in  the  gray  horizon  — •  see  above  the  darkling  trees  a  stumpy 
column  rise,  see  on  its  base  the  name  of  Wellington  (though 
this,  because  ’tis  night,  thou  canst  not  see),  and  cry  “It  is 
the  P  hay  nix  !  ” —  On  and  on,  across  the  iron  bridge,  and 
through  the  streets  (dear  streets,  though  dirty,  to  the  citi¬ 
zen’s  heart  how  dear  you  be  !),  and  lo,  now,  with  a  bump,  the 
dirty  coach  stops  at  the  seedy  inn,  six  ragged  porters  battle 
for  the  bags,  six  wheedling  carmen  recommend  their  cars, 
and  (giving  first  the  coachman  eighteenpence)  the  cockney 
says,  “  Drive,  car-boy,  to  the  ‘  Shelburne.’  ” 

And  so  having  reached  Dublin,  it  becomes  necessary  to 
curtail  the  observations  which  were  to  be  made  upon  that 
city ;  which  surely  ought  to  have  a  volume  to  itself :  the 
humors  of  Dublin  at  least  require  so  much  space.  For 
instance,  there  was  the  dinner  at  the  Kildare  Street  Club, 
or  the  Hotel  opposite,  —  the  dinner  in  Trinity  College  Hall, 

—  that  at  Mr.  - ,  the  publisher’s,  where  a  dozen  of  the 

literary  men  of  Ireland  were  assembled,  —  and  those  (say 
fifty)  with  Harry  Lorrequer  himself,  at  his  mansion  of 
Templeogue.  What  a  favorable  opportunity  to  discourse 
upon  the  peculiarities  of  Irish  character  !  to  describe  men  of 
letters,  of  fashion,  and  university  dons ! 

Sketches  of  these  personages  may  be  prepared,  and  sent 
over,  perhaps,  in  confidence  to  Mrs.  Sigourney  in  America 

—  (who  will  of  course  not  print  them)  —  but  the  English 
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habit  does  not  allow  of  these  happy  communications  between 
writers  and  the  public ;  and  the  author  who  wishes  to  dine 
again  at  his  friend’s  cost  must  needs  have  a  care  how  he 
puts  him  in  print. 

Suffice  it  to  say,  that  at  Kildare  Street  we  had  white 
neck-cloths,  black  waiters,  wax-candles,  and  some  of  the 

best  wine  in  Europe ;  at  Mr.  - ,  the  publisher’s,  wax- 

candles,  and  some  of  the  best  wine  in  Europe;  at  Mr. 
Lever’s,  wax -candles,  and  some  of  the  best  wine  in  Europe ; 
at  Trinity  College  —  but  there  is  no  need  to  mention  what 
took  place  at  Trinity  College  ;  for  on  returning  to  London, 
and  recounting  the  circumstances  of  the  repast,  my  friend 
B - ,  a  Master  of  Arts  of  that  university,  solemnly  de¬ 

clared  the  thing  was  impossible  :  —  no  stranger  could  dine 
at  Trinity  College  ;  it  was  too  great  a  privilege  —  in  a  word, 
he  would  not  believe  the  story,  nor  will  he  to  this  day  ;  and 
why,  therefore,  tell  it  in  vain  ? 

I  am  sure  if  the  Fellows  of  Colleges  in  Oxford  and  Cam¬ 
bridge  were  told  that  the  Fellows  of  T.  C.  D.  only  drink 
beer  at  dinner,  they  would  not  believe  that.  Such,  how¬ 
ever,  was  the  fact :  or  may  be  it  was  a  dream,  which  was 
followed  by  another  dream  of  about  four-and-twenty  gentle¬ 
men  seated  round  a  common-room  table  after  dinner ;  and, 
by  a  subsequent  vision  of  a  tray  of  oysters  in  the  apart¬ 
ments  of  a  tutor  of  the  university,  sometime  before  mid¬ 
night.  Did  we  swallow  them  or  not  ?  —  the  oysters  are  an 
open  question. 

Of  the  Catholic  College  of  Maynooth,  I  must  likewise 
speak  briefly,  for  the  reason  that  an  accurate  description  of 
that  establishment  would  be  of  necessity  so  disagreeable 
that  it  is  best  to  pass  it  over  in  a  few  words.  An  Irish 
union-house  is  a  palace  to  it.  Buin  so  needless,  filth  so 
disgusting,  such  a  look  of  lazy  squalor,  no  Englishman  who 
has  not  seen  can  conceive.  Lecture-room  and  dining-hall, 
kitchen  and  students’-room,  were  all  the  same.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  sight  of  scores  of  shoulders  of  mutton 
lying  on  the  filthy  floor  in  the  former,  or  the  view  of  a  bed 
and  dressing-table  that  I  saw  in  the  other.  Let  the  next 
Maynooth  grant  include  a  few  shillings’-worth  of  white¬ 
wash  and  a  few  hundredweights  of  soap ;  and  if  to  this  be 
added  a  half-score  of  drill  sergeants,  to  see  that  the  students 
appear  clean  at  lecture,  and  to  teach  them  to  keep  their 
heads  up  and  to  look  people  in  the  face,  Parliament  will 
introduce  some  cheap  reforms  into  the  seminary,  which 
VOL.  II. — 23 
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were  never  needed  more  than  here.  Why  should  the  place 
be  so  shamefully  ruinous  and  foully  dirty  ?  Lime  is  cheap, 
and  water  plenty  at  the  canal  hard  by.  Why  should  a 
stranger,  after  a  week’s  stay  in  the  country,  be  able  to  dis¬ 
cover  a  priest  by  the  scowl  on  his  face,  and  his  doubtful 
downcast  manner  ?  Is  it  a  point  of  discipline  that  his  rev¬ 
erence  should  be  made  to  look  as  ill-humored  as  possible  ? 
And  I  hope  these  words  will  not  be  taken  hostilely.  It 
would  have  been  quite  as  easy,  and  more  pleasant,  to  say  the 
contrary,  had  the  contrary  seemed  to  me  to  have  been  the 
fact ;  and  to  have  declared  that  the  priests  were  remarkable 
for  their  expression  of  candor,  and  their  college  for  its 
extreme  neatness  and  cleanliness. 

This  complaint  of  neglect  applies  to  other  public  institu¬ 
tions  besides  Maynooth.  The  Mansion-house,  when  I  saw 
it,  was  a  very  dingy  abode  for  the  Bight  Honorable  Lord 
Mayor,  and  that  Lord  Mayor  Mr.  O’Connell.  I  saw  him 
in  full  council,  in  a  brilliant  robe  of  crimson  velvet,  orna¬ 
mented  with  white  satin  bows  and  sable  collar,  in  an  enor¬ 
mous  cocked-hat,  like  a  slice  of  an  eclipsed  moon. 

The  Aldermen  and  Common  Council,  m  a  black  oak 
parlor,  and  at  a  dingy  green  table,  were  assembled  around 
him,  and  a  debate  of  thrilling  interest  to  the  town  ensued. 
It  related,  I  think,  to  water-pipes ;  the  great  man  did  not 
speak  publicly,  but  was  occupied  chiefly  at  the  end  of  the 
table,  giving  audiences  to  at  least  a  score  of  clients  and 
petitioners. 

The  next  day  I  saw  him  in  the  famous  Corn  Exchange. 
The  building  without  has  a  substantial  look,  but  the  hall 
within  is  rude,  dirty,  and  ill-kept.  Hundreds  of  persons 
were  assembled  in  the  black,  steaming  place ;  no  inconsid¬ 
erable  share  of  frieze-coats  were  among  them ;  and  many 
small  Bepealers,  who  could  but  lately  have  assumed  their 
breeches,  ragged  as  they  were.  These  kept  up  a  great 
chorus  of  shouting,  and  “  hear,  hear !  ”  at  every  pause  in 
the  great  Bepealer’s  address.  Mr.  O’Connell  was  reading  a 
report  from  his  Bepeal-wardens ;  which  proved  that  when 
Bepeal  took  place,  commerce  and  prosperity  would  in¬ 
stantly  flow  into  the  country ;  its  innumerable  harbors 
would  be  filled  with  countless  ships,  its  immense  water¬ 
power  would  be  directed  to  the  turning  of  myriads  of  mills  ; 
its  vast  energies  and  resources  brought  into  full  action.  At 
the  end  of  the  report,  three  cheers  were  given  for  Bepeal, 
and  in  the  midst  of  a  great  shouting  Mr.  O’Connell  leaves 
the  room. 
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“  Mr.  Quiglan,  Mr.  Quiglan !  ”  roars  an  active  aide-de- 
camp  to  the  door-keeper,  “a  covered  kyar  for  the  Lard 
May  re.”  The  covered  car  came ;  I  saw  his  lordship  get 
into  it.  Next  day  he  was  Lord  Mayor  no  longer ;  but 
Alderman  O’Connell  in  his  state-coach,  with  the  handsome 
grays  whose  manes  we:.*e  tied  up  with  green  ribbon,  follow¬ 
ing  the  new  Lord  Mayor  to  the  right  honorable  inaugura¬ 
tion.  Javelin  men,  c  .ty  marshals  (looking  like  military 
undertakers),  private  carriages,  glass  coaches,  cars,  covered 


and  uncovered,  and  thousands  of  yelling  ragamuffins,  formed 
the  civic  procession  of  that  faded,  worn-out,  insolvent  old 
Dublin  Corporation. 

The  walls  of  this  city  had  been  placarded  with  huge 
notices  to  the  public  that  O’Connell’s  rent-day  was  at  hand ; 
and  I  went  round  to  all  the  chapels  in  town  on  that  Sunday 
(not  a  little  to  the  scandal  of  some  Protestant  friends),  to 
see  the  popular  behavior.  Every  door  was  barred,  of  course, 
with  plate-holders ;  and  heaps  of  pence  at  the  humble 
entrances,  and  bank-notes  at  the  front  gates,  told  the  wil¬ 
lingness  of  the  people  to  reward  their  champion.  The  car¬ 
boy  who  drove  me  had  paid  his  little  tribute  of  fourpence 
at  morning  mass ;  the  waiter  who  brought  my  breakfast 
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had  added  to  the  national  subscription  with  his  humble 
shilling ;  and  the  Catholic  gentleman  with  whom  I  dined, 
and  between  whom  and  Mr.  O’Connell  there  is  no  great 
love  lost,  pays  his  annual  donation  out  of  gratitude  for  old 
services,  and  to  the  man  who  won  Catholic  Emancipation 
for  Ireland.  The  piety  of  the  people  at  the  chapels  is  a 
sight,  too,  always  well  worthy  to  behold.  Nor  indeed  is 
this  religious  fervor  less  in  the  Protestant  places  of  worship: 
the  warmth  and  attention  of  the  congregation,  the  enthu¬ 
siasm  with  which  hymns  are  sung  and  responses  uttered, 
contrast  curiously  with  the  cool  formality  of  worshippers 
at  home. 

The  service  at  St.  Patrick’s  is  finely  sung;  and  the 
shameless  English  custom  of  retreating  after  the  anthem 
is  properly  prevented  by  locking  the  gates,  and  having  the 
music  after  the  sermon.  The  interior  of  the  cathedral 
itself,  however,  to  an  Englishman  who  has  seen  the  neat 
and  beautiful  edifices  of  his  own  country,  will  be  anything 
but  an  object  of  admiration.  The  greater  part  of  the  huge 
old  building  is  suffered  to  remain  in  gaunt  decay,  and  with 
its  stalls  of  sham  Gothic,  and  the  tawdry  old  rags  and  gim- 
cracks  of  the  “most  illustrious  order  of  Saint  Patrick” 
(whose  pasteboard  helmets,  and  calico  banners,  and  lath 
swords,  well  characterize  the  humbug  of  chivalry  which 
they  are  made  to  represent),  looks  like  a  theatre  behind  the 
scenes.  “Paddy’s  Opera,”  however,  is  a  noble  perform¬ 
ance  ;  and  the  Englishman  may  here  listen  to  a  half-hour 
sermon,  and  in  the  anthem  to  a  bass  singer  whose  voice  is 
one  of  the  finest  ever  heard. 

The  Drama  does  not  flourish  much  more  in  Dublin  than 
in  any  other  part  of  the  country.  Operatic  stars  make 
their  appearance  occasionally,  and  managers  lose  money. 
I  was  at  a  fine  concert,  at  which  Lablache  and  others  per¬ 
formed,  where  there  were  not  a  hundred  people  in  the  pit 
of  the  pretty  theatre,  and  where  the  only  encore  given  was 
to  a  young  woman  in  ringlets  and  yellow  satin,  who  stepped 
forward  and  sang,  “Coming  through  the  rye,”  or  some 
other  scientific  composition,  in  an  exceedingly  small  voice. 
On  the  nights  when  the  regular  drama  was  enacted,  the 
audience  was  still  smaller.  The  theatre  of  Eisliamble 
Street  was  given  up  to  the  performances  of  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Gregg  and  his  Protestant  company,  whose  soirees  I  did  not 
attend ;  and,  at  the  Abbey  Street  Theatre,  whither  I  went 
in  order  to  see,  if  possible,  some  specimens  of  the  national 
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humor,  I  found  a  company  of  English  people  ranting 
through  a  melodrama,  the  tragedy  whereof  was  the  only 
laughable  thing  to  be  witnessed. 

Humbler  popular  recreations  may  be  seen  by  the  curious. 
One  night  I  paid  twopence  to  see  a  puppet-show  —  such  an 
entertainment  as  may  have  been  popular  a  hundred  and 
thirty  years  ago,  and  is  described  in  the  Spectator.  But  the 
company  here  assembled  were  not,  it  scarcely  need  be  said, 
of  the  genteel  sort.  There  were  a  score  of  boys,  how¬ 
ever,  and  a  dozen  of  laboring  men,  who  were  quite  happy 
and  contented  with  the  piece  performed,  and  loudly  ap¬ 
plauded.  Then  in  passing  homewards  of  a  night,  you  hear 
at  the  humble  public-houses  the  sound  of  many  a  fiddle, 
and  the  stamp  of  feet  dancing  the  good  old  jig,  which  is 
still  maintaining  a  struggle  with  teetotalism,  and,  though 
vanquished  now,  may  rally  some  day  and  overcome  the 
enemy.  At  Kingstown,  especially,  the  old  “  fire-worship¬ 
pers  ”  yet  seem  to  muster  pretty  strongly ;  loud  is  the 
music  to  be  heard  in  the  taverns  there,  and  the  cries  of  en¬ 
couragement  to  the  dancers. 

Of  the  numberless  amusements  that  take  place  in  the 
Phaynix ,  it  is  not  very  necessary  to  speak.  Here  you  may 
behold  garrison  races,  and  reviews  ;  lord-lieutenants  in 
brown  great-coats;  aides-de-camp  scampering  about  like 
mad  in  blue;  fat  colonels  roaring  “ charge ”  to  immense 
heavy  dragoons;  dark  riflemen  lining  woods  and  firing; 
galloping  cannoneers  banging  and  blazing  right  and  left. 
Here  comes  his  Excellency  the  Commander-in-Chief,  with 
his  huge  feathers,  and  white  hair,  and  hooked  nose  ;  and 
yonder  sits  his  Excellency  the  Ambassador  from  the  repub¬ 
lic  of  Topinambo  in  a  glass  coach,  smoking  a  cigar.  The 
honest  Dublinites  make  a  great  deal  of  such  small  digni¬ 
taries  as  his  Excellency  of  the  glass  coach ;  you  hear  every¬ 
body  talking  of  him,  and  asking  which  is  he ;  and  when 
presently  one  of  Sir  Robert  Peel’s  sons  makes  his  appear¬ 
ance  on  the  course,  the  public  rush  delighted  to  look  at 
him. 

They  love  great  folks,  those  honest  Emerald  Islanders, 
more  intensely  than  any  people  I  ever  heard  of,  except  the 
Americans.  They  still  cherish  the  memory  of  the  sacred 
George  IY.  They  chronicle  genteel  small  beer  with  never- 
failing  assiduity.  They  go  in  long  trains  to  a  sham  court 
—  simpering  in  tights  and  bags,  with  swords  between  their 
legs.  0  heaven  and  earth,  what  joy  !  Why  are  the  Irish 
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noblemen  absentees  ?  If  their  lordships  like  respect,  where 
would  they  get  it  so  well  as  in  their  own  country  ? 

The  Irish  noblemen  are  very  likely  going  through  the 
same  delightful  routine  of  duty  before  their  real  sovereign 
—  in  real  tights  and  bag-wigs,  as  it  were,  performing  their 
graceful  and  lofty  duties,  and  celebrating  the  august  ser¬ 
vice  of  the  throne.  These,  of  course,  the  truly  loyal  heart 
can  only  respect :  and  I  think  a  drawing-room  at  St. 
James’s  the  grandest  spectacle  that  ever  feasted  the  eye 
or  exercised  the  intellect.  The  crown,  surrounded  by  its 
knights  and  nobles,  its  priests,  its  sages,  and  their  respec¬ 
tive  ladies ;  illustrious  foreigners,  men  learned  in  the  law, 
heroes  of  land  and  sea,  beef-eaters,  gold-sticks,  gentlemen- 
at-arms,  rallying  round  the  throne  and  defending  it  with 
those  swords  which  never  knew  defeat  (and  would  surely, 
if  tried,  secure  victory)  :  these  are  sights  and  characters 
which  every  man  must  look  upon  with  a  thrill  of  respectful 
awe,  and  count  amongst  the  glories  of  his  country.  What 
lady  that  sees  this  will  not  confess  that  she  reads  every 
one  of  the  drawing-room  costumes,  from  Majesty  down  to 
Miss  Ann  Maria  Smith ;  and  all  the  names  of  the  presenta¬ 
tions,  from  Prince  Baccabocksky  (by  the  Russian  ambassa¬ 
dor)  to  Ensign  Stubbs  on  his  appointment  ? 

We  are  bound  to  read  these  accounts.  It  is  our  pride, 
our  duty  as  Britons.  But  though  one  may  honor  the  re¬ 
spect  of  the  aristocracy  of  the  land  for  the  sovereign,  yet 
there  is  no  reason  why  those  who  are  not  of  the  aristocracy 
should  be  aping  their  betters  :  and  the  Dublin  Castle  busi¬ 
ness  has,  I  cannot  but  think,  a  very  liigh-life-below-stairs 
look.  There  is  no  aristocracy  in  Dublin.  Its  magnates 
are  tradesmen  —  Sir  Fiat  Haustus,  Sir  Blacker  Dosy,  Mr. 
Serjeant  Bluebag,  or  Mr.  Counsellor  O’Fee.  Brass  plates 
are  their  titles  of  honor,  and  they  live  by  their  boluses 
or  their  briefs.  What  call  have  these  worthy  people  to 
be  dangling  and  grinning  at  lord-lieutenants’  levees,  and 
playing  sham  aristocracy  before  a  sham  sovereign  ?  Oh, 
that  old  humbug  of  a  castle !  It  is  the  greatest  sham  of 
all  the  shams  in  Ireland. 

Although  the  season  may  be  said  to  have  begun,  for  the 
Courts  are  opened,  and  the  noblesse  de  la  robe  have  assem¬ 
bled,  I  do  not  think  the  genteel  quarters  of  the  town  look 
much  more  cheerful.  They  still,  for  the  most  part,  wear 
their  faded  appearance  and  lean,  half-pay  look.  There  is 
the  beggar  still  dawdling  here  and  there.  Sounds  of  car- 
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riages  or  footmen  do  not  deaden  tlie  clink  of  the  burly 
policeman’s  boot-heels.  You  may  see,  possibly,  a  smutty- 
faced  nursemaid  leading  out  her  little  charges  to  walk ;  or 
the  observer  may  catch  a  glimpse  of  Mick  the  footman 
lolling  at  the  door,  and  grinning  as  he  talks  to  some  du¬ 
bious  tradesman.  Mick  and  John  are  very  different  char¬ 
acters  externally  and  inwardly  ;  —  profound  essays  (involv¬ 
ing  the  histories  of  the  two  countries  for  a  thousand  years) 
might  be  written  regarding  Mick  and  John,  and  the  moral 
and  political  influences  which  have  developed  the  flunkies 
of  the  two  nations.  The  friend,  too,  with  whom  Mick 
talks  at  the  door  is  a  puzzle  to  a  Londoner.  I  have  hardly 
ever  entered  a  Dublin  house  without  meeting  with  some 
such  character  on  my  way  in  or  out.  He  looks  too  shabby 
for  a  dun,  and  not  exactly  ragged  enough  for  a  beggar  —  a 
doubtful,  lazy,  dirty  family  vassal  —  a  guerrilla  footman. 
I  think  it  is  he  who  makes  a  great  noise,  and  whispering, 
and  clattering,  handing  in  the  dishes  to  Mick  from  outside 
of  the  dining-room  door.  When  an  Irishman  comes  to  Lon¬ 
don  he  brings  Erin  with  him  ;  and  ten  to  one  you  will  find 
one  of  these  queer  retainers  about  his  place. 

London  one  can  only  take  leave  of  by  degrees  :  the  great 
town  melts  away  into  suburbs,  which  soften,  as  it  were,  the 
parting  between  the  cockney  and  his  darling  birthplace. 
But  you  pass  from  some  of  the  stately  fine  Dublin  streets 
straight  into  the  country.  After  No.  46  Eccles  Street,  for 
instance,  potatoes  begin  at  once.  You  are  on  a  wide  green 
plain,  diversified  by  occasional  cabbage-plots,  by  drying- 
grounds  white  with  chemises,  in  the  midst  of  which  the 
chartered  wind  is  revelling ;  and  though  in  the  map  some 
fanciful  engineer  has  laid  down  streets  and  squares, 
they  exist  but  on  paper;  nor,  indeed,  can  there  be  any 
need  of  them  at  present,  in  a  quarter  where  houses  are  not 
wanted  so  much  as  people  to  dwell  in  the  same. 

If  the  genteel  portions  of  the  town  look  to  the  full  as 
melancholy  as  they  did,  the  downright  poverty  ceases,  I 
fear,  to  make  so  strong  an  impression  as  it  made  four 
months  ago.  Going  over  the  same  ground  again,  places  ap¬ 
pear  to  have  quite  a  different  aspect;  and,  with  their 
strangeness,  poverty  and  misery  have  lost  much  of  their 
terror.  The  people,  though  dirtier  and  more  ragged,  seem 
certainly  happier  than  those  in  London. 

Near  to  the  King’s  Court,  for  instance  (a  noble  building, 
as  are  almost  all  the  public  edifices  of  the  city),  is  a  strag- 
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gling  green  suburb,  containing  numberless  little  shabby, 
patched,  broken-windowed  huts,  with  rickety  gardens  dotted 
with  rags  that  have  been  washed,  and  children  that  have 
not ;  and  thronged  with  all  sorts  of  ragged  inhabitants. 
Near  to  the  suburb  in  the  town  is  a  dingy  old  mysterious 
district,  called  Stoneybatter,  where  some  houses  have  been 
allowed  to  reach  an  old  age,  extraordinary  in  this  country 
of  premature  ruin,  and  look  as  if  they  had  been  built  some 
sixscore  years  since.  In  these  and  the  neighboring  tene¬ 
ments,  not  so  old,  but  equally  ruinous  and  mouldy,  there  is 
a  sort  of  vermin  swarm  of  humanity ;  dirty  faces  at  all  the 
dirty  windows :  children  on  all  the  broken  steps ;  smutty 
slipshod  women  clacking  and  bustling  about,  and  old  men 
dawdling.  Well,  only  paint  and  prop  the  tumbling  gates 
and  huts  in  the  suburb,  and  fancy  the  Stoneybatterites 
clean,  and  you  would  have  rather  a  gay  and  agreeable  pic¬ 
ture  of  human  life  —  of  work-people  and  their  families  re¬ 
posing  after  their  labors.  They  are  all  happy,  and  sober, 
and  kind-hearted,  — they  seem  kind,  and  play  with  the 
children —  the  young  women  having  a  gay  good-natured 
joke  for  the  passer-by;  the  old  seemingly  contented,  and 
buzzing  to  one  another.  It  is  only  the  costume,  as  it  were, 
that  has  frightened  the  stranger,  and  made  him  fancy  that 
people  so  ragged  must  be  unhappy.  Observation  grows 
used  to  the  rags  as  much  as  the  people  do,  and  my  impres¬ 
sion  of  the  walk  through  this  district,  on  a  sunshiny,  clear 
autumn  evening,  is  that  of  a  fete.  I  am  almost  ashamed  it 
should  be  so. 

Near  to  Stoneybatter  lies  a  group  of  huge  gloomy  edifices 
—  an  hospital,  a  penitentiary,  a  mad-house,  and  a  poor- 
house.  I  visited  the  latter  of  these,  the  North  Dublin 
Union-house,  an  enormous  establishment,  which  accommo¬ 
dates  two  thousand  beggars.  Like  all  the  public  institu¬ 
tions  of  the  country,  it  seems  to  be  well  conducted,  and  is 
a  vast,  orderly,  and  cleanly  place,  wherein  the  prisoners 
are  better  clothed,  better  fed,  and  better  housed  than  they 
can  hops  to  be  when  at  liberty.  We  were  taken  into  all 
the  wards  in  due  order :  the  schools  and  nursery  for  the 
children ;  the  dining-rooms,  day-rooms,  &c.,  of  the  men  and 
women.  Each  division  is  so  accommodated,  as  also  with  a 
large  court  or  ground  to  walk  and  exercise  in. 

Among  the  men,  there  are  very  few  able-bodied  :  the 
most  of  them,  the  keeper  said,  having  gone  out  for  the 
harvest-time,  or  as  soon  as  the  potatoes  came  in.  If  they 
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go  out,  they  cannot  return  before  the  expiration  of  a  month, 
the  guardians  have  been  obliged  to  establish  this  prohibi¬ 
tion,  lest  the  persons  requiring  relief  should  go  in  and  out 
too  frequently.  The  old  men  were  assembled  in  consider¬ 
able  numbers  in  a  long  day -room  that  is  comfortable  and 
warm.  Some  of  them  were  picking  oakum  by  way  of  enu 
ployment,  but  most  of  them  were  past  work ;  all  such  in¬ 
mates  of  the  house  as  are  able-bodied  being  occupied  upon 
the  premises.  Their  hall  was  airy  and  as  clean  as  brush 
and  water  could  make  it :  the  men  equally  clean,  and  their 
gray  jackets  and  Scotch  caps  stout  and  warm.  Thence  we 
were  led,  with  a  sort  of  satisfaction,  by  the  guardian,  to  the 
kitchen  —  a  large  room,  at  the  end  of  which  might  be  seen 
certain  coppers,  emitting,  it  must  be  owned,  a  very  faint 
inhospitable  smell.  It  was  Friday,  and  rice-milk  is  the 
food  on  that  day,  each  man  being  served  with  a  pint-canful, 
of  which  cans  a  great  number  stood  smoking  upon  stretch¬ 
ers  —  the  platters  were  laid,  each  with  its  portion  of  salt,  in 
the  large  clean  dining-room  hard  by.  “  Look  at  that  rice,” 
said  the  keeper,  taking  up  a  bit ;  “  try  it,  sir,  it’s  delicious.” 
I’m  sure  I  hope  it  is. 

The  old  women’s  room  was  crowded  with,  I  should  think, 
at  least  four  hundred  old  ladies  —  neat  and  nice,  in  white 
clothes  and  caps  — -  sitting  demurely  on  benches,  doing 
nothing  for  the  most  part ;  but  some  employed,  like  the  old 
men,  in  fiddling  with  the  oakum.  u  There’s  tobacco  here,” 
says  the  guardian  in  a  loud  voice ;  “  who’s  smoking 
tobacco?”  “ Faith,  and  I  wish  dere  was  some  tabaccy 
here,”  says  one  old  lady,  i(  and  my  service  to  you,  Mr.  Leary, 
and  I  hope  one  of  the  gentlemen  has  a  snuff-box,  and  a  pinch 
for  a  poor  old  woman.”  But  we  had  no  boxes  ;  and  if  any 
person  who  reads  this  visit  goes  to  a  poor-house  or  a 
lunatic  asylum,  let  him  carry  a  box,  if  for  that  day  only  — 
a  pinch  is  like  Dives’s  drop  of  water  to  those  poor  limboed 
souls.  Some  of  the  poor  old  creatures  began  to  stand  up  as 
we  came  in  — - 1  can’t  say  how  painful  such  an  honor  seemed 
to  me. 

There  was  a  separate  room  for  the  able-bodied  females ; 
and  the  place  and  courts  were  full  of  stout,  red-cheeked, 
bouncing  women.  If  the  old  ladies  looked  respectable,  I 
cannot  say  the  young  ones  were  particularly  good-looking; 
there  were  some  Hogarthian  faces  amongst  them  —  sly, 
leering  and  hideous.  I  fancied  I  could  see  only  too 
well  what  these  girls  had  been.  Is  it  charitable  or  not 
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to  hope  that  such  bad  faces  could  only  belong  to  bad 
women  ? 

“  Here,  sir,  is  the  nursery,”  said  the  guide,  flinging  open 
the  door  of  a  long  room.  There  may  have  been  eighty 
babies  in  it,  with  as  many  nurses  and  mothers.  Close  to 
the  door  sat  one  with  as  beautiful  a  face  as  I  almost  ever 
saw  :  she  had  at  her  breast  a  very  sickly  and  puny  child, 
and  looked  up,  as  we  entered,  with  a  pair  of  angelical  eyes, 
and  a  face  that  Mr.  Eastlake  could  paint  —  a  face  that  had 
been  angelical,  that  is ;  for  there  was  the  snow  still,  as  it 
were,  but  with  the  footmark  on  it.  I  asked  her  how  old 
she  was — she  did  not  know.  She  could  not  have  been 
more  than  fifteen  years,  the  poor  child.  She  said  she  had 
been  a  servant  —  and  there  was  no  need  of  asking  anything 
more  about  her  story.  I  saw  her  grinning  at  one  of  her 
comrades  as  we  went  out  of  the  room ;  her  face  did  not 
look  angelical  then.  Ah,  young  master  or  old,  young  or 
old  villain,  who  did  this !  —  have  you  not  enough  wicked¬ 
ness  of  your  own  to  answer  for,  that  you  must  take 
another’s  sins  upon  your  shoulders ;  and  be  this  wretched 
child’s  sponsor  in  crime  ?  .  .  . 

But  this  chapter  must  be  made  as  short  as  possible :  and 
so  I  will  not  say  how  much  prouder  Mr.  Leary,  the  keeper, 
was  of  his  fat  pigs  than  of  his  paupers  —  how  he  pointed 
us  out  the  burial-ground  of  the  family  of  the  poor  —  their 
coffins  were  quite  visible  through  the  niggardly  mould; 
and  the  children  might  peep  at  their  fathers  over  the 
burial-ground-play-ground-wall  —  nor  how  we  went  to  see  the 
Linen  Hall  of  Dublin  —  that  huge,  useless,  lonely,  decayed 
place,  in  the  vast  windy  solitudes  of  which  stands  the  simper¬ 
ing  statue  of  George  IV.,  pointing  to  some  bales  of  shirting, 
over  which  he  is  supposed  to  extend  his  august  protection. 

The  cheers  of  the  rabble  hailing  the  new  Lord  Mayor 
were  the  last  sounds  that  I  heard  in  Dublin :  and  I  quitted 
the  kind  friends  I  had  made  there  with  the  sincerest  regret. 
As  for  forming  “an  opinion  of  Ireland,”  such  as  is  occa¬ 
sionally  asked  from  a  traveller  on  his  return  —  that  is  as 
difficult  an  opinion  to  form  as  to  express ;  and  the  puzzle 
which  has  perplexed  the  gravest  and  wisest  may  be  con¬ 
fessed  by  a  humble  writer  of  light  literature,  whose  aim  it 
only  was  to  look  at  the  manners  and  the  scenery  of  the 
country,  and  who  does  not  venture  to  meddle  with  ques¬ 
tions  of  more  serious  import. 

To  have  “an  opinion  about  Ireland,”  one  must  begin  by 
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getting  at  the  truth  ;  and  where  is  it  to  be  had  in  the  coun¬ 
try  ?  Or  rather,  there  are  two  truths,  the  Catholic  truth 
and  the  Protestant  truth.  The  two  parties  do  not  see 
things  with  the  same  eyes.  I  recollect,  for  instance,  a 
Catholic  gentleman  telling  me  that  the  Primate  had  forty- 
three  thousand  Jive  hundred  a  year ;  a  Protestant  clergy¬ 
man  gave  me,  chapter  and  verse,  the  history  of  a  shameful 
perjury  and  malversation  of  money  on  the  part  of  a  Catho¬ 
lic  priest :  nor  was  one  tale  more  true  than  the  other.  But 
belief  is  made  a  party  business  j  and  the  receiving  of  the 
archbishop’s  income  would  probably  not  convince  the  Cath¬ 
olic,  any  more  than  the  clearest  evidence  to  the  contrary 
altered  the  Protestant’s  opinion.  Ask  about  an  estate : 
you  may  be  sure  almost  that  people  will  make  misstate¬ 
ments,  or  volunteer  them  if  not  asked.  Ask  a  cottager 
about  his  rent,  or  his  landlord :  you  cannot  trust  him.  I 
shall  never  forget  the  glee  with  which  a  gentleman  in 
Munster  told  me  how  he  had  sent  off  MM.  Tocqueville  and 
Beaumont  “  with  such  a  set  of  stories.”  Inglis  was  seized, 
as  I  am  told,  and  mystified  in  the  same  way.  In  the 
midst  of  all  these  truths,  attested  with  “I  give  ye  my 
sacred  honor  and  word,”  which  is  the  stranger  to  select  ? 
And  how  are  we  to  trust  philosophers  who  make  theories 
upon  such  data  ? 

Meanwhile  it  is  satisfactory  to  know,  upon  testimony  so 
general  as  to  be  equivalent  almost  to  fact,  that,  wretched  as 
it  is,  the  country  is  steadily  advancing,  nor  nearly  so 
wretched  now  as  it  was  a  score  of  years  since ;  and  let  us 
hope  that  the  middle  class,  which  this  increase  of  prosperity 
must  generate  (and  of  which  our  laws  have  hitherto  for¬ 
bidden  the  existence  in  Ireland,  making  there  a  population 
of  Protestant  aristocracy  and  Catholic  peasantry),  will  exer¬ 
cise  the  greatest  and  most  beneficial  influence  over  the 
country.  Too  independent  to  be  bullied  by  priest  or  squire 
—  having  their  interest  in  quiet,  and  alike  indisposed  to 
servility  or  to  rebellion ;  may  not  as  much  be  hoped  from 
the  gradual  formation  of  such  a  class  as  from  any  legisla¬ 
tive  meddling  ?  It  is  the  want  of  the  middle  class  that  has 
rendered  the  squire  so  arrogant,  and  the  clerical  or  political 
demagogue  so  powerful ;  and  I  think  Mr.  O’Connell  himself 
would  say  that  the  existence  of  such  a  body  would  do  more 
for  the  steady  acquirement  of  orderly  freedom  than  the 
occasional  outbreak  of  any  crowd,  influenced  by  any  elo¬ 
quence  from  altar  or  tribune. 
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CAPTAIN  ROOK  AND  MR.  PIGEON. 


IE  statistic-mongers  and 
dealers  in  geography  have 
calculated  to  a  nicety  how 
many  quartern  loaves,  bars 
of  iron,  pigs  of  lead,  sacks 
of  wool,  Turks,  Quakers, 
Methodists,  Jews,  Catholics, 
and  C  h  u  r  c  h-o  f-E  n  g  1  a  n  d 
men  are  consumed  or  pro¬ 
duced  in  the  different  coun¬ 
tries  of  this  wicked  world  : 
I  should  like  to  see  an 
accurate  table  showing  the 
rogues  and  dupes  of  each 
nation;  the  calculation 
would  form  a  pretty  matter 
for  a  philosopher  to  specu¬ 
late  upon.  The  mind  loves 
to  repose,  and  broods  benevolently  over  this  expanded 
theme.  What  thieves  are  there  in  Paris,  0  heavens  !  and 
what  a  power  of  rogues  with  pigtails  and  mandarin  buttons 
at  Pekin !  Crowds  of  swindlers  are  at  this  very  moment 
pursuing  their  trade  at  St.  Petersburg:  how  many  scoundrels 
are  saying  their  prayers  alongside  of  Don  Carlos  !  how 
many  scores  are  jobbing  under  the  pretty  nose  of  Queen 
Christina !  what  an  inordinate  number  of  rascals  is  there, 
to  be  sure,  puffing  tobacco  and  drinking  flat  small-beer,  in 
all  the  capitals  of  Germany ;  or  else,  without  a  rag  to  their 
ebony  backs,  swigging  quass  out  of  calabashes,  and  smeared 
over  with  palm-oil,  lolling  at  the  doors  of  clay  huts  in  the 
sunny  city  of  Timbuctoo !  It  is  not  necessary  to  make  any 
more  topographical  allusions,  or,  for  illustrating  the  above 

367 


368 


4 


CHARACTER  SKETCHES. 


position,  to  go  through  the  whole  Gazetteer ;  but  he  is  a 
bad  philosopher  who  has  not  all  these  things  in  mind,  and 
does  not  in  his  speculations  or  his  estimate  of  mankind 
duly  consider  and  weigh  them.  And  it  is  fine  and  consola¬ 
tory  to  think  that  thoughtful  Nature,  which  has  provided 
sweet  flowers  for  the  humming  bee ;  fair  running  streams 
for  glittering  fish;  store  of  kids,  deer,  goats,  and  other 
fresh  meat  for  roaring  lions ;  for  active  cats,  mice ;  for  mice, 
cheese,  and  so  on ;  establishing  throughout  the  whole  of 
her  realm  the  great  doctrine  that  where  a  demand  is,  there 
will  be  a  supply  (see  the  romances  of  Adam  Smith, 
Malthus,  and  Ricardo,  and  the  philosophical  works  of 
Miss  Martineau)  :  I  say  it  is  consolatory  to  think  that, 
as  Nature  has  provided  flies  for  the  food  of  fishes,  and 
flowers  for  bees,  so  she  has  created  fools  for  rogues ;  and 
thus  the  scheme  is  consistent  throughout.  Yes,  observa¬ 
tion,  with  extensive  view,  will  discover  Captain  Rooks  all 
over  the  world,  and  Mr.  Pigeons  made  for  their  benefit. 
Wherever  shines  the  sun,  you  are  sure  to  find  Polly 
basking  in  it ;  and  knavery  is  the  shadow  at  Polly’s  heels. 

It  is  not,  however,  necessary  to  go  to  St.  Petersburg  or 
Pekin  for  rogues  (and  in  truth  I  don’t  know  whether  the 
Timbuctoo  Captain  Rooks  prefer  cribbage  or  billiards). 
“We  are  not  birds,”  as  the  Irishman  says,  “to  be  in 
half  a  dozen  places  at  once  ” ;  so  let  us  pretermit  all 
considerations  of  rogues  in  other  countries,  examining 
only  those  who  flourish  under  our  very  noses.  I  have 
travelled  much,  and  seen  many  men  and  cities  ;  and,  in 
truth,  I  think  that  our  country  of  England  produces  the 
best  soldiers,  sailors,  razors,  tailors,  brewers,  hatters,  and 
rogues  of  all.  Especially  there  is  no  cheat  like  an  English 
cheat.  Our  society  produces  them  in  the  greatest  numbers 
as  well  as  of  the  greatest  excellence.  We  supply  all 
Europe  with  them.  I  defy  you  to  point  out  a  great  city 
of  the  Continent  where  half  a  dozen  of  them  are  not  to  be 
found  :  proofs  of  our  enterprise  and  samples  of  our  home 
manufacture.  Try  Rome,  Cheltenham,  Baden,  Toeplitz, 
Madrid,  or  Tzarskoselo :  I  have  been  in  every  one  of 
them,  and  give  you  my  honor  that  the  Englishman  is  the 
best  rascal  to  be  found  in  all;  better  than  your  eager 
Frenchman  ;  your  swaggering  Irishman,  with  a  red  velvet 
waistcoat  and  red  whiskers;  your  grave  Spaniard,  with 
horrid  goggle  eyes  and  profuse  diamond  shirt-pins  ;  your 
tallow-faced  German  baron,  with  white  moustache  and 
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double  cliin,  fat,  pudgy,  dirty  fingers,  and  great  gold  thumb¬ 
ring  ;  better  even  than  your  nondescript  Russian  —  swin¬ 
dler  and  spy  as  he  is  by  loyalty  and  education  —  the  most 
dangerous  antagonist  we  have.  Who  has  the  best  coat 
even  at  Vienna  ?  who  has  the  neatest  britzska  at  Baden  ? 
who  drinks  the  best  champagne  at  Paris  ?  Captain  Rook, 
to  be  sure,  of  her  Britannic  Majesty’s  service  :  —  he  has 
been  of  the  service,  that  is  to  say,  but  often  finds  it  con¬ 
venient  to  sell  out. 

The  life  of  a  blackleg,  which  is  the  name  contemptuously 
applied  to  Captain  Rook  in  his  own  country,  is  such  an 
easy,  comfortable,  careless,  merry  one,  that  I  can’t  conceive 
why  all  the  world  do  not  turn  Captain  Rooks  ;  unless,  may 
be,  there  are  some  mysteries  and  difficulties  in  it  which 
the  vulgar  know  nothing  of,  and  which  only  men  of  real 
genius  can  overcome.  Call  on  Captain  Rook  in  the  day  (in 
London,  he  lives  about  St.  James’s ;  abroad,  he  has  the 
very  best  rooms  in  the  very  best  hotels),  and  you  will  find 
him  at  one  o’clock  dressed  in  the  very  finest  robe-de-cham- 
bre,  before  a  breakfast-table  covered  with  the  prettiest 
patties  and  delicacies  possible ;  smoking,  perhaps,  one  of 
the  biggest  Meerschaum  pipes  you  ever  saw,  reading,  pos¬ 
sibly,  The  Morning  Post,  or  a  novel  (he  has  only  one  volume 
in  his  whole  room,  and  that  from  a  circulating  library)  ;  or 
having  his  hair  dressed ;  or  talking  to  a  tailor  about  waist¬ 
coat  patterns ;  or  drinking  soda-water  with  a  glass  of 
sherry ;  all  this  he  does  every  morning,  and  it  does  not 
seem  very  difficult,  and  lasts  until  three.  At  three  he  goes 
to  a  horse-dealer’s,  and  lounges  there  for  half  an  hour ;  at 
four  he  is  to  be  seen  at  the  window  of  his  Club ;  at  five,  he 
is  cantering  and  curveting  in  Hyde  Park  with  one  or  two 
more  (he  does  not  know  any  ladies,  but  has  many  male 
acquaintances :  some,  stout  old  gentlemen  riding  cobs,  who 
knew  his  family,  and  give  him  a  surly  grunt  of  recogni¬ 
tion;  some,  very  young  lads  with  pale  dissolute  faces, 
little  moustaches  perhaps,  or  at  least  little  tufts  on  their 
chin,  who  hail  him  eagerly  as  a  man  of  fashion)  :  at  seven, 
he  has  a  dinner  at  “  Long’s,”  or  at  the  “  Clarendon  ”  ;  and 
so  to  bed  very  likely  at  five  in  the  morning,  after  a  quiet 
game  of  whist,  broiled  bones,  and  punch. 

Perhaps  he  dines  early  at  a  tavern  in  Covent  Garden; 
after  which  you  will  see  him  at  the  theatre  in  a  private 
box  (Captain  Rook  affects  the  Olympic  a  good  deal).  In 
the  box,  beside  himself,  you  will  remark  a  young  man  — 
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very  young  —  one  of  the  lads  who  spoke  to  him  in  the 
Park  this  morning,  and  a  couple  of  ladies :  one  shabby, 
melancholy,  raw-boned,  with  numberless  small  white  ring¬ 
lets,  large  hands  and  feet,  and  a  faded  light  blue  silk 
gown ;  she  has  a  large  cap,  trimmed  with  yellow,  and  all 
sorts  of  crumpled  flowers  and  greasy  blond  lace ;  she  wears 
large  gilt  ear-rings,  and  sits  back,  and  nobody  speaks  to 
her,  and  she  to  nobody,  except  to  say,  “  Law,  Maria,  how 
well  you  do  look  to-night ;  there’s  a  man  opposite  has  been 
staring  at  you  this  three  hours ;  I’m  blest  if  it  isn’t  him 
as  we  saw  in  the  Park,  dear !  ” 

“  I  wish,  Hanna,  you’d  ’old  your  tongue,  and  not  bother 
me  about  the  men.  You  don’t  believe  Miss  ’Ickman, 
Freddy,  do  you?”  says  Maria,  smiling  fondly  on  Freddy. 
Maria  is  sitting  in  front :  she  says  she  is  twenty-three,  though 
Miss  Hickman  knows  very  well  she  is  thirty-one  (Freddy 
is  just  of  age).  She  wears  a  purple-velvet  gown,  three 
different  gold  bracelets  on  each  arm,  as  many  rings  on 
each  finger  of  each  hand ;  to  one  is  hooked  a  gold  smelling- 
bottle  :  she  has  an  enormous  fan,  a  laced  pocket-handker¬ 
chief,  a  cashmere  shawl,  which  is  continually  falling  off, 
and  exposing,  very  unnecessarily,  a  pair  of  very  white 
shoulders :  she  talks  loud,  always  lets  her  playbill  drop 
into  the  pit,  and  smells  most  pungently  of  Mr.  Delcroix’s 
shop.  After  this  description  it  is  not  at  all  necessary  to 
say  who  Maria  is  :  Miss  Hickman  is  her  companion,  and 
they  live  together  in  a  very  snug  little  house  in  Mayfair, 
which  has  just  been  new-furnished  a  la  Louis  Quatoi'ze 
by  Freddy,  as  we  are  positively  informed.  It  is  even  said 
that  the  little  carriage,  with  two  little  white  ponies,  which 
Maria  drives  herself  in  such  a  fascinating  way  through  the 
Park,  was  purchased  for  her  by  Freddy  too  ;  ay,  and  that 
Captain  Eook  got  it  for  him  —  a  great  bargain  of  course. 

Such  is  Captain  Pook’s  life.  Can  anything  be  more 
easy  ?  Suppose  Maria  says,  “  Come  home,  Eook,  and 
heat  a  cold  chicken  with  us,  and  a  glass  of  hiced  cham¬ 
pagne”;  and  suppose  he  goes,  and  after  chicken — just 
for  fun  —  Maria  proposes  a  little  chicken-hazard;  she 
only  plays  for  shillings,  while  Freddy,  a  little  bolder, 
wont  mind  half-pound  stakes  himself.  Is  there  any  great 
harm  in  all  this  ?  Well,  after  half  an  hour,  Maria  grows 
tired,  and  Miss  Hickman  has  been  nodding  asleep  in  the 
corner  long  ago  ;  so  off  the  two  ladies  set,  candle  in  hand. 

“D — n  it,  Fred,”  says  Captain  Eook,  pouring  out  for 
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that  young  gentleman  his  fifteenth  glass  of  champagne, 
“what  luck  you  are  in,  if  you  did  hut  know  how  to  back 
it.” 

What  more  natural,  and  even  kind,  of  Kook  than  to  say 
this  ?  Fred  is  evidently  an  inexperienced  player;  and  every 
experienced  player  knows  that  there  is  nothing  like  back¬ 
ing  your  luck.  Freddy  does.  Well ;  fortune  is  proverbially 
variable ;  and  it  is  not  at  all  surprising  that  Freddy,  after 
having  had  so  much  luck  at  the  commencement  of  the 
evening,  should  have  the  tables  turned  on  him  at  some 
time  or  other.  — Freddy  loses. 

It  is  deuced  unlucky,  to  be  sure,  that  he  should  have 
won  all  the  little  coups  and  lost  all  the  great  ones ;  but 
there  is  a  plan  which  the  commonest  play -man  knows,  an 
infallible  means  of  retrieving  yourself  at  play :  it  is  simply 
doubling  the  stake.  Say,  you  lose  a  guinea :  you  bet  two 
guineas,  which  if  you  win,  you  win  a  guinea  and  your 
original  stake :  if  you  lose,  you  have  but  to  bet  four 
guineas  on  the  third  stake,  eight  on  the  fourth,  sixteen  on 
the  fifth,  thirty-two  on  the  sixth,  and  so  on.  It  stands  to 
reason  that  you  cannot  lose  always ,  and  the  very  first  time 
you  win,  all  your  losings  are  made  up  to  you.  There  is 
but  one  drawback  to  this  infallible  process ;  if  you  begin 
at  a  guinea,  double  every  time  you  lose,  and  lose  fifteen 
times,  you  will  have  lost  exactly  sixteen  thousand  three 
hundred  and  eighty -four  guineas ;  a  sum  which  probably 
exceeds  the  amount  of  your  yearly  income: — mine  is 
considerably  under  that  figure. 

Freddy  does  not  play  this  game  then,  yet ;  but  being  a 
poor-spirited  creature,  as  we  have  seen  he  must  be  by  being 
afraid  to  win,  he  is  equally  poor-spirited  when  he  begins  to 
lose  :  he  is  frightened ;  that  is,  increases  his  stakes,  and 
backs  his  ill-luck  :  when  a  man  does  this,  it  is  all  over  with 
him. 

When  Captain  Kook  goes  home  (the  sun  is  peering 
through  the  shutters  of  the  little  drawing-room  in  Curzon 
Street,  and  the  ghastly  footboy  —  oh,  how  bleared  his  eyes 
look  as  he  opens  the  door  !)  —  when  Captain  Rook  goes 
home,  he  has  Freddy’s  I  0  U’s  in  his  pocket  to  the 
amount,  say,  of  three  hundred  pounds.  Some  people  say 
that  Maria  has  half  of  the  money  when  it  is  paid ;  but  this 
I  don’t  believe :  is  Captain  Kook  the  kind  of  fellow  to  give 
up  a  purse  when  his  hand  has  once  clawed  hold  of  it  ? 

Be  this,  however,  true  or  not,  it  concerns  us  very  little. 
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The  Captain  goes  home  to  King  Street,  plunges  into  bed 
much  too  tired  to  say  his  prayers,  and  wakes  the  next 
morning  at  twelve  to  go  over  such  another  day  as  we  have 
just  chalked  out  for  him.  As  for  Freddy,  not  poppy,  nor 
mandragora,  nor  all  the  soda-water  at  the  chemist’s,  can 
ever  medicine  him  to  that  sweet  sleep  which  he  might  have 
had  but  for  his  loss.  “If  I  had  but  played  my  king  of 
hearts,”  sighed  Fred,  “and  kept  back  my  trump;  but 
there’s  no  standing  against  a  fellow  who  turns  up  a  king 
seven  times  running:  if  I  had  even  but  pulled  up  when 
Thomas  (curse  him !)  brought  up  that  infernal  Curagoa 
punch,  I  should  have  saved  a  couple  of  hundred,”  and  so 
on  go  Freddy’s  lamentations.  0  luckless  Freddy !  dismal 
Freddy !  silly  gaby  of  a  Freddy !  you  are  hit  now,  and 
there  is  no  cure  for  you  but  bleeding  you  almost  to  death’s 
door.  The  homoeopathic  maxim  of  similia  similibus  — 
which  means,  I  believe,  that  you  are  to  be  cured  “  by  a  hair 
of  the  dog  that  bit  you  ”  —  must  be  put  in  practice  with 
regard  to  Freddy  —  only  not  in  homoeopathic  infinitesimal 
doses  ;  no  hair  of  the  dog  that  bit  him ;  but,  vice  versa,  the 
dog  of  the  hair  that  tickled  him.  Freddy  has  begun  to 
play ;  —  a  mere  trifle  at  first,  but  he  must  play  it  out ;  he 
must  go  the  whole  dog  now,  or  there  is  no  chance  for  him. 
He  must  play  until  he  can  play  no  more ;  he  will  play 
until  he  has  not  a  shilling  left  to  play  with,  when,  perhaps, 
he  may  turn  out  an  honest  man,  though  the  odds  are 
against  him :  the  betting  is  in  favor  of  his  being  a  swindler 
always ;  a  rich  or  a  poor  one,  as  the  case  may  be.  I  need 
not  tell  Freddy’s  name,  I  think,  now ;  it  stands  on  this 
card :  — 


MR.  FREDERICK  PIGEON, 

LONG’S  HOTEL. 


I  have  said  the  chances  are  that  Frederick  Pigeon,  Esq., 
will  become  a  rich  or  a  poor  swindler,  though  the  first 
chance,  it  must  be  confessed,  is  very  remote.  I  once  heard 
an  actor,  who  could  not  write,  speak,  or  even  read  English  ; 
who  was  not  fit  for  any  trade  in  the  world,  and  had  not  the 
“nous”  to  keep  an  apple-stall,  and  scarcely  even  enough 
sense  to  make  a  Member  of  Parliament:  I  once,  I  say, 
heard  an  actor,  —  whose  only  qualifications  were  a  large 
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pair  of  legs,  a  large  voice,  and  a  very  large  neck,  —  curse 
his  fate  and  his  profession,  by  which,  do  what  he  would,  he 
could  only  make  eight  guineas  a  week.  “No  men,”  said 
he,  with  a  great  deal  of  justice,  “were  so  ill  paid  as 
‘  dramatic  artists  ’ ;  they  labored  for  nothing  all  their 
youths,  and  had  no  provision  for  old  age.”  With  this,  he 
sighed,  and  called  for  (it  was  on  a  Saturday  night)  the 
forty-ninth  glass  of  brandy -and- water  which  he  had  drunk 
in  the  course  of  the  week. 

The  excitement  of  his  profession,  I  make  no  doubt, 
caused  my  friend  Claptrap  to  consume  this  quantity  of 
spirit-and-water,  besides  beer  in  the  morning,  after  re¬ 
hearsal;  and  I  could  not  help  musing  over  his  fate.  It  is 
a  hard  one.  To  eat,  drink,  work  a  little,  and  be  jolly ;  to  be 
paid  twice  as  much  as  you  are  worth,  and  then  to  go  to 
ruin ;  to  drop  off  the  tree  when  you  are  swelled  out,  seedy, 
and  over-ripe ;  and  to  lie  rotting  in  the  mud  underneath, 
until  at  last  you  mingle  with  it. 

Now,  badly  as  the  actor  is  paid  (and  the  reader  will  the 
more  readily  pardon  the  above  episode,  because,  in  reality, 
it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  subject  in  hand),  and  luck¬ 
less  as  his  fate  is,  the  lot  of  the  poor  blackleg  is  cast  lower 
still.  You  never  hear  of  a  rich  gambler;  or  of  one  who 
wins  in  the  end.  Where  does  all  the  money  go  to  which  is 
lost  among  them  ?  Did  you  ever  play  a  game  at  loo  for 
sixpences  ?  At  the  end  of  the  night  a  great  many  of  those 
small  coins  have  been  lost,  and  in  consequence,  won :  but 
ask  the  table  all  round ;  one  man  has  won  three  shillings ; 
two  have  neither  lost  nor  won ;  one  rather  thinks  he  has 
lost ;  and  the  three  others  have  lost  two  pounds  each.  Is 
not  this  the  fact,  known  to  everybody  who  indulges  in 
round  games,  and  especially  the  noble  game  of  loo?  I 
often  think  that  the  devil’s  books,  as  cards  are  called,  are 
let  out  to  us  from  Old  Nick’s  circulating  library,  and  that 
he  lays  his  paw  upon  a  certain  part  of  the  winnings,  and 
carries  it  off  privily ;  else,  what  becomes  of  all  the  money  ? 

For  instance,  there  is  the  gentleman  whom  the  newspapers 
call  “  a  noble  earl  of  sporting  celebrity  ”  ;  —  if  he  has  lost  a 
shilling,  according  to  the  newspaper  accounts,  he  has  lost 
fifty  millions :  he  drops  fifty  thousand  pounds  at  the  Derby, 
just  as  you  and  I  would  lay  down  twopence-half penny  for 
half  an  ounce  of  Macabaw.  Who  has  won  these  millions  ? 
Is  it  Mr.  Crockford,  or  Mr.  Bond,  or  Mr.  Salon-des- 
Etrangers  ?  (I  do  not  call  these  latter  gentlemen  gam- 
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biers,  for  their  speculation  is  a  certainty.)  But  who  wins 
his  money,  and  everybody  else’s  money  who  plays  and 
loses  ?  Much  money  is  staked  in  the'  absence  of  Mr.  Crock- 
ford  ;  many  notes  are  given  without  the  interference  of  the 
Bonds ;  there  are  hundreds  of  thousands  of  gamblers  who 
are  etrangers  even  to  the  Salon-des-Etrangers. 

No,  my  dear  sir,  it  is  not  in  the  public  gambling-houses 
that  the  money  is  lost ;  it  is  not  in  them  that  your  virtue  is 
chiefly  in  danger.  Better  by  half  lose  your  income,  your 
fortune,  or  your  master’s  money,  in  a  decent  public  hell, 
than  in  the  private  society  of  such  a  man  as  my  friend 
Captain  Book ;  but  we  are  again  and  again  digressing ;  the 
point  is,  is  the  Captain’s  trade  a  good  one,  and  does  it 
yield  tolerably  good  interest  for  outlay  and  capital  ? 

To  the  latter  question  first :  —  at  this  very  season  of  May, 
when  the  Books  are  very  young,  have  you  not,  my  dear 
friend,  often  tasted  them  in  pies  ?  —  they  are  then  so 
tender  that  you  cannot  tell  the  difference  between  them 
and  pigeons.  So,  in  like  manner,  our  Book  has  been  in  his 
youth  undistinguishable  from  a  pigeon.  He  does  as  he  has 
been  done  by :  yea,  he  has  been  plucked  as  even  now  he 
plucks  his  friend  Mr.  Frederick  Pigeon.  Say  that  he 
began  the  world  with  ten  thousand  pounds  :  every  maravedi 
of  this  is  gone ;  and  may  be  considered  as  the  capital  which 
he  has  sacrificed  to  learn  his  trade.  Having  spent  10,00(B., 
then,  on  an  annuity  of  650 1.,  he  must  look  to  a  larger 
interest  for  his  money  —  say  fifteen  hundred,  two  thousand, 
or  three  thousand  pounds,  decently  to  repay  his  risk  and 
labor.  Besides  the  money  sunk  in  the  first  place,  his  pro¬ 
fession  requires  continual  annual  outlays,  as  thus  — 

Horses,  carriages  (including  Epsom,  Goodwood,  Ascot,  &c.)  £500  0  0 


Lodgings,  servants,  and  board  .  350  0  0 

Watering-places,  and  touring .  300  0  0 

Dinners  to  give .  150  0  0 

Pocket-money .  150  0  0 

Gloves,  handkerchiefs,  perfumery,  and  tobacco  (very  moderate)  150  0  0 
Tailor’s  bills  (£100  say,  never  paid) .  000 


Total . £1,600  0  0 


T  defy  any  man  to  carry  on  the  profession  in  a  decent  way 
under  the  above  sum :  ten  thousand  sunk,  and  sixteen  hun¬ 
dred  annual  expenses  ;  no,  it  is  not  a  good  profession  :  it  is 
not  good  interest  for  one’s  money  :  it  is  not  a  fair  remuner¬ 
ation  for  a  gentleman  of  birth,  industry,  and  genius :  and 
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my  friend  Claptrap,  who  growls  about  his  pay,  may  bless 
his  eyes  that  he  was  not  born  a  gentleman  and  bred  up  to 
such  an  unprofitable  calling  as  this.  Considering  his 
trouble,  his  outlay,  his  birth,  and  breeding,  the  Captain 
is  most  wickedly  and  basely  rewarded.  And  when  he  is 
obliged  to  retreat,  when  his  hand  trembles,  his  credit  is 
fallen,  his  bills  laughed  at  by  every  money-lender  in 
Europe,  his  tailors  rampant  and  inexorable  —  in  fact,  when 
the  coup  of  life  will  sauter  for  him  no  more  —  who  will 
help  the  play  worn  veteran  ?  As  Mitchel  sings  after  Aris* 
tophanes  — 

“  In  glory  lie  was  seen,  when  his  years  as  yet  were  green  ; 

But  now  when  his  dotage  is  on  him, 

God  help  him  ;  — for  no  eye  of  those  who  pass  him  by, 

Throws  a  look  of  compassion  upon  him.” 

Who  indeed  will  help  him?  —  not  his  family,  for  he  has 
bled  his  father,  his  uncle,  his  old  grandmother ;  he  has  had 
slices  out  of  his  sisters’  portions,  and  quarrelled  with,  his 
brothers-in-law ;  the  old  people  are  dead ;  the  young  ones 
hate  him,  and  will  give  him  nothing.  Who  will  help  him  ? 
—  not  his  friends ;  in  the  first  place,  my  dear  sir,  a  man’s 
friends  very  seldom  do :  in  the  second  place,  it  is  Captain 
Rook’s  business  not  to  keep,  but  to  give  up  his  friends. 
His  acquaintances  do  not  last  more  than  a  year ;  the  time, 
namely,  during  which  he  is  employed  in  plucking  them  ; 
then  they  part.  Pigeon  has  not  a  single  feather  left  to  his 
tail,  and  how  should  he  help  Rook,  whom,  au  reste ,  he  has 
learned  to  detest  most  cordially,  and  has  found  out  to  be  a 
rascal  ?  When  Rook’s  ill  day  comes,  it  is  simply  because 
he  has  no  more  friends ;  he  has  exhausted  them  all, 
plucked  every  one  as  clean  as  the  palm  of  your  hand. 
And  to  arrive  at  this  conclusion,  Rook  has  been  spending 
sixteen  hundred  a  year,  and  the  prime  of  his  life,  and  has 
moreover  sunk  ten  thousand  pounds !  Is  this  a  proper 
reward  for  a  gentleman  ?  I  say  it  is  a  sin  and  a  shame 
that  an  English  gentleman  should  be  allowed  thus  to  drop 
down  the  stream  without  a  single  hand  to  help  him. 

The  moral  of  the  above  remarks  I  take  to  be  this ;  that 
blacklegging  is  as  bad  a  trade  as  can  be ;  and  so  let  parents 
and  guardians  look  to  it,  and  not  apprentice  their  children 
to  such  a  villainous,  scurvy  way  of  living. 

It  must  be  confessed,  however,  that  there  are  some  indi¬ 
viduals  who  have  for  the  profession  such  a  natural  genius 
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that  no  entreaties  or  example  of  parents  will  keep  them  from 
it,  and  no  restraint  or  occupation  occasioned  by  another 
calling.  They  do  what  Christians  do  not  do ;  they  leave  all 
to  follow  their  master  the  Devil  ;  they  cut  friends,  families, 
and  good,  thriving,  profitable  trades  to  put  up  with  this 
one,  that  is  both  unthrifty  and  unprofitable.  They  are  in 
regiments :  ugly  whispers  about  certain  midnight  games  at 
blind-hookey,  and  a  few  odd  bargains  in  horseflesh,  are 
borne  abroad,  and  Cornet  Eook  receives  the  gentlest  hint  in 
the  world  that  he  had  better  sell  out.  They  are  in  count¬ 
ing-houses,  with  a  promise  of  partnership,  for  which  papa 
is  to  lay  down  a  handsome  premium ;  but  the  firm  of  Hobbs, 
Bobbs  and  Higgory  can  never  admit  a  young  gentleman  who 
is  a  notorious  gambler,  is  much  oftener  at  the  races  than  his 
desk,  and  has  bills  daily  falling  due  at  his  private  banker’s. 
The  father,  that  excellent  old  man,  Sam  Eook,  so  well 
known  on  ’Change  in  the  war-time,  discovers,  at  the  end  of 
five  years,  that  his  son  has  spent  rather  more  than  the  four 
thousand  pounds  intended  for  his  partnership,  and  cannot, 
in  common  justice  to  his  other  thirteen  children,  give  him 
a  shilling  more.  A  pretty  pass  for  flash  young  Tom  Eook, 
with  four  horses  in  stable,  a  protemporaneous  Mrs.  Eook, 
very  likely,  in  an  establishment  near  the  Eegent’s  Park,  and 
a  bill  for  three  hundred  and  seventy-five  pounds  coming  due 
on  the  fifth  of  next  month. 

Sometimes  young  Eook  is  destined  to  the  bar ;  and  T  am 
glad  to  introduce  one  of  these  gentlemen  and  his  history  to 
the  notice  of  the  reader.  He  was  the  son  of  an  amiable 
gentleman,  the  Eeverend  Athanasius  Eook,  who  took  high 
honors  at  Cambridge  in  the  year  1 :  was  a  fellow  of  Trinity 
in  the  year  2  :  and  so  continued  a  fellow  and  tutor  of  the 
College  until  a  living  fell  vacant,  on  which  he  seized.  It 
was  only  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year ;  but  the  fact 
is,  Athanasius  was  in  love.  Miss  Gregory,  a  pretty,  demure, 
simple  governess  at  Miss  Mickle’s  establishment  for  young 
ladies  in  Cambridge  (where  the  reverend  gentleman  used 
often  of  late  to  take  his  tea),  had  caught  the  eye  of  the 
honest  college  tutor :  and  in  Trinity  walks,  and  up  and 
down  the  Trumpington  Eoad,  he  walked  with  her  (and 
another  young  lady  of  course),  talked  with  her,  and  told  his 
love. 

Miss  Gregory  had  not  a  rap,  as  might  be  imagined  ;  but 
she  loved  Athanasius  with  her  whole  soul  and  strength,  and 
was  the  most  orderly,  cheerful,  tender,  smiling,  bustling 
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little  wife  that  ever  a  country  parson  was  blessed  withal. 
Athanasius  took  a  couple  of  pupils  at  a  couple  of  hundred 
guineas  each,  and  so  made  out  a  snug  income  ;  ay,  and  laid 
by  for  a  rainy  day  —  a  little  portion  for  Harriet,  when  she 
should  grow  up  and  marry,  and  a  help  for  Tom  at  college 
and  at  the  bar.  For  you  must  know  there  were  two  little 
Rooks  now  growing  in  the  rookery  ;  and  very  happy  were 
father  and  mother,  I  can  tell  you,  to  put  meat  down  their 
tender  little  throats.  Oh,  if  ever  a  man  was  good  and 
happy,  it  was  Athanasius  ;  if  ever  a  woman  was  happy  and 
good,  it  was  his  wife  :  not  the  whole  parish,  not  the  whole 
county,  not  the  whole  kingdom,  could  produce  such  a  snug 
rectory,  or  such  a  pleasant  menage. 

Athanasius’s  fame  as  a  scholar,  too,  was  great ;  and  as 
his  charges  were  very  high,  and  as  he  received  but  two 
pupils,  there  was,  of  course,  much  anxiety  among  wealthy 
parents  to  place  their  children  under  his  care.  Future 
squires,  bankers,  yea,  lords  and  dukes,  came  to  profit  by  his 
instructions,  and  were  led  by  him  gracefully  over  the 
“  Asses’  bridge  ”  into  the  sublime  regions  of  mathematics, 
or  through  the  syntax  into  the  pleasant  paths  of  classic 
lore. 

In  the  midst  of  these  companions,  Tom  Rook  grew  up  ; 
more  fondled  and  petted,  of  course,  than  they  ;  cleverer 
than  they ;  as  handsome,  dashing,  well-instructed  a  lad  for 
his  years  as  ever  went  to  college  to  be  a  senior  wrangler, 
and  went  down  without  any  such  honor. 

Fancy,  then,  our  young  gentleman  installed  at  college, 
whither  his  father  has  taken  him,  and  with  fond  veteran 
recollections  has  surveyed  hall  and  grass-plots,  and  the  old 
porter,  and  the  old  fountain,  and  the  old  rooms  in  which  he 
used  to  live.  Fancy  the  sobs  of  good  little  Mrs.  Rook,  as 
she  parted  with  her  boy  ;  and  the  tears  of  sweet  pale  Har¬ 
riet,  as  she  clung  round  his  neck,  and  brought  him  (in  a  sil¬ 
ver  paper,  slobbered  with  many  tears)  a  little  crimson  silk 
purse  (with  two  guineas  of  her  own  in  it,  poor  thing!). 
Fancy  all  this,  and  fancy  young  Tom,  sorry  too,  but  yet 
restless  and  glad,  panting  for  the  new  life  opening  upon 
him;  the  freedom,  the  joy  of  the  manly  struggle  for  fame, 
which  he  vows  he  will  win.  Tom  Rook,  in  other  words,  is 
installed  at  Trinity  College,  attends  lectures,  reads  at  home, 
goes  to  chapel,  uses  wine-parties  moderately,  and  bids  fair 
to  be  one  of  the  topmost  men  of  his  year. 

Tom  goes  down  for  the  Christmas  vacation.  (What  a 
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man  he  is  grown,  and  how  his  sister  and  mother  quarrel 
which  shall  walk  with  him  down  the  village  ;  and  what 
stories  the  old  gentleman  lugs  out  with  his  old  port,  and 
how  he  quotes  HCschylus,  to  be  sure  !)  The  pupils  are 
away  too,  and  the  three  have  Tom  in  quiet.  Alas  !  I  fear 
the  place  has  grown  a  little  too  quiet  for  Tom  :  however,  he 
reads  very  stoutly  of  mornings  ;  and  sister  Harriet  peeps 
with  a  great  deal  of  wonder  into  huge  books  of  scribbling- 
paper,  containing  many  strange  diagrams,  and  complicated 
arrangements  of  cc’s  and  y’s. 

May  comes,  and  the  college  examinations  :  the  delighted 
parent  receives  at  breakfast,  on  the  10th  of  that  month,  two 
letters,  as  follows  :  — 

FROM  THE  REY.  SOLOMON  SNORTER  TO  THE  REY. 

ATHANASIUS  ROOK. 

“Trinity,  May  10. 

“Dear  Credo,*  —  I  wish  you  joy.  Your  lad  is  the  best  man  of 
his  year,  and  I  hope  in  four  more  to  see  him  at  our  table.  In  classics 
he  is,  my  dear  friend,  facile  princeps ;  in  mathematics  he  was  run 
hard  ( entre  nous)  by  a  lad  of  the  name  of  Snick,  a  Westmoreland  man 
and  a  sizer.  We  must  keep  up  Thomas  to  his  mathematics,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  we  shall  make  a  fellow  and  a  wrangler  of  him. 

“  I  send  you  his  college  bill,  105/.  10s. ;  rather  heavy,  but  this  is  the 
first  term,  and  that  you  know  is  expensive  :  I  shall  be  glad  to  give  you 
a  receipt  for  it.  By  the  way,  the  young  man  is  rather  too  fond  of 
amusement,  and  lives  with  a  very  expensive  set.  Give  him  a  lecture 
on  this  score.  Yours,  Sol.  Snorter.” 

Next  comes  Mr.  Tom  Rook’s  own  letter :  it  is  long, 
modest :  we  only  give  the  postscript :  — 

“  P.S.  — Dear  father,  I  forgot  to  say  that,  as  I  live  in  the  very  best 
set  in  the  University  (Lord  Bagwig,  the  Duke’s  eldest  son  you  know, 
vows  he  will  give  me  a  living),  I  have  been  led  into  one  or  two 
expenses  which  will  frighten  you:  I  lost  £30  to  the  honorable  Mr. 
Deuceace  (a  son  of  Lord  Crabs)  at  Bagwig’s,  the  other  day  at  dinner  ; 
and  owe  £54  more  for  desserts  and  hiring  horses,  which  I  can’t  send 
into  Snorter’s  bill.t  Hiring  horses  is  so  deuced  expensive  ;  next  term 
I  must  have  a  nag  of  my  own,  that  positive.” 

The  Rev.  Athanasius  read  the  postscript  with  much  less 
gusto  than  the  letter  :  however,  Tom  has  done  his  duty,  and 
the  old  gentleman  won’t  balk  his  pleasure ;  so  he  sends  him 

*  This  is  most  probably  a  joke  on  the  Christian  name  of  Mr.  Rook. 

t  It  is,  or  was,  the  custom  for  young  gentlemen  at  Cambridge  to 
have  unlimited  credit  with  tradesmen,  whom  the  college  tutors  paid, 
and  then  sent  the  bills  to  the  parents  of  the  young  men. 
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10(B.,  with  a  “  God  bless  you !  ”  and  mamma  adds,  in  a  post¬ 
script,  that  “  he  must  always  keep  well  with  his  aristocratic 
friends,  for  he  was  made  only  for  the  best  society.” 

A  year  or  two  passes  on  :  Tom  comes  home  for  the  vaca¬ 
tions  ;  but  Tom  has  sadly  changed ;  he  has  grown  haggard 
and  pale.  At  second  year’s  examination  (owing  to  an  un¬ 
lucky  illness)  Tom  was  not  classed  at  all ;  and  Snick,  the 
Westmoreland  man,  has  carried  everything  before  him. 
Tom  drinks  more  after  dinner  than  his  father  likes  ;  he  is 
always  riding  about  and  dining  in  the  neighborhood,  and 
coming  home,  quite  odd,  his  mother  says  —  ill-humored, 
unsteady  on  his  feet,  and  husky  in  his  talk.  The  Reverend 
Athanasius  begins  to  grow  very,  very  grave  :  they  have  high 
words,  even  the  father  and  son  ;  and  oh  !  how  Harriet  and 
her  mother  tremble  and  listen  at  the  study-door  when  these 
disputes  are  going  on  ! 

The  last  term  of  Tom’s  undergraduateship  arrives  ;  he  is 
in  ill-health,  but  he  will  make  a  mighty  effort  to  retrieve 
himself  for  his  degree  ;  and  early  in  the  cold  winter’s  morn¬ 
ing  —  late,  late  at  night  —  he  toils  over  his  books  :  and  the 
end  is  that,  a  month  before  the  examination,  Thomas  Rook, 
Esquire,  has  a  brain  fever,  and  Mrs.  Rook,  and  Miss  Rook, 
and  the  Reverend  Athanasius  Rook,  are  all  lodging  at  the 
“  Hoop,”  an  inn  in  Cambridge  town,  and  day  and  night 
round  the  couch  of  poor  Tom. 

•  •  • 

O  sin,  woe,  repentance  !  0  touching  reconciliation  and 

burst  of  tears  on  the  part  of  son  and  father,  when  one  morn¬ 
ing  at  the  parsonage,  after  Tom’s  recovery,  the  old  gentle¬ 
man  produces  a  bundle  of  receipts,  and  says,  with  a  broken 
voice,  “  There,  boy,  don’t  be  vexed  about  your  debts.  Boys 
will  be  boys,  I  know,  and  I  have  paid  all  demands.”  Every¬ 
body  cries  in  the  house  at  this  news ;  the  mother  and 
daughter  most  profusely,  even  Mrs.  Stokes,  the  old  house¬ 
keeper,  who  shakes  master’s  hand,  and  actually  kisses  Mr. 
Tom. 

Well,  Tom  begins  to  read  a  little  for  his  fellowship,  but 
in  vain;  he  is  beaten  by  Mr.  Snick,  the  Westmoreland  man. 
He  has  no  hopes  of  a  living;  Lord  Bagwig’s  promises  were 
all  moonshine.  Tom  must  go  to  the  bar  ;  and  his  father, 
who  has  long  left  off  taking  pupils,  must  take  them  again, 
to  support  his  son  in  London. 

Why  tell  you  what  happens  when  there  ?  Tom  lives  at 
the  west  end  of  the  town,  and  never  goes  near  the  Temple : 
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Tom  goes  to  Ascot  and  Epsom  along  with  his  great  friends ; 
Tom  has  a  long  bill  with  Mr.  Rymell,  another  long  bill  with 
Mr.  Nugee;  he  gets  into  the  hands  of  the  Jews  —  and  his 
father  rushes  up  to  London  on  the  outside  of  the  coach  to 
find  Tom  in  a  sponging-house  in  Cursitor  Street  —  the  near¬ 
est  approach  he  has  made  to  the  Temple  during  his  three 
years’  residence  in  London. 

I  don’t  like  to  tell  you  the  rest  of  the  history.  The  Rev¬ 
erend  Athanasius  was  not  immortal,  and  he  died  a  year 
after  his  visit  to  the  sponging-house,  leaving  his  son  erxactly 
one  farthing,  and  his  wife  one  hundred  pounds  a  year,  with 
remainder  to  his  daughter.  But,  heaven  bless  you !  The 
poor  things  would  never  allow  Tom  to  want  while  they  had 
plenty,  and  they  sold  out  and  sold  out  the  three  thousand 
pounds,  until,  at  the  end  of  three  years,  there  did  not  re¬ 
main  one  single  stiver  of  them  ;  and  now  Miss  Harriet  is  a 
governess,  with  sixty  pounds  a  year,  supporting  her  mother, 
who  lives  upon  fifty. 

As  for  Tom,  he  is  a  regular  leg  now  —  leading  the  life 
already  described.  When  I  met  him  last  it  was  at  Baden, 
where  he  was  on  a  professional  tour,  with  a  carriage,  a 
courier,  a  valet,  a  confederate,  and  a  case  of  pistols.  He 
has  been  in  five  duels,  he  has  killed  a  man  who  spoke  lightly 
about  his  honor ;  and  at  French  or  English  hazard,  at  bill¬ 
iards,  at  whist,  at  loo,  ecarte,  blind-hookey,  drawing  straws, 
or  beggar-my-neighbor,  he  will  cheat  you  —  cheat  you  for  a 
hundred  pounds  or  for  a  guinea,  and  murder  you  afterwards 
if  you  like. 

Abroad,  our  friend  takes  military  rank,  and  calls  himself 
Captain  Rook ;  when  asked  of  what  service,  he  says  he  was 
with  Don  Carlos  or  Queen  Christina ;  and  certain  it  is  that 
he  was  absent  for  a  couple  of  years  nobody  knows  where ; 
he  may  have  been  with  General  Evans,  or  he  may  have  been 
at  the  Sainte  Pelagie  in  Paris,  as  some  people  vow  he 
was. 

We  must  wind  up  this  paper  with  some  remarks  concern¬ 
ing  poor  little  Pigeon.  Vanity  has  been  little  Pigeon’s 
failing  through  life.  He  is  a  linendraper’s  son,  and  has 
been  left  with  money :  and  the  silly  fashionable  works  that 
he  has  read,  and  the  silly  female  relatives  that  he  has  — 
(n.  b.  All  young  men  with  money  have  silly,  flattering  she- 
relatives) — and  the  silly  trips  that  he  has  made  to  water¬ 
ing-places,  where  he  has  scraped  acquaintance  with  the 
Honorable  Tom  Mountcoffeehouse,  Lord  Ballyhooly,  the 
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celebrated  German  Prince,  Sweller  Mobskau,  and  their  like 
(all  Captain  Kooks  in  their  way),  have  been  the  ruin  of 

him. 

I  have  not  the  slightest  pity  in  the  world  for  little  Pigeon. 
Look  at  him !  See  in  what  absurd  finery  the  little  prig  is 
dressed.  Wine  makes  his  poor  little  head  ache,  but  he  will 
drink  because  it  is  manly.  In  mortal  fear  he  puts  him¬ 
self  behind  a  curveting  camelopard  of  a  cab-horse ;  or, 
perched  on  the  top  of  a  prancing  dromedary,  is  borne 
through  Kotten  Kow,  when  he  would  give  the  world  to  be 
on  his  own  sofa,  or  with  his  own  mamma  and  sisters,  over 
a  quiet  pool  of  commerce  and  a  cup  of  tea.  How  riding 
does  scarify  his  poor  little  legs,  and  shake  his  poor  little 
sides !  Smoking,  how  it  does  turn  his  little  stomach  inside 
out ;  and  yet  smoke  he  will :  Sweller  Mobskau  smokes ; 
Mountcoffeehouse  don’t  mind  a  cigar;  and  as  for  Bally- 
hooly,  he  will  puff  you  a  dozen  in  a  day,  and  says  very  truly 
that  Pontet  won’t  supply  him  with  near  such  good  ones  as 
he  sells  Pigeon.  The  fact  is,  that  Pontet  vowed  seven 
years  ago  not  to  give  his  lordship  a  sixpence  more  credit ; 
and  so  the  good-natured  nobleman  always  helps  himself  out 
of  Pigeon’s  box. 

On  the  shoulders  of  these  aristocratic  individuals,  Mr. 
Pigeon  is  carried  into  certain  clubs,  or  perhaps  we  should 
say  he  walks  into  them  by  the  aid  of  these  “legs.”  But 
they  keep  him  always  to  themselves.  Captain  Kooks  must 
rob  in  companies ;  but  of  course,  the  greater  the  profits,  the 
fewer  the  partners  must  be.  Three  are  positively  requisite, 
however,  as  every  reader  must  know  who  has  played  a  game 
at  whist :  number  one  to  be  Pigeon’s  partner,  and  curse  his 
stars  at  losing,  and  propose  higher  play,  and  “  settle  ”  with 
number  two ;  number  three  to  transact  business  with  Pig¬ 
eon,  and  drive  him  down  to  the  city  to  sell  out.  We  have 
known  an  instance  or  two  where,  after  a  very  good  night’s 
work,  number  three  has  bolted  with  the  winnings  altogether, 
but  the  practice  is  dangerous ;  not  only  disgraceful  to  the 
profession,  but  it  cuts  up  your  own  chance  afterwards,  as 
no  one  will  act  with  you.  There  is  only  one  occasion  on 
which  such  a  manoeuvre  is  allowable.  Many  are  sick  of  the 
profession,  and  desirous  to  turn  honest  men :  in  this  case, 
when  you  can  get  a  good  coup,  five  thousand  say,  bolt  with¬ 
out  scruple.  One  thing  is  clear,  the  other  men  must  be 
mum,  and  you  can  live  at  Vienna  comfortably  on  the  inter¬ 
est  of  five  thousand  pounds. 
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Well*  then,  in  the  society  of  these  amiable  confederates 
little  Pigeon  goes  through  that  period  of  time  which  is 
necessary  for  the  purpose  of  plucking  him.  To  do  this,  you 
must  not,  in  most  cases,  tug  at  the  feathers  so  as  to  hurt 
him,  else  he  may  be  frightened,  and  hop  away  to  somebody 
else :  nor,  generally  speaking,  will  the  feathers  come  out  so 
easily  at  first  as  they  will  when  he  is  used  to  it,  and  then 
they  drop  in  handfuls.  Nor  need  you  have  the  least  scruple 
in  so  causing  the  little  creature  to  moult  artificially :  if  you 
don’t,  somebody  else  will :  a  Pigeon  goes  into  the  world 
fated,  as  Chateaubriand  says  — - 

“  Pigeon,  il  va  subir  le  sort  de  tout  pigeon.” 

He  must  be  plucked,  it  is  the  purpose  for  which  nature  has 
formed  him :  if  you,  Captain  Kook,  do  not  perform  the 
operation  on  a  green  table  lighted  by  two  wax-candles,  and 
with  two  packs  of  cards  to  operate  with,  some  other  Rook 
will :  are  there  not  railroads,  and  Spanish  bonds,  and  bitu¬ 
minous  companies,  and  Cornish  tin-mines,  and  old  dowagers 
with  daughters  to  marry  ?  If  you  leave  him,  Rook  of 
Burchin  Lane  will  have  him  as  sure  as  fate :  if  Rook  of 
B urchin  Lane  don’t  hit  him,  Rook  of  the  Stock  Exchange 
will  blaze  away  both  barrels  at  him,  which  if  the  poor 
trembling  flutterer  escape,  he  will  fly  over  and  drop  into 
the  rookery,  where  dear  old  swindling  Lady  Rook  and  her 
daughters  will  find  him  and  nestle  him  in  their  bosoms,  and 
in  that  soft  place  pluck  him  until  he  turns  out  as  naked  as 
a  cannon-ball. 

Be  not  thou  scrupulous,  0  Captain !  Seize  on  Pigeon ; 
pluck  him  gently  but  boldly  ;  but,  above  all,  never  let  him 
go.  If  he  is  a  stout  cautious  bird,  of  course  you  must  be 
more  cautious ;  if  he  is  excessively  silly  and  scared,  per¬ 
haps  the  best  way  is  just  to  take  him  round  the  neck  at 
once,  and  strip  the  whole  stock  of  plumage  from  his 
back. 

The  feathers  of  the  human  pigeon  being  thus  violently 
abstracted  from  him,  no  others  supply  their  place :  and  yet 
I  do  not  pity  him.  He  is  now  only  undergoing  the  destiny 
of  pigeons,  and  is,  I  do  believe,  as  happy  in  his  plucked  as 
in  his  feathered  state.  He  cannot  purse  out  his  breast,  and 
bury  his  head,  and  fan  his  tail,  and  strut  in  the  sun  as  if  he 
were  a  turkey-cock.  Under  all  those  fine  airs  and  feathers, 
he  was  but  what  he  is  now,  a  poor  little  meek,  silly, 
cowardly  bird,  and  his  state  of  pride  is  not  a  whit  more  nab 
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tiral  to  him  than  his  fallen  condition.  He  soon  grows  used 
to  it.  He  is  too  great  a  coward  to  despair ;  much  too  mean 
to  be  frightened  because  he  must  live  by  doing  meanness. 
He  is  sure,  if  he  cannot  fly,  to  fall  somehow  or  other  on  his 
little  miserable  legs :  on  these  he  hops  about,  and  manages 
to  live  somewhere  in  his  own  mean  way.  He  has  but  a 
small  stomach,  and  doesn’t  mind  what  food  he  puts  into  it. 
He  sponges  on  his  relatives  ;  or  else  just  before  his  utter 


ruin  he  marries  and  has  nine  children  (and  such  a  family 
always  lives)  ;  he  turns  bully  most  likely,  takes  to  drink¬ 
ing,  and  beats  his  wife,  who  supports  him,  or  takes  to 
drinking  too  ;  or  he  gets  a  little  place,  a  very  little  place ; 
you  hear  he  has  some  tide-waitership,  or  is  clerk  to  some 
new  milk  company,  or  is  lurking  about  a  newspaper.  He 
dies,  and  a  subscription  is  raised  for  the  Widow  Pigeon,  and 
we  look  no  more  to  find  a  likeness  of  him  in  his  children, 
who  are  as  a  new  race.  Blessed  are  ye  little  ones,  for  ye 
are  born  in  poverty,  and  may  bear  it,  or  surmount  it  and 
die  rich.  But  woe  to  the  pigeons  of  this  earth,  for  they  are 
born  rich  that  they  may  die  poor. 
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The  end  of  Captain  Book  —  for  we  must  bring  both  him 
and  the  paper  to  an  end  —  is  not  more  agreeable,  but  some¬ 
what  more  manly  and  majestic  than  the  conclusion  of  Mr. 
Pigeon.  If  you  walk  over  to  the  Queen’s  Bench  Prison,  I 
would  lay  a  wager  that  a  dozen  such  are  to  be  found  there 
in  a  moment.  They  have  a  kind  of  Lucifer  look  with  them, 
and  stare  at  you  with  tierce,  twinkling,  crow-footed  eyes  ;  or 
grin  from  under  huge  grizzly  moustaches,  as  they  walk  up 
and  down  in  their  tattered  brocades.  What  a  dreadful 
activity  is  that  of  a  madhouse,  or  a  prison !  —  a  dreary 
flagged  court-yard,  a  long  dark  room,  and  the  inmates  of  it, 
like  the  inmates  of  the  menagerie  cages,  ceaselessly  walking 
up  and  down !  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  says  very  touch¬ 
ingly  :  — 

“  Pour  mon  mal  estranger 
Je  ne  m’arreste  en  place; 

Mais,  j’en  ay  beau  changer 
Si  ma  douleur  n’  efface  l” 

Up  and  down,  up  and  down  —  the  inward  woe  seems  to  spur 
the  body  onwards  ;  and  I  think  in  both  madhouse  and  prison 
you  will  find  plenty  of  specimens  of  our  Captain  Book.  It 
is  fine  to  mark  him  under  the  pressure  of  this  woe,  and  see 
how  fierce  he  looks  when  stirred  up  by  the  long  pole  of 
memory.  In  these  asylums  the  Books  end  their  lives ;  or, 
more  happy,  they  die  miserably  in  a  miserable  provincial 
town  abroad,  and  for  the  benefit  of  coming  Books  they  com¬ 
monly  die  early ;  you  as  seldom  hear  of  an  old  Book  (prac¬ 
tising  his  trade)  as  of  a  rich  one.  It  is  a  short-lived  trade  .; 
not  merry,  for  the  gains  are  most  precarious,  and  perpetual 
doubt  and  dread  are  not  pleasant  accompaniments  of  a  pro¬ 
fession : —  not  agreeable  either,  for  though  Captain  Book 
does  not  mind  being  a  scoundrel,  no  man  likes  to  be  consid¬ 
ered  as  such,  and  as  such,  he  knows  very  well,  does  the 
world  consider  Captain  Book :  not  profitable,  for  the  ex¬ 
penses  of  the  trade  swallow  up  all  the  profits  of  it,  and  in 
addition  leave  the  bankrupt  with  certain  habits  that  have 
become  as  nature  to  him,  and  which,  to  live,  he  must 
gratify.  I  know  no  more  miserable  wretch  than  our  Book 
in  his  autumn  days,  at  dismal  Calais  or  Boulogne,  or  at  the 
Bench  yonder,  with  a  whole  load  of  diseases  and  wants,  that 
have  come  to  him  in  the  course  of  his  profession ;  the 
diseases  and  wants  of  sensuality,  always  pampered,  and 
now  agonizing  for  lack  of  its  unnatural  food;  the  mind. 
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which  must  think  now,  and  has  only  bitter  recollections, 
mortified  ambitions,  and  unavailing  sconndrelisms  to  con 
over  !  Oh,  Captain  Rook  !  what  nice  “  chums  ”  do  you  take 
with  you  into  prison ;  what  pleasant  companions  of  exile 
follow  you  over  the  fines  patriae,  or  attend,  the  only  watch¬ 
ers,  round  your  miserable  death-bed ! 

My  son,  be  not  a  Pigeon  in  thy  dealings  with  the  world : 
—  but  it  is  better  to  be  a  Pigeon  than  a  Rook. 


vol.  ii.  — 25 


THE  FASHIONABLE  AUTHORESS. 


AYING  a  visit  the  other 
day  to  my  friend  Timson, 
who,  I  need  not  tell  the 
public,  is  editor  of  that 
famous  evening  paper, 
the  .  .  .  (and  let  it  be 
said  that  there  is  no 
more  profitable  acquaint¬ 
ance  than  a  gentleman 
in  Tim  son’s  situation,  in 
whose  office,  at  three 
o’clock  daily,  you  are 
sure  to  find  new  books, 
lunch,  magazines,  and 
innumerable  tickets  for  concerts  and  plays)  :  going,  I  say, 
into  Timson’s  office,  I  saw  on  the  table  an  immense  paper 
cone  or  funnel,  containing  a  bouquet  of  such  a  size,  that  it 
might  be  called  a  bosquet,  wherein  all  sorts  of  rare  ger¬ 
aniums,  luscious  magnolias,  stately  dahlias,  and  other 
floral  produce  were  gathered  together  —  a  regular  flower- 
stack. 

Timson  was  for  a  brief  space  invisible,  and  I  was  left 
alone  in  the  room  with  the  odors  of  this  tremendous  bow- 
pot,  which  filled  the  whole  of  the  inky,  smutty,  dingy 
apartment  with  an  agreeable  incense.  “  0  rus  !  quando  te 
aspiciam  ?  ”  exclaimed  I,  out  of  the  Latin  grammar,  for 
imagination  had  carried  me  away  to  the  country,  and  I  was 
about  to  make  another  excellent  and  useful  quotation  (from 
the  14th  book  of  the  Iliad,  Madam),  concerning  “ruddy 
lotuses,  and  crocuses,  and  hyacinths,”  when  all  of  a  sudden 
Timson  appeared.  His  head  and  shoulders  had,  in  fact, 
been  engulfed  in  the  flowers,  among  which  he  might  be 
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compared  to  any  Cupid,  butterfly,  or  bee.  His  little  face 
was  screwed  up  into  such  an  expression  of  comical  delight 
and  triumph,  that  a  Methodist  parson  would  have  laughed 
at  it  in  the  midst  of  a  funeral  sermon. 

“  What  are  you  giggling  at  ?  ”  said  Mr.  Timson,  assuming 
a  high,  aristocratic  air. 

“Has  the  goddess  Flora  made  you  a  present  of  that 
bower,  wrapped  up  in  white  paper :  or  did  it  come  by  the 
vulgar  hands  of  yonder  gorgeous  footman,  at  whom  all  the 
little  printer’s  devils  are  staring  in  the  passage  ?  ” 

“Stuff!”  said  Timson,  picking  to  pieces  some  rare  exotic, 
worth  at  the  very  least  fifteenpence ;  “  a  friend,  who  knows 
that  Mrs.  Timson  and  I  are  fond  of  these  things,  has  sent 
us  a  nosegay,  that’s  all.” 

I  saw  how  it  was.  “Augustus  Timson,”  exclaimed  T, 
sternly,  “  the  Pimlicoes  have  been  with  you ;  if  that  foot¬ 
man  did  not  wear  the  Pimlico  plush,  ring  the  beil  and 
order  me  out;  if  that  three-cornered  billet  lying  in  your 
snuff-box  has  not  the  Pimlico  seal  to  it,  never  ask  me  to 
dinner  again.” 

“Well,  if  it  does”  says  Mr.  Timson,  who  flushed  as  red 
as  a  peony,  “what  is  the  harm  ?  Lady  Fanny  Flummery 
may  send  flowers  to  her  friends,  I  suppose  ?  The  conser¬ 
vatories  at  Pimlico  House  are  famous  all  the  world  over, 
and  the  Countess  promised  me  a  nosegay  the  very  last  time 
I  dined  there.” 

“Was  that  the  day  when  she  gave  you  a  box  of  bonbons 
for  your  darling  little  Ferdinand  ?  ” 

“No,  another  day.” 

“  Or  the  day  when  she  promised  you  her  carriage  for 
Epsom  Paces  ?  ” 

«  No.” 

“Or  the  day  when  she  hoped  that  her  Lucy  and  your 
Barbara- Jane  might  be  acquainted,  and  sent  to  the  latter 
from  the  former  a  new  French  doll  and  tea-things  ?  ” 

“  Fiddlestick  !  ”  roared  out  Augustus  Timson,  Esquire  : 
“I  wish  you  wouldn’t  come  bothering  here.  I  tell  you 
that  Lady  Pimlico  is  my  friend  —  my  friend,  mark  you, 
and  I  will  allow  no  man  to  abuse  her  in  my  presence  ;  I 
say  again  no  man ;  ”  wherewith  Mr.  Timson  plunged  both 
his  hands  violently  into  his  breeches-pockets,  looked  me  in 
the  face  sternly,  and  began  jingling  his  keys  and  shillings 
about. 

At  this  juncture  (it  being  about  half-past  three  o’clock  in 
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the  afternoon),  a  one-horse  chaise  drove  up  to  the  .  .  . 
office  (Timson  lives  at  Clapham,  and  comes  in  and  out  in 
this  machine)  —  a  one-horse  chaise  drove  up ;  and  amidst  a 
scuffling  and  crying  of  small  voices,  good-humored  Mrs. 
Timson  bounced  into  the  room. 

“  Here  we  are,  deary,”  said  she,  “  we’ll  walk  to  the 
Meryweathers  ;  and  I’ve  told  Sam  to  be  in  Charles  Street 
at  twelve  with  the  chaise ;  it  wouldn’t  do,  you  know,  to 


come  out  of  the  Pimlico  box  and  have  the  people  cry,  ‘Mrs. 
Timson’s  carriage  !  ’  for  old  Sam  and  the  chaise.” 

Timson,  to  this  loving  and  voluble  address  of  his  lady, 
gave  a  peevish,  puzzled  look  towards  the  stranger,  as  much 
as  to  say,  “He’s  here.” 

“  La,  Mr.  Smith  !  and  how  do  you  do  ?  —  So  rude  —  I 
didn’t  see  you :  but  the  fact  is,  we  are  all  in  such  a  bustle ! 
Augustus  has  got  Lady  Pimlico’s  box  for  the  Puritani 
to-night,  and  I  vowed  I’d  take  the  children.” 

Those  young  persons  were  evidently  from  their  costume 
prepared  for  some  extraordinary  festival.  Miss  Barbara- 
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Jane,  a  young  lady  of  six  years  old,  in  a  pretty  pink  slip 
and  white  muslin,  her  dear  little  poll  bristling  over  with 
papers,  to  be  removed  previous  to  the  play ;  while  Master 
Ferdinand  had  a  pair  of  nankeens  (I  can  recollect  Timson 
in  them  in  the  year  1825  —  a  great  buck),  and  white  silk 
stockings,  which  belonged  to  his  mamma.  His  frill  was 
very  large  and  very  clean,  and  he  was  fumbling  perpetually 
at  a  pair  of  white  kid  gloves,  which  his  mamma  forbade 
him  to  assume  before  the  opera. 

And  “  Look  here  !  ”  and  “  Oh,  precious !  ”  and  “  Oh,  my !  ” 
were  uttered  by  these  worthy  people  as  they  severally 
beheld  the  vast  bouquet,  into  which  Mrs.  Timson’s  head 
flounced,  just  as  her  husband’s  had  done  before. 

“  I  must  have  a  greenhouse  at  the  Snuggery,  that’s  posi¬ 
tive,  Timson,  for  I’m  passionately  fond  of  flowers  —  and  how 
kind  of  Lady  Fanny !  Do  you  know  her  ladyship,  Mr. 
Smith  ?” 

“Indeed,  Madam,  I  don’t  remember  having  ever  spoken 
to  a  lord  or  a  lady  in  my  life.” 

Timson  smiled  in  a  supercilious  way.  Mrs.  Timson 
exclaimed,  “  La,  how  odd !  Augustus  knows  ever  so  many. 
Let’s  see,  there’s  the  Countess  of  Pimlico  and  Lady  Fanny 
Flummery ;  Lord  Doldrum  (Timson  touched  up  his  travels, 
you  know)  ;  Lord  Gasterton,  Lord  Guttlebury’s  eldest  son ; 
Lady  Pawpaw  (they  say  she  ought  not  to  be  visited,  though) ; 
Baron  Strum  —  Strom  —  Strumpf  —  ” 

What  the  baron’s  name  was  I  have  never  been  able  to 
learn;  for  here  Timson  burst  out  with  a  “Hold  your 
tongue,  Bessy !  ”  which  stopped  honest  Mrs.  Timson’s 
harmless  prattle  altogether,  and  obliged  that  worthy  woman 
to  say  meekly,  “Well,  Gus,  I  did  not  think  there  was  any 
harm  in  mentioning  your  acquaintance.”  Good  soul !  it 
was  only  because  she  took  pride  in  her  Timson  that  she 
loved  to  enumerate  the  great  names  of  the  persons  who 
did  him  honor.  My  friend  the  editor  was,  in  fact,  in  a 
cruel  position,  looking  foolish  before  his  old  acquaintance, 
stricken  in  that  unfortunate  sore  point  in  his  honest,  good- 
humored  character.  The  man  adored  the  aristocracy,  and 
had  that  wonderful  respect  for  a  lord  which,  perhaps  the 
observant  reader  may  have  remarked,  especially  character¬ 
izes  men  of  Timson’s  way  of  thinking. 

In  old  days  at  the  club  (we  held  it  in  a  small  public- 
house  near  the  Coburg  Theatre,  some  of  us  having  free 
admissions  to  that  place  of  amusement,  and  some  of  us 


390 


4 


CHARACTER  SKETCHES. 


living  for  convenience  in  the  immediate  neighborhood  of 
one  of  his  Majesty’s  prisons  in  that  quarter)  —  in  old  days, 
I  say,  at  our  spouting  and  toasted-cheese  club,  called  “  The 
Forum,”  Timson  was  called  Brutus  Timson,  and  not 
Augustus,  in  consequence  of  the  ferocious  republicanism 
which  characterized  him,  and  his  utter  scorn  and  hatred  of  a 
bloated,  do-nothing  aristocracy.  His  letters  in  The  Weekly 
Sentinel ,  signed  “  Lictor,”  must  be  remembered  by  all  our 
readers :  he  advocated  the  repeal  of  the  corn  laws,  the 
burning  of  machines,  the  rights  of  labor,  &c.,  &c.,  wrote 
some  pretty  defences  of  Robespierre,  and  used  seriously  to 
avow,  when  at  all  in  liquor,  that,  in  consequence  of  those 
“  Lictor  ”  letters,  Lord  Castlereagh  had  tried  to  have  him 
murdered  and  thrown  over  Blackfriars  Bridge. 

By  what  means  Augustus  Timson  rose  to  his  present 
exalted  position  it  is  needless  here  to  state ;  suffice  it,  that 
in  two  years  he  was  completely  bound  over  neck-and-heels 
to  the  bloodthirsty  aristocrats,  hereditary  tyrants,  &c.  One 
evening  he  was  asked  to  dine  with  a  secretary  of  the 
Treasury  (the  ...  is  Ministerial,  and  has  been  so  these 
forty-nine  years)  ;  at  the  house  of  that  secretary  of  the 
Treasury  he  met  a  lord’s  son :  walking  with  Mrs.  Timson 
in  the  Park  next  Sunday,  that  lord’s  son  saluted  him. 
Timson  was  from  that  moment  a  slave,  had  his  coats  made 
at  the  west  end,  cut  his  wife’s  relations  (they  are  dealers  in 
marine-stores,  and  live  at  Wapping),  and  had  his  name  put 
down  at  two  Clubs. 

Who  was  the  lord’s  son  ?  Lord  Pimlico’s  son,  to  be 
sure,  the  Honorable  Frederick  Flummery,  who  married  Lady 
Fanny  Foxy,  daughter  of  Pitt  Castlereagh,  second  Earl  of 
Reynard,  Kilbrush  Castle,  county  Kildare.  The  earl  had 
been  ambassador  in  ’14  :  Mr.  Flummery,  his  attache  :  he 
was  twenty-one  at  that  time,  with  the  sweetest  tuft  on  his 
chin  in  the  world.  Lady  Fanny  was  only  four-and-twenty, 
just  jilted  by  Prince  Scoronconcolo,  the  horrid  man  who 
had  married  Miss  Solomonson  with  a  plum.  Fanny  had 
nothing  —  Frederick  had  about  seven  thousand  pounds  less. 
What  better  could  the  young  things  do  than  marry  ?  Marry 
they  did,  and  in  the  most  delicious  secrecy.  Old  Reynard 
was  charmed  to  have  an  opportunity  of  breaking  with  one 
of  his  daughters  forever,  and  only  longed  for  an  occasion 
never  to  forgive  the  other  nine. 

A  wit  of  the  Prince’s  time,  who  inherited  and  trans¬ 
mitted  to  his  children  a  vast  fortune  in  genius,  was 


THE  FASHIONABLE  AUTHORESS. 


391 


cautioned  on  his  marriage  to  be  very  economical.  u  Eco¬ 
nomical  !  ”  said  he  ;  “  my  wife  has  nothing,  and  I  have 
nothing :  I  suppose  a  man  can’t  live  under  that !  ”  Our 
interesting  pair,  by  judiciously  employing  the  same  capital, 
managed,  year  after  year,  to  live  very  comfortably,  until  at 
last  they  were  received  into  Pimlico  House  by  the  dowager 
(who  has  it  for  her  life),  where  they  live  very  magnifi¬ 
cently.  Lady  Fanny  gives  the  most  magnificent  entertain¬ 
ment  in  London,  has  the  most  magnificent  equipage,  and  a 
very  fine  husband;  who  has  his  equipage  as  fine  as  her 
ladyship’s  ;  his  seat  in  the  omnibus,  while  her  ladyship  is  in 
the  second  tier.  They  say  he  pla}^s  a  good  deal  —  ay,  and 
pays,  too,  when  he  loses. 

And  how,  pr’ythee  ?  Her  ladyship  is  a  Fashionable 
Authoress.  She  has  been  at  this  game  for  fifteen  years  ; 
during  which  period  she  has  published  forty-five  novels, 
edited  twenty-seven  new  magazines,  and  I  don’t  know  how 
many  annuals,  besides  publishing  poems,  plays,  desultory 
thoughts,  memoirs,  recollections  of  travel,  and  pamphlets 
without  number.  Going  one  day  to  church,  a  lady,  whom 
I  knew  by  her  Leghorn  bonnet  and  red  ribbons,  ruche  with 
poppies  and  marigolds,  brass  ferroniere,  great  red  hands, 
black  silk  gown,  thick  shoes,  and  black  silk  stockings ;  a 
lady,  whom  I  knew,  I  say,  to  be  a  devotional  cook,  made  a 
bob  to  me  just  as  the  psalm  struck  up,  and  offered  me  a  share 
of  her  hymn-book.  It  was  — 

HEAVENLY  CHOEDS; 

A  COLLECTION  OF 

SACKED  STKAINS, 

SELECTED,  COMPOSED,  AND  EDITED  BY  THE 
LADY  FRANCES  JULIANA  FLUMMERY. 

—  Being  simply  a  collection  of  heavenly  chords  robbed 
from  the  lyres  of  Watts,  Wesley,  Brady  and  Tate,  &c. ;  and 
of  sacred  strains  from  the  rare  collection  of  Sternhold  and 
Hopkins.  Out  of  this,  cook  and  I  sang ;  and  it  is  amazing 
how  much  our  fervor  was  increased  by  thinking  that  our 
devotions  were  directed  by  a  lady  whose  name  was  in  the 
Eed  Book. 

The  thousands  of  pages  that  Lady  Fanny  Flummery  has 
covered  with  ink  exceed  all  belief.  You  must  have  re- 
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marked,  Madam,  in  respect  of  this  literary  fecundity,  that 
your  amiable  sex  possesses  vastly  greater  capabilities  than 
we  do  ;  and  that  while  a  man  is  painfully  laboring  over  a 
letter  of  two  sides,  a  lady  will  produce  a  dozen  pages, 
crossed,  dashed,  and  so  beautifully  neat  and  close  as  to  be 
wellnigh  invisible.  The  readiest  of  ready  pens  has  Lady 
Fanny ;  her  Pegasus  gallops  over  hot-pressed  satin  so  as  to 
distance  all  gentlemen  riders  :  like  Camilla,  it  scours  the 
plain  —  of  Bath,  and  never  seems  punished  or  fatigued  ; 
only  it  runs  so  fast  that  it  often  leaves  all  sense  behind  it ; 
and  there  it  goes  on,  on,  scribble,  scribble,  scribble,  never 
flagging  until  it  arrives  at  that  fair  winning-post  on  which 
is  written  “  finis/5  or  “  the  end  55  ;  and  shows  that  the 
course,  whether  it  be  of  novel,  annual,  poem,  or  what  not, 
is  complete. 

Now,  the  author  of  these  pages  doth  not  pretend  to 
describe  the  inward  thoughts,  ways,  and  manner  of  being, 
of  my  Lady  Fanny,  having  made  before  that  humiliating 
confession,  that  lords  and  ladies  are  personally  unknown  to 
him ;  so  that  all  milliners,  butchers5  ladies,  dashing  young 
clerks,  and  apprentices,  or  other  persons  who  are  anxious 
to  cultivate  a  knowledge  of  the  aristocracy,  had  better  skip 
over  this  article  altogether.  But  he  hath  heard  it  whis¬ 
pered,  from  pretty  good  authority,  that  the  manners  and 
customs  of  these  men  and  women  resemble,  in  no  incon¬ 
siderable  degree,  the  habits  and  usages  of  other  men  and 
women,  whose  names  are  unrecorded  by  Debrett.  Grant¬ 
ing  this,  and  that  Lady  Fanny  is  a  woman  pretty  much 
like  another,  the  philosophical  reader  will  be  content  that 
we  rather  consider  her  ladyship  in  her  public  capacity,  and 
examine  her  influence  upon  mankind  in  general. 

Her  person,  then,  being  thus  put  out  of  the  way,  her 
works,  too,  need  not  be  very  carefully  sifted  and  criticised ; 
for  what  is  the  use  of  peering  into  a  millstone,  or  making 
calculations  about  the  figure  0  ?  The  woman  has  not,  in 
fact,  the  slightest  influence  upon  literature  for  good  or  for 
evil :  there  are  a  certain  number  of  fools  whom  she  catches 
in  her  flimsy  traps ;  and  why  not  ?  They  are  made  to  be 
humbugged,  or  how  should  we  live  ?  Lady  Flummery 
writes  everything ;  that  is,  nothing.  Her  poetry  is  mere 
wind ;  her  novels,  stark  nought ;  her  philosophy,  sheer 
vacancy :  how  should  she  do  any  better  than  she  does  ? 
how  could  she  succeed  if  she  did  do  any  better  ?  If  she 
did  write  well,  she  would  not  be  Lady  Flummery  ;  she 
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would  not  be  praised  by  Timson  and  the  critics,  because 
she  would  be  an  honest  woman,  and  would  not  bribe  them. 
Nay,  she  would  probably  be  written  down  by  Timson  and 
Co.,  because,  being  an  honest  woman,  she  utterly  despised 
them  and  their  craft. 

We  have  said  what  she  writes  for  the  most  part.  Indi¬ 
vidually,  she  will  throw  off  any  number  of  novels  that 
Messrs.  Soap  and  Diddle  will  pay  for ;  and  collectively,  by 
the  aid  of  self  and  friends,  scores  of  “  Lyrics  of  Loveli¬ 
ness/7  “Beams  of  Beauty,”  “Pearls  of  Purity,”  &c.  Who 
does  not  recollect  the  success  which  her  “  Pearls  of  the 
Peerage 77  had  ?  She  is  going  to  do  the  “  Beauties  of 
the  Baronetage 77 ;  then  we  shall  have  the  “  Daughters  of 
the  Dustman,77  or  some  such  other  collection  of  portraits. 
Lady  Plummery  has  around  her  a  score  of  literary  gentle¬ 
men,  who  are  bound  to  her,  body  and  soul :  give  them  a 
dinner,  a  smile  from  an  opera-box,  a  wave  of  the  hand  in 
Botten  Bow,  and  they  are  hers,  neck  and  heels.  Vides,  mi 
fill,  &c.  See,  my  son,  with  what  a  very  sn\all  dose  of  hum¬ 
bug  men  are  to  be  bought.  I  know  many  of  these  individ¬ 
uals  :  there  is  my  friend  M ‘Lather,  an  immense,  pudgy 
man :  I  saw  him  one  day  walking  through  Bond  Street  in 
company  with  an  enormous  ruby  breastpin.  “  Mac !  77 
shouted  your  humble  servant,  “  that  is  a  Plummery 
ruby 77 ;  and  Mac  hated  and  cursed  us  ever  after.  Pres¬ 
ently  came  little  Fitch,  the  artist ;  he  was  rigged  out  in  an 
illuminated  velvet  waistcoat  —  Flummery  again  —  “There’s 
only  one  like  it  in  town,”  whispered  Fitch  to  me  confiden¬ 
tially,  “and  Flummery  has  that.”  To  be  sure,  Fitch  had 
given,  in  return,  half  a  dozen  of  the  prettiest  drawings  in 
the  world.  “  I  wouldn’t  charge  for  them,  you  know,”  he 
says  :  “  for,  hang  it,  Lady  Flummery  is  my  friend.”  Oh, 
Fitch,  Fitch  ! 

Fifty  more  instances  could  be  adduced  of  her  ladyship’s 
ways  of  bribery.  She  bribes  the  critics  to  praise  her,  and 
the  writers  to  write  for  her ;  and  the  public  flocks  to  her 
as  it  will  to  any  other  tradesman  who  is  properly  puffed. 
Out  comes  the  book ;  as  for  its  merits,  we  may  allow,  cheer¬ 
fully,  that  Lady  Flummery  has  no  lack  of  that  natural 
esprit  which  every  woman  possesses  ;  but  here  praise  stops. 
For  the  style,  she  does  not  know  her  own  language ;  but,  in 
revenge,  has  a  smattering  of  half  a  dozen  others.  She 
interlards  her  works  with  fearful  quotations  from  the 
French,  fiddle-faddle  extracts  from  Italian  operas,  German 
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phrases  fiercely  mutilated,  and  a  scrap  or  two  of  bad  Span¬ 
ish:  and  upon  the  strength  of  these  murders  she  calls  her* 
herself  an  authoress.  To  be  sure,  there  is  no  such  word 
as  authoress.  If  any  young  nobleman  or  gentleman  of 
Eton  College,  when  called  upon  to  indite  a  copy  of  verses 
in  praise  of  Sappho,  or  the  Countess  of  Dash,  or  Lady 
Charlotte  What-d’ye-call-’em,  or  the  Honorable  Mrs.  Some¬ 
body,  should  fondly  imagine  that  he  might  apply  to  those 
fair  creatures  the  title  of  auctrix —  I  pity  that  young 
nobleman’s  or  gentleman’s  case.  Doctor  Wordsworth  and 
assistants  would  swish  that  error  out  of  him  in  a  way  that 
need  not  here  be  mentioned.  Remember  it  henceforth,  ye 
writeresses  —  there  is  no  such  word  as  authoress.  Auctor, 
Madam,  is  the  word.  “  Optima  ta  pvoprii  nominis  auctor 
eris  which,  of  course,  means  that  you  are,  by  your  proper 
name,  an  author,  not  an  authoress :  the  line  is  in  Ains¬ 
worth’s  Dictionary,  where  anybody  may  see  it. 

This  point  is  settled  then :  there  is  no  such  word  as 
authoress.  But*  what  of  that  ?  Are  authoresses  to  be 
bound  by  the  rules  of  grammar  ?  The  supposition  is 
absurd.  We  don’t  expect  them  to  know  their  own  lan¬ 
guage  ;  we  prefer  rather  the  little  graceful  pranks  and 
liberties  they  take  with  it.  When,  for  instance,  a  cele¬ 
brated  authoress,  who  wrote  a  Diaress,  calls  somebody  the 
prototype  of  his  own  father,  we  feel  an  obligation  to  her 
ladyship ;  the  language  feels  an  obligation  ;  it  has  a  charm 
and  a  privilege  with  which  it  was  never  before  endowed : 
and  it  is  manifest,  that  if  we  can  call  ourselves  antetypes 
of  our  grandmothers  —  can  prophesy  what  we  had  for  din¬ 
ner  yesterday,  and  so  on,  we  get  into  a  new  range  of 
thought,  and  discover  sweet  regions  of  fancy  and  poetry, 
of  which  the  mind  hath  never  even  had  a  notion  until  now. 

It  may  be  then  considered  as  certain  that  an  authoress 
ought  not  to  know  her  own  tongue.  Literature  and  politics 
have  this  privilege  in  common,  that  any  ignoramus  may 
excel  in  both.  No  apprenticeship  is  required,  that  is  cer¬ 
tain  ;  and  if  any  gentleman  doubts,  let  us  refer  him  to  the 
popular  works  of  the  present  day,  where,  if  he  find  a 
particle  of  scholarship,  or  any  acquaintance  with  any 
books  in  any  language,  or  if  he  be  disgusted  by  any  absurd, 
stiff,  old-fashioned  notions  of  grammatical  propriety,  we 
are  ready  to  qualify  our  assertion.  A  friend  of  ours  came 
to  us  the  other  day  in  great  trouble.  His  dear  little  boy, 
who  had  been  for  some  months  attache  to  the  stables  of 
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Mr.  Tilbury’s  establishment,  took  a  fancy  to  the  corduroy 
breeches  of  some  other  gentleman  employed  in  the  same 
emporium  —  appropriated  them,  and  afterwards  disposed 
of  them  for  a  trifling  sum  to  a  relation  —  I  believe  his 
uncle.  For  this  harmless  freak,  poor  Sam  was  absolutely 
seized,  tried  at  Clerkenwell  Sessions,  and  condemned  to 
six  months’  useless  rotatory  labor  at  the  House  of  Correc¬ 
tion.  “  The  poor  fellow  was  bad  enough  before,  sir,”  said 
his  father,  confiding  in  our  philanthropy :  “  he  picked  up 
such  a  deal  of  slang  among  the  stable-boys  :  but  if  you 
could  hear  him  since  he  came  from  the  mill !  he  knocks 
you  down  with  it,  sir.  I  am  afraid,  sir,  of  his  becoming  a 
regular  prig :  for  though  he’s  a  ’cute  chap,  can  read  and 
write,  and  is  mighty  smart  and  handy,  yet  no  one  will 
take  him  into  service,  on  account  of  that  business  of  the 
breeches !  ” 

“  What,  sir !  ”  exclaimed  we,  amazed  at  the  man’s  simpli¬ 
city  ;  “  such  a  son,  and  you  don’t  know  what  to  do  with 
him  !  a  ’cute  fellow,  who  can  write,  who  has  been  educated 
in  a  stable-yard,  and  has  had  six  months’  polish  in  a 
university  —  I  mean  a  prison  —  and  you  don’t  know  what 
to  do  with  him  ?  Make  a  fashionable  novelist  of  him,  and 
be  hanged  to  you !  ”  And  proud  am  I  to  say  that  that 
young  man,  every  evening,  after  he  comes  home  from  his 
work  (he  has  taken  to  street-sweeping  in  the  day,  and  I 
don’t  advise  him  to  relinquish  a  certainty)  —  proud  am  I 
to  say  that  he  devotes  every  evening  to  literary  composi¬ 
tion,  and  is  coming  out  with  a  novel,  in  numbers,  of  the 
most  fashionable  kind. 

This  little  episode  is  only  given  for  the  sake  of  ex¬ 
ample  ;  par  exemple,  as  our  authoress  would  say,  who 
delights  in  French  of  the  very  worst  kind.  The  public 
likes  only  the  extremes  of  society,  and  votes  mediocrity 
vulgar.  From  the  Author  they  will  take  nothing  but 
Fleet  Ditch ;  from  the  Authoress,  only  the  very  finest  of 
rose-water.  I  have  read  so  many  of  her  ladyship’s  novels, 
that,  egad !  now  I  don’t  care  for  anything  under  a  marquis. 
Why  the  deuce  should  we  listen  to  the  intrigues,  the  mis¬ 
fortunes,  the  virtues,  and  conversations  of  a  couple  of 
countesses,  for  instance,  when  we  can  have  duchesses  for 
our  money  ?  What’s  a  baronet  ?  pish  !  pish !  that  great 
coarse  red  fist  in  his  scutcheon  turns  me  sick !  What’s  a 
baron  ?  a  fellow  with  only  one  more  ball  than  a  pawn¬ 
broker;  and,  upon  my  conscience,  just  as  common.  Dear 
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Lady  Flummery,  in  your  next  novel,  give  us  no  more  of 
these  low  people ;  nothing  under  strawberry  leaves,  for  the 
mercy  of  heaven !  Suppose,  now,  you  write  us 

ALBERT ; 

OR, 

WHISPERINGS  AT  WINDSOR. 

BY  THE  LADY  FRANCES  FLUMMERY. 

There  is  a  subject  —  fashionable  circles,  curious  revelations, 
exclusive  excitement,  &c.  To  be  sure,  you  must  here  intro¬ 
duce  a  viscount,  and  that  is  sadly  vulgar ;  but  we  will  pass 
him  for  the  sake  of  the  ministerial  portefeuille ,  which  is 
genteel.  Then  you  might  do  “  Leopold ;  or,  the  Bride  of 
Neuilly  ”  ;  “  The  Victim  of  Wurtemberg  ”  ;  “  Olga  ;  or,  the 
Autocrat’s  Daughter  ”  (a  capital  title)  ;  “  Henri  ;  or,  Rome 
in  the  Nineteenth  Century  ”  ;  we  can  fancy  the  book,  and  a 
sweet  paragraph  about  it  in  Timson’s  paper. 

“  Henri,  by  Lady  Francis  Flummery  —  Henri !  Who 
can  he  be  ?  a  little  bird  whispers  in  our  ear  that  the  gifted 
and  talented  Sappho  of  our  hemisphere  has  discovered 
some  curious  particulars  in  the  life  of  a  certain  young  chev¬ 
alier,  whose  appearance  at  Rome  has  so  frightened  the 
court  of  the  Tu-l-ries.  Henri  de  B-rd — ux  is  of  an  age 
when  the  young  god  can  shoot  his  darts  into  the  bosom  with 
fatal  accuracy ;  and  if  the  Marche sina  degli  Spinach i 
(whose  portrait  our  lovely  authoress  has  sung  with  a  kin¬ 
dred  hand)  be  as  beauteous  as  she  is  represented  (and  as 
all  who  have  visited  in  the  exclusive  circles  of  the  Eternal 
City  say  she  is),  no  wonder  at  her  effect  upon  the  Pr-nce. 
Verbum  sap.  We  hear  that  a  few  copies  are  still  remain¬ 
ing.  The  enterprising  publishers,  Messrs.  Soap  and  Did¬ 
dle,  have  announced,  we  see,  several  other  works  by  the 
same  accomplished  pen.” 

This  paragraph  makes  its  appearance,  in  small  type,  in 
the  ...  by  the  side,  perhaps,  of  a  disinterested  recommen¬ 
dation  of  bears’-grease,  or  some  remarks  on  the  extraordi¬ 
nary  cheapness  of  plate  in  Cornhill.  Well,  two  or  three 
days  after,  my  dear  Timson,  who  has  been  asked  to  dinner, 
writes  in  his  own  hand,  and  causes  to  be  printed  in  the 
largest  type,  an  article  to  the  following  effect :  — 
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“  HENRI. 

“  BY  LADY  F.  FLUMMERY. 

“  This  is  another  of  the  graceful  evergreens  which  the 
fair  lingers  of  Lady  Fanny  Flummery  are  continually 
strewing  upon  our  path.  At  once  profound  and  caustic, 
truthful  and  passionate,  we  are  at  a  loss  whether  most  to 
admire  the  manly  grandeur  of  her  ladyship’s  mind,  or  the 
exquisite  nymph-like  delicacy  of  it.  Strange  power  of 
fancy !  Sweet  enchantress,  that  rules  the  mind  at  will : 
stirring  up  the  utmost  depths  of  it  into  passion  and  storm, 
or  wreathing  and  dimpling  its  calm  surface  with  countless 
summer  smiles.  As  a  great  Bard  of  old  Time  has  ex¬ 
pressed  it,  what  do  we  not  owe  to  woman  ? 

“  What  do  we  not  owe  her  ?  More  love,  more  happiness, 
more  calm  of  vexed  spirit,  more  truthful  aid,  and  pleasant 
counsel ;  in  joy,  more  delicate  sympathy ;  in  sorrow,  more 
kind  companionship.  We  look  into  her  cheery  eyes,  and 
in  those  wells  of  love,  care  drowns ;  we  listen  to  her  siren 
voice,  and  in  that  balmy  music  banished  hopes  come  wing¬ 
ing  to  the  breast  again.” 

This  goes  on  for  about  three-quarters  of  a  column:  I 
don’t  pretend  to  understand  it ;  but  with  flowers,  angels, 
Wordsworth’s  poems,  and  the  old  dramatists,  one  can  never 
be  wrong,  I  think  ;  and  though  I  have  written  the  above 
paragraphs  myself,  and  don’t  understand  a  word  of  them,  I 
can’t,  upon  my  conscience,  help  thinking  that  they  are 
mighty  pretty  writing.  After,  then,  this  has  gone  on  for 
about  three-quarters  of  a  column  (Timson  does  it  in  spare 
minutes,  and  fits  it  to  any  book  that  Lady  Fanny  brings 
out),  he  proceeds  to  particularize,  thus :  — 

“The  griding  excitement  which  thrills  through  every 
fibre  of  the  soul  as  we  peruse  these  passionate  pages  is 
almost  too  painful  to  bear.  Nevertheless,  one  drains  the 
draughts  of  poesy  to  the  dregs,  so  deliciously  intoxicating 
is  its  nature.  We  defy  any  man  who  begins  these  volumes 
to  quit  them  ere  he  has  perused  each  line.  The  plot  may 
be  briefly  told  as  thus  :  —  Henri,  an  exiled  prince  of  Fran¬ 
conia  (it  is  easy  to  understand  the  flimsy  allegory),  arrives 
at  Rome,  and  is  presented  to  the  sovereign  Pontiff.  At  a 
feast,  given  in  his  honor  at  the  Vatican,  a  dancing  girl  (the 
loveliest  creation  that  ever  issued  from  poet’s  brain)  is  intro- 
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duced,  and  exhibits  some  specimens  of  her  art.  The  young 
prince  is  instantaneously  smitten  with  the  charms  of  the 
Saltatrice ;  he  breathes  into  her  ear  the  accents  of  his  love, 
and  is  listened  to  with  favor.  He  has,  however,  a  rival, 
and  a  powerful  one.  The  Pope  has  already  cast  his  eye 
upon  the  Apulian  maid,  and  burns  with  lawless  passion. 
One  of  the  grandest  scenes  ever  writ  occurs  between  the 
rivals.  The  Pope  offers  to  Castanetta  every  temptation ;  he 
will  even  resign  his  crown  and  marry  her ;  but  she  refuses. 
The  prince  can  make  no  such  offers;  he  cannot  wed  her; 
( The  blood  of  Borbone,’  he  says,  ‘  may  not  be  thus  misal- 
lied.’  He  determines  to  avoid  her.  In  despair,  she  throws 
herself  off  the  Tarpeian  rock ;  and  the  Pope  becomes  a  ma¬ 
niac.  Such  is  an  outline  of  this  tragic  tale. 

“  Besides  this  fabulous  and  melancholy  part  of  the  narra¬ 
tive,  which  is  unsurpassed,  much  is  written  in  the  gay  and 
sparkling  style  for  which  our  lovely  author  is  unrivalled. 
The  sketch  of  the  Marchesina  degli  Spinachi  and  her  lover, 
the  Duca  di  Gammoni,  is  delicious ;  and  the  intrigue  be¬ 
tween  the  beautiful  Princess  Kalbsbraten  and  Count  Bou- 
terbrod  is  exquisitely  painted :  everybody,  of  course,  knows 
who  these  characters  are.  The  discovery  of  the  manner  in 
which  Kartoffeln,  the  Saxon  envoy,  poisons  the  princess’s 
dishes,  is  only  a  graceful  and  real  repetition  of  a  story 
which  was  agitated  throughout  all  the  diplomatic  circles 
last  year.  Schinken,  the  Westphalian,  must  not  be  forgot¬ 
ten;  nor  Olla,  the  Spanish  Spy.  How  does  Lady  Fanny 
Flummery,  poet  as  she  is,  possess  a  sense  of  the  ridiculous 
and  a  keenness  of  perception  which  would  do  honor  to  a 
Babelais  or  a  Bochefoucauld  ?  To  those  who  ask  this 
question,  we  have  one  reply,  and  that  an  example  :  —  Hot 
among  women,  ’tis  true ;  for  till  the  Lady  Fanny  came 
among  us,  woman  never  soared  so  high.  Hot  among 
women,  indeed  !  —  but  in  comparing  her  to  that  great  spirit 
for  whom  our  veneration  is  highest  and  holiest,  we  offer  no 
dishonor  to  his  shrine  :  —  in  saying  that  he  who  wrote  of 
Romeo  and  Desdemoria  might  have  drawn  Castanetta  and 
Enrico,  we  utter  but  the  truthful  expressions  of  our  hearts  ; 
in  asserting  that  so  long  as  Shaksfeare  lives,  so  long  will 
Flummery  endure ;  in  declaring  that  he  who  rules  in  all 
hearts,  and  over  all  spirits  and  all  climes,  has  found  a  con¬ 
genial  spirit,  we  do  but  justice  to  Lady  Fanny  —  justice  to 
him  who  sleeps  by  Avon !  ” 
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With  which  we  had  better,  perhaps,  conclude.  Our  ob¬ 
ject  has  been,  in  descanting  upon  the  Fashionable  Author¬ 
ess,  to  point  out  the  influence  which  her  writing  possesses 
over  society,  rather  than  to  criticise  her  life.  The  former 
is  quite  harmless ;  and  we  don’t  pretend  to  be  curious  about 
the  latter.  The  woman  herself  is  not  so  blamable  ;  it  is  the 
silly  people  who  cringe  at  her  feet  that  do  the  mischief, 
and,  gulled  themselves,  gull  the  most  gullible  of  publics. 
Think  you,  0  Timson,  that  her  ladyship  asks  you  for  your 
beaux  yeux  or  your  wit  ?  Fool !  you  do  think  so,  or  try 
and  think  so ;  and  yet  you  know  she  loves  not  you,  but  the 
.  .  .  newspaper.  Think,  little  Fitch,  in  your  fine  waistcoat, 
how  dearly  you  have  paid  for  it !  Think,  M ‘Lather,  how 
many  smirks,  and  lies,  and  columns  of  good  three-halfpence- 
a-line  matter  that  big  garnet  pin  has  cost  you !  the  woman 
laughs  at  you,  man  !  you  who  fancy  that  she  is  smitten  with 
you  —  laughs  at  your  absurd  pretentions,  your  way  of  eating 
fish  at  dinner,  your  great  hands,  your  eyes,  your  whiskers, 
your  coat,  and  your  strange  north-country  twang.  Down 
with  this  Delilah !  Avaunt,  0  Circe !  giver  of  poisonous 
feeds.  To  your  natural  haunts,  ye  gentlemen  of  the  press  ! 
if  bachelors,  frequent  your  taverns,  and  be  content.  Better 
is  Sally  the  waiter,  and  the  first  cut  of  the  joint,  than  a 
dinner  of  four  courses,  and  humbug  therewith.  Ye  who 
are  married,  go  to  your  homes ;  dine  not  with  those  persons 
who  scorn  your  wives.  Go  not  forth  to  parties,  that  ye  may 
act  Tom  Fool  for  the  amusement  of  my  lord  and  my  lady ; 
but  play  your  natural  follies  among  your  natural  friends. 
Do  this  for  a  few  years,  and  the  Fashionable  Authoress  is 
extinct.  O  Jove,  what  a  prospect !  She,  too,  has  retreated 
to  her  own  natural  calling,  being  as  much  out  of  place  in  a 
book  as  you,  my  dear  M ‘Lather,  in  a  drawing-room.  Let  mil¬ 
liners  look  up  to  her;  let  Howell  and  James  swear  by  her;  let 
simpering  dandies  caper  about  her  car ;  let  her  write  poetry  if 
she  likes,  but  only  for  the  most  exclusive  circles  ;  let  mantua- 
makers  puff  her  —  but  not  men:  let  such  things  be,  and 
the  Fashionable  Authoress  is  no  more  !  Blessed,  blessed 
thought !  No  more  fiddle-faddle  novels  !  no  more  namby- 
pamby  poetry  !  no  more  fribble  “  Blossoms  of  Loveliness  !  v 
When  will  you  arrive,  0  happy  Golden  Age  ? 
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T  is  confidently  stated  that 
there  was  once  a  time  when 
the  quarter  of  Soho  was 
thronged  by  the  fashion  of 
(jffl  London.  Many  wide  streets 
MK  are  there  in  the  neighbor¬ 
hood,  stretching  cheerfully 
towards  Middlesex  Hospital 
in  the  north,  bounded  by 
Dean  Street  in  the  west, 
where  the  lords  and  ladies 
of  William’s  time  used  to 
dwell,  —  till  in  Queen  Anne’s 
time,  Bloomsbury  put  Soho 
out  of  fashion,  and  Great 

the 


Russell  Street  became 
pink  of  the  mode. 

Both  these  quarters  of 
the  town  have  submitted  to  the  awful  rule  of  nature, 
and  are  now  to  be  seen  undergoing  the  dire  process  of 
decay.  Fashion  has  deserted  Soho,  and  left  her  in  her 
gaunt,  lonely  old  age.  The  houses  have  a  vast,  dingy, 
mouldy,  dowager  look.  No  more  beaux,  in  mighty  peri¬ 
wigs,  ride  by  in  gilded  clattering  coaches ;  no  more 
lackeys  accompany  them,  bearing  torches,  and  shouting  for 
precedence.  A  solitary  policeman  paces  these  solitary 
streets, — the  only  dandy  in  the  neighborhood.  You  hear 
the  milkman  yelling  his  milk  with  a  startling  distinctness, 
and  the  clack  of  a  servant-girl’s  pattens  sets  people  a-star- 
ing  from  the  windows. 

With  Bloomsbury  we  have  here  nothing  to  do;  but  as 
genteel  stock-brokers  inhabit  the  neighborhood  of  Regent’s 
Park,  —  as  lawyers  have  taken  possession  of  Russell 
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Square,  —  so  Artists  have  seized  upon  the  desolate  quarter 
of  Soho.  They  are  to  be  found  in  great  numbers  in  Ber¬ 
ners  Street.  Up  to  the  present  time,  naturalists  have  never 
been  able  to  account  for  this  mystery  of  their  residence. 
What  has  a  painter  to  do  with  Middlesex  Hospital  ?  He 
is  to  be  found  in  Charlotte  Street,  Fitzroy  Square.  And 
why?  Philosophy  cannot  tell,  any  more  than  why  milk 
is  found  in  a  cocoanut. 

Look  at  Newman  Street.  Has  Earth,  in  any  dismal 
corner  of  her  great  round  face,  a  spot  more  desperately 
gloomy  ?  The  windows  are  spotted  with  wafers,  holding 
up  ghastly  bills,  that  tell  you  the  house  is  “To  Let.” 
Nobody  walks  there  —  not  even  an  old-clothes-man;  the 
first  inhabited  house  has  bars  to  the  windows,  and  bears 
the  name  of  “Ahasuerus,  officer  to  the  Sheriff  of  Middle¬ 
sex  ” ;  and  here,  above  all  places,  must  painters  take  up 
their  quarters,  —  day  by  day  must  these  reckless  people 
pass  Ahasuerus’s  treble  gate.  There  was  my  poor  friend, 
Tom  Tickner  (who  did  those  sweet  things  for  “  The  Book 
of  Beauty”).  Tom,  who  could  not  pay  his  washerwoman, 
lived  opposite  the  bailiff’s ;  and  could  see  every  miserable 
debtor,  or  greasy  Jew  writ-bearer,  that  went  in  or  out  of 
his  door.  The  street  begins  with  a  bailiff’s,  and  ends 
with  a  hospital.  I  wonder  how  men  live  in  it,  and  are 
decently  cheerful,  with  this  gloomy,  double-barrelled  moral 
pushed  perpetually  into  their  faces.  Here,  however,  they 
persist  in  living,  no  one  knows  why ;  owls  may  still  be 
found  roosting  in  Netley  Abbey,  and  a  few  Arabs  are  to  be 
seen  at  the  present  minute  in  Palmyra. 

The  ground-floors  of  the  houses  where  painters  live  are 
mostly  make-believe  shops,  back  empty  warehouses,  contain¬ 
ing  fabulous  goods.  There  is  a  sedan-chair  opposite  a 
house  in  Bathbone  Place  that  I  have  myself  seen  every 
day  for  forty-three  years.  The  house  has  commonly  a 
huge  india-rubber-colored  door,  with  a  couple  of  glistening 
brass-plates  and  bells.  A  portrait-painter  lives  on  the  first 
floor;  a  great  historical  genius  inhabits  the  second.  Re¬ 
mark  the  first-floor’s  middle  drawing-room  window ;  it  is 
four  feet  higher  than  its  two  companions,  and  has  taken  a 
fancy  to  peep  into  the  second-floor  front.  So  much  for  the 
outward  appearance  of  their  habitations,  and  for  the  quar¬ 
ters  in  which  they  commonly  dwell.  They  seem  to  love 
solitude,  and  their  mighty  spirits  rejoice  in  vastness  and 
gloomy  ruin. 

vol.  ii. — 26 
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I  don’t  say  a  word  here  about  those  geniuses  who  fre¬ 
quent  the  thoroughfares  of  the  town,  and  have  picture- 
frames  containing  a  little  gallery  of  miniature  peers,  beau¬ 
ties,  and  general  officers,  in  the  Quadrant,  the  passages 
about  St.  Martin’s  Lane,  the  Strand,  and  Cheapside.  Lord 
Lyndhurst  is  to  be  seen  in  many  of  these  gratis  exhibitions 
—  Lord  Lyndhurst  cribbed  from  Chalon ;  Lady  Peel  from 
Sir  Thomas ;  Miss  Croker  from  the  same ;  the  Duke,  from 
ditto ;  an  original  officer  in  the  Spanish  Legion ;  a  colonel 
or  so,  of  the  Bunhill-Bow  Fencibles  ;  a  lady  on  a  yellow 
sofa,  with  four  children  in  little  caps  and  blue  ribbons. 
We  have  all  of  us  seen  these  pretty  pictures,  and  are 
aware  that  our  own  features  may  be  “  done  in  this  style.” 
Then  there  is  the  man  on  the  chain-pier  at  Brighton,  who 
pares  out  your  likeness  in  sticking-plaster ;  there  is  Miss 
Croke,  or  Miss  Bunt,  who  gives  lessons  in  Poonah-paint- 
ing,  japanning,  or  mezzotinting ;  Miss  Stump,  who  attends 
ladies’  schools  with  large  chalk  heads  from  Le  Brun  or  the 
Cartoons ;  Bubbery,  who  instructs  young  gentlemen’s 
establishments  in  pencil ;  and  Sepio,  of  the  Water-Color 
Society,  who  paints  before  eight  pupils  daily,  at  a  guinea 
an  hour,  keeping  his  own  drawings  for  himself. 

All  these  persons,  as  the  most  indifferent  reader  must 
see,  equally  belong  to  the  tribe  of  Artists  (the  last  not 
more  than  the  first),  and  in  an  article  like  this  should  be 
mentioned  properly.  But  though  this  paper  has  been 
extended  from  eight  pages  to  sixteen,  not  a  volume  would 
suffice  to  do  justice  to  the  biographies  of  the  persons  above 
mentioned.  Think  of  the  superb  Sepio,  in  a  light-blue 
satin  cravat,  and  a  light-brown  coat,  and  yellow  kids, 
tripping  daintily  from  Grosvenor  Square  to  Gloucester 
Place,  a  small  sugar-loaf  boy  following,  who  carries  his 
morocco  portfolio.  Sepio  scents  his  handkerchief,  curls 
his  hair,  and  wears,  on  a  great  coarse  fist,  a  large  emerald 
ring  that  one  of  his  pupils  gave  him.  He  would  not  smoke 
a  cigar  for  the  world ;  he  is  always  to  be  found  at  the 
Opera ;  and,  gods  !  how  he  grins,  and  waggles  his  head 
about,  as  Lady  Flummery  nods  to  him  from  her  box. 

He  goes  to  at  least  six  great  parties  in  the  season.  At 
the  houses  where  he  teaches,  he  has  a  faint  hope  that  he  is 
received  as  an  equal,  and  propitiates  scornful  footmen  by 
absurd  donations  of  sovereigns.  The  rogue  has  plenty  of 
them.  He  has  a  stock-broker,  and  a  power  of  guinea- 
lessons  stowed  away  in  the  Consols.  There  are  a  number 
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of  young  ladies  of  genius  in  the  aristocracy,  who  admire 
him  hugely  ;  he  begs  you  to  contradict  the  report  about 
him  and  Lady  Smigsmag ;  every  now  and  then  he  gets  a 
present  of  game  from  a  marquis ;  the  city  ladies  die  to 
have  lessons  of  him ;  he  prances  about  the  Park  on  a  high¬ 
bred  cock-tail,  with  lacquered  boots  and  enormous  high 
heels;  and  he  has  a  mother  and  sisters  somewhere  —  wash¬ 
erwomen,  it  is  said,  in  Pimlico. 

How  different  is  his  fate  to  that  of  poor  Eubbery,  the 
school  drawing-master !  Highgate,  Homerton,  Putney, 
Hackney,  Hornsey,  Turnham  Green  are  his  resorts ;  he 
has  a  select  seminary  to  attend  at  every  one  of  these 
places ;  and  if,  from  all  these  nurseries  of  youth,  he 
obtains  a  sufficent  number  of  half-crowns  to  pay  his  week’s 
bills,  what  a  happy  man  is  he  ! 

He  lives  most  likely  in  a  third  floor  in  Howland  Street, 
and  has  commonly  five  children,  who  have  all  a  marvellous 
talent  for  drawing  —  all  save  one,  perhaps,  that  is  an  idiot, 
which  a  poor,  sick  mother  is  very  carefully  tending. 
Sepio’s  great  aim  and  battle  in  life  is  to  be  considered 
one  of  the  aristocracy ;  honest  Eubbery  would  fain  be 
thought  a  gentleman,  too  ;  but,  indeed,  he  does  not  know 
whether  he  is  so  or  not.  Why  be  a  gentleman  ?  —  a 
gentleman  Artist  does  not  obtain  the  wages  of  a  tailor; 
Eubbery’s  butcher  looks  down  upon  him  with  a  royal 
scorn ;  and  his  wife,  poor  gentle  soul  (a  clergyman’s 
daughter,  who  married  him  in  the  firm  belief  that  her 
John  would  be  knighted,  and  make  an  immense  fortune), 
—  his  wife,  I  say,  has  many  fierce  looks  to  suffer  from 
Mrs.  Butcher,  and  many  meek  excuses  or  prayers  to 
proffer,  when  she  cannot  pay  her  bill,  —  or  when,  worst 
of  all,  she  has  humbly  to  beg  for  a  little  scrap  of  meat 
upon  credit,  against  John’s  coming  home.  He  has  five-and- 
twenty  miles  to  walk  that  day,  and  must  have  something 
nourishing  when  he  comes  in  —  he  is  killing  himself,  poor 
fellow,  she  knows  he  is :  and  Miss  Crick  has  promised  to 
pay  him  his  quarter’s  charge  on  the  very  next  Saturday. 
“  Gentlefolks,  indeed,”  says  Mrs.  Butcher ;  “  pretty  gentle¬ 
folks  these,  as  can’t  pay  for  half  a  pound  of  steak  !  ”  Let 
us  thank  heaven  that  the  Artist’s  wife  has  her  meat,  how¬ 
ever,  —  there  is  good  in  that  shrill,  fat,  mottled-faced  Mrs. 
Brisket  after  all. 

Think  of  the  labors  of  that  poor  Eubbery.  He  was  up 
at  four  in  the  morning,  and  toiled  till  nine  upon  a  huge 
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damp  icy  lithographic  stone ;  on  which  he  has  drawn  the 
“  Star  of  the  Wave,”  or  the  “  Queen  of  the  Tourney,”  or. 
“  She  met  at  Almack’s,”  for  Lady  Flummery’s  last  new 
song.  This  done,  at  half-past  nine,  he  is  to  be  seen  striding 
across  Kensington  Gardens,  to  wait  upon  the  before-named 
Miss  Crick,  at  Lamont  House.  Transport  yourself  in  imag¬ 
ination  to  the  Misses  Kittle’s  seminary,  Potzdam  Villa, 
Upper  Homerton,  four  miles  from  Shoreditch :  and  at  half¬ 
past  two  Professor  Rubbery  is  to  be  seen  swinging  along 


towards  the  gate.  Somebody  is  on  the  lookout  for  him  ;  in- 
deed  it  is  his  eldest  daughter,  Marianne,  who  has  been  pacing 
the  shrubbery,  and  peering  over  the  green  railings  this  half- 
hour  past.  She  is  with  the  Misses  Kittle  cn  the  “  mutual 
system,”  a  thousand  times  more  despised  than  the  butchers’ 
and  the  grocers’  daughters,  who  are  educated  on  the  same 
terms,  and  whose  papas  are  warm  men  in  Aldgate.  Wednes¬ 
day  is  the  happiest  day  of  Marianne’s  week,  and  this  the 
happiest  hour  of  Wednesday.  Behold !  Professor  Rub- 
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bery  wipes  his  hot  brows  and  kisses  the  poor  thing,  and 
they  go  in  together  out  of  the  rain,  and  he  tells  her  that 
the  twins  are  well  out  of  the  measles,  thank  God  !  and  that 
Tom  has  just  done  the  Antinous,  in  a  way  that  must  make 
him  sure  of  the  Academy  prize,  and  that  mother  is  better 
of  her  rheumatism  now.  He  has  brought  her  a  letter,  in 
large  round-hand,  from  Polly ;  a  famous  soldier,  drawn  by 
little  Frank ;  and  when,  after  his  two  hours’  lesson,  Rub¬ 
bery  is  off  again,  our  dear  Marianne  cons  over  the  letter 
and  picture  a  hundred  times  with  soft  tearful  smiles,  and 
stows  them  away  in  an  old  writing-desk,  amidst  a  heap 
more  of  precious  home  relics,  wretched  trumpery  scraps 
and  baubles,  that  you  and  I,  Madam,  would  sneer  at ;  but 
that  in  the  poor  child’s  eyes  (and,  I  think,  in  the  eyes  of 
One  who  knows  how  to  value  widows’  mites  and  humble 
sinners’  offerings)  are  better  than  bank-notes  and  Pitt 
diamonds.  0  kind  heaven,  that  has  given  these  treasures 
to  the  poor  !  Many  and  many  an  hour  does  Marianne  lie 
awake  with  full  eyes,  and  yearn  for  that  wretched  old 
lodging  in  Howland  Street,  where  mother  and  brothers 
lie  sleeping ;  and,  gods  !  what  a  fete  it  is,  when  twice  or 
thrice  in  the  year  she  comes  home  ! 

•  •  • 

I  forget  how  many  hundred  millions  of  miles,  for  how 
many  billions  of  centuries,  how  many  thousands  of  decil- 
lions  of  angels,  peris,  houris,  demons,  afreets,  and  the  like, 
Mahomet  travelled,  lived,  and  counted,  during  the  time 
that  some  water  was  falling  from  a  bucket  to  the  ground ; 
but  have  we  not  been  wandering  most  egregiously  away 
from  Rubbery,  during  the  minute  in  which  his  daughter  is 
changing  his  shoes,  and  taking  off  his  reeking  mackintosh 
in  the  hall  of  Potzdam  Villa  ?  She  thinks  him  the  finest 
artist  that  ever  cut  an  H.  B.  ;  that’s  positive ;  and  as  a 
drawing-master,  his  merits  are  wonderful ;  for  at  the  Misses 
Kittle’s  annual  vacation  festival,  when  the  young  ladies’ 
drawings  are  exhibited  to  their  mammas  and  relatives 
(Rubbery  attending  in  a  clean  shirt,  with  his  wife’s  large 
brooch  stuck  in  it,  and  drinking  negus  along  with  the  very 
best)  ;  —  at  the  annual  festival,  I  saj7-,  it  will  be  found  that 
the  sixty -four  drawings  exhibited — “  Tintern  Abbey,” 
u  Kenilworth  Castle,”  “  Horse  —  from  Carl  Vernet,”  “  Head 
—  from  West,”  or  what  not  (say  sixteen  of  each  sort)  — are 
the  one  exactly  as  good  as  the  other ;  so  that,  although 
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Miss  Timson,  who  is  Only  four  years  old,  should  not  have  it ; 
her  design  being  accurately,  stroke  for  stroke,  tree  for  tree, 
curl  for  curl,  the  same  as  Miss  Slamcoe’s,  who  is  eighteen. 
The  fact  is,  that  of  these  drawings,  Rubbery,  in  the  course 
of  the  year,  has  done  every  single  stroke,  although  the  girls 
and  their  parents  are  ready  to  take  their  affidavits  (or,  as  I 
heard  once  a  great  female  grammarian  say,  their  affies  davit) 
that  the  drawing-master  has  never  been  near  the  sketches. 
This  is  the  way  with  them:  but  mark!  —  when  young 
ladies  come  home,  are  settled  in  life,  and  mammas  of  fami¬ 
lies,  —  can  they  design  so  much  as  a  horse,  or  a  dog,  or  a 
“moo-cow”  for  little  Jack  who  bawls  out  for  them  ?  Not 
they  !  Rubbery’s  pupils  have  no  more  notion  of  drawing, 
any  more  than  Sepio’s  of  painting,  when  that  eminent  artist 
is  away. 

Between  these  two  gentlemen  lie  a  whole  class  of  teach¬ 
ers  of  drawing,  who  resemble  them  more  or  less.  I  am 
ashamed  to  say  that  Rubbery  takes  his  pipe  in  the  parlor 
of  an  hotel,  of  which  the  largest  room  is  devoted  to  the 
convenience  of  poor  people,  amateurs  of  British  gin : 
whilst  Sepio  trips  down  to  the  Club,  and  has  a  pint  of  the 
smallest  claret :  but  of  course  the  tastes  of  men  vary ;  and 
you  find  them  simple  or  presuming,  careless  or  prudent, 
natural  and  vulgar,  or  false  and  atrociously  genteel,  in  all 
ranks  and  stations  of  life. 

As  for  the  other  persons  mentioned  at  the  beginning  of 
this  discourse,  viz.,  the  cheap  portrait-painter,  the  portrait- 
cutter  in  sticking-plaster,  and  Miss  Croke,  the  teacher  of 
mezzotint  and  Poonah-painting,  —  nothing  need  be  said  of 
them  in  this  place,  as  we  have  to  speak  of  matters  more 
important.  Only  about  Miss  Croke,  or  about  other  pro¬ 
fessors  of  cheap  art,  let  the  reader  most  sedulously  avoid 
them.  Mezzotinto  is  a  take-in,  Poonah-painting  a  rank, 
villainous  deception.  So  is  “  Grecian  art  without  brush  or 
pencils.”  These  are  only  small  mechanical  contrivances, 
over  which  young  ladies  are  made  to  lose  time.  And  now, 
having  disposed  of  these  small  skirmishers  who  hover  round 
the  great  body  of  Artists,  we  are  arrived  in  presence  of  the 
main  force,  that  we  must  begin  to  attack  in  form.  In  the 
“  partition  of  the  earth,”  as  it  has  been  described  by 
Schiller,  the  reader  will  remember  that  the  poet,  finding 
himself  at  the  end  of  a  general  scramble  without  a  single 
morsel  of  plunder,  applied  passionately  to  Jove,  who  pitied 
the  poor  fellow’s  condition,  and  complimented  him  with  a 
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seat  in  the  Empyrean.  “The  strong  and  the  cunning/’ 
says  Jupiter,  “have  seized  upon  the  inheritance  of  the 
world,  whilst  thou  wert  star-gazing  and  rhyming :  not  one 
single  acre  remains  wherewith  I  can  endow  thee ;  but,  in 
revenge,  if  thou  art  disposed  to  visit  me  in  my  own  heaven, 
come  when  thou  wilt,  it  is  always  open  to  thee.” 

The  cunning  and  strong  have  scrambled  and  struggled 
more  on  our  own  little  native  spot  of  earth  than  in  any 
other  place  on  the  world’s  surface ;  and  the  English  poet 
(whether  he  handles  a  pen  or  a  pencil)  has  little  other 
refuge  than  that  windy,  unsubstantial  one  which  Jove  has 
vouchsafed  to  him.  Such  airy  board  and  lodging  is,  how¬ 
ever,  distasteful  to  many ;  who  prefer,  therefore,  to  give  up 
their  poetical  calling,  and,  in  a  vulgar  beef-eating  world,  to 
feed  upon  and  fight  for  vulgar  beef. 

For  such  persons  (among  the  class  of  painters),  it  may 
be  asserted  that  portrait-painting  was  invented.  It  is  the 
Artist’s  compromise  with  heaven ;  “  the  light  of  common 
day,”  in  which,  after  a  certain  quantity  of  “  travel  from  the 
East,”  the  genius  fades  at  last.  Abbe  Barthelemy  (who 
sent  Le  Jeune  Anacharsis  travelling  through  Greece  in  the 
time  of  Plato,  —  travelling  through  ancient  Greece  in  lace 
ruffles,  red  heels,  and  a  pigtail),  —  Abbe  Barthelemy,  I  say, 
declares  that  somebody  was  once  standing  against  a  wall  in 
the  sun,  and  that  somebody  else  traced  the  outline  of  some¬ 
body’s  shadow  :  and  so  painting  was  “  invented.”  Angelica 
Kauffmann  has  made  a  neat  picture  of  this  neat  subject; 
and  very  well  worthy  she  was  of  handling  it.  Her  painting 
might  grow  out  of  a  wall  and  a  piece  of  charcoal ;  and  hon¬ 
est  Barthelemy  might  be  satisfied  that  he  had  here  traced 
the  true  origin  of  the  art.  What  a  base  pedigree  have 
these  abominable  Greek,  French,  and  High-Dutch  heathens 
invented  for  that  which  is  divine  !  —  a  wall,  ye  gods,  to  be 
represented  as  the  father  of  that  which  came  down  radiant 
from  you !  The  man  who  invented  such  a  blasphemy 
ought  to  be  impaled  upon  broken  bottles,  or  shot  off  piti¬ 
lessly  by  spring-guns,  nailed  to  the  bricks  like  a  dead  owl 
or  a  weasel,  or  tied  up  —  a  kind  of  vulgar  Prometheus  — 
and  baited  forever  by  the  house-dog. 

But  let  not  our  indignation  carry  us  too  far.  Lack  of 
genius  in  some,  of  bread  in  others,  of  patronage  in  a  shop¬ 
keeping  world,  that  thinks  only  of  the  useful,  and  is  little  in¬ 
clined  to  study  the  sublime,  has  turned  thousands  of  persons 
calling  themselves,  and  wishing  to  be,  Artists,  into  so  many 
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common  face-painters,  who  must  look  out  for  the  “  kalon  ” 
in  the  fat  features  of  a  red-gilled  Alderman,  or,  at  best,  in  a 
pretty,  simpering,  white-necked  beauty  from  “Almack’s.” 
The  dangerous  charms  of  these  latter,  especially,  have 
seduced  away  many  painters ;  and  we  often  think  that  this 
very  physical  superiority  which  English  ladies  possess,  this 
tempting  brilliancy  of  health  and  complexion,  which  be¬ 
longs  to  them  more  than  to  any  others,  has  operated  upon 
our  Artists  as  a  serious  disadvantage,  and  kept  them  from 
better  things.  The  French  call  such  beauty  “  La  Beaute  du 
Diable  and  a  devilish  power  it  has  truly ;  before  our 
Armidas  and  Helens  how  many  Einaldos  and  Parises  have 
fallen,  who  are  content  to  forget  their  glorious  calling,  and 
slumber  away  their  energies  in  the  laps  of  these  soft 
tempters.  0  ye  British  enchantresses !  I  never  see  a 
gilded  annual-book,  without  likening  it  to  a  small  island 
near  Cape  Pelorus,  in  Sicily,  whither,  by  twanging  of  harps, 
singing  of  ravishing  melodies,  glancing  of  voluptuous  eyes, 
and  the  most  beautiful  fashionable  undress  in  the  world, 
the  naughty  sirens  lured  the  passing  seaman.  Steer  clear 
of  them,  ye  Artists !  pull,  pull  for  your  lives,  ye  crews  of 
Suffolk  Street  and  the  Water-Color  gallery  !  stop  your  ears, 
bury  your  eyes,  tie  yourselves  to  the  mast,  and  away  with 
you  from  the  gaudy,  smiling  “Books  of  Beauty.5’  Land, 
and  you  are  ruined!  Look  well  among  the  flowers  on 
yonder  beach  —  it  is  whitened  with  the  bones  of  painters. 

For  my  part,  I  never  have  a  model  under  seventy,  and 
her  with  several  shawls  and  a  cloak  on.  By  these  means 
the  imagination  gets  fair  play,  and  the  morals  remain 
unendangered. 

Personalities  are  odious ;  but  let  the  British  public  look 
at  the  pictures  of  the  celebrated  Mr.  Shalloon — the  moral 
British  public  —  and  say  whether  our  grandchildren  (or  the 
grandchildren  of  the  exalted  personages  whom  Mr.  Shalloon 
paints)  will  not  have  a  queer  idea  of  the  manners  of 
their  grandmammas,  as  they  are  represented  in  the 
most  beautiful,  dexterous,  captivating  water-color  draw¬ 
ings  that  ever  were  ?  Heavenly  powers,  how  they 
simper  and  ogle !  with  what  gimcracks  of  lace,  ribbons, 
ferronieres,  smelling-bottles,  and  what  not,  is  every  one  of 
them  overloaded !  What  shoulders,  what  ringlets,  what 
funny  little  pug-dogs  do  they  most  of  them  exhibit  to  us ! 
The  days  of  Lancret  and  Watteau  are  lived  over  again,  and 
the  court  ladies  of  the  time  of  Queen  Victoria  look  as 
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moral  as  the  immaculate  countesses  of  the  days  of  Louis 
Quinze. 

The  last  President  of  the  Royal  Academy  #  is  answerable 
for  many  sins,  and  many  imitators  j  especially  for  that  gay, 
simpering,  meretricious  look  which  he  managed  to  give  to 
every  lady  who  sat  to  him  for  her  portrait ;  and  I  do  not 
know  a  more  curious  contrast  than  that  which  may  be  per¬ 
ceived  by  any  one  who  will  examine  a  collection  of  his  por¬ 
traits  by  the  side  of  some  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  They 
seem  to  have  painted  different  races  of  people  ;  and  when 
one  hears  very  old  gentlemen  talking  of  the  superior  beauty 
that  existed  in  their  early  days  (as  very  old  gentlemen, 
from  Nestor  downwards,  have  and  will),  one  is  inclined  to 
believe  that  there  is  some  truth  in  what  they  say ;  at  least, 
that  the  men  and  women  under  George  the  Third  were  far 
superior  to  their  descendants  in  the  time  of  George  the 
Fourth.  Whither  has  it  fled  —  that  calm  matronly  grace, 
or  beautiful  virgin  innocence,  which  belonged  to  the  happy 
women  who  sat  to  Sir  Joshua  ?  Sir  Thomas’s  ladies  are 
ogling  out  of  their  gilt  frames,  and  asking  us  for  admiration ; 
Sir  Joshua’s  sit  quiet,  in  maiden  meditation  fancy  free,  not 
anxious  for  applause,  but  sure  to  command  it ;  a  thousand 
times  more  lovely  in  their  sedate  serenity  than  Sir  Thomas’s 
ladies  in  their  smiles,  and  their  satin  ball-dresses. 

But  this  is  not  the  general  notion,  and  the  ladies  prefer 
the  manner  of  the  modern  Artist.  Of  course,  such  being 
the  case,  the  painters  must  follow  the  fashion.  One  could 
point  out  half  a  dozen  Artists  who,  at  Sir  Thomas’s  death, 
have  seized  upon  a  shred  of  his  somewhat  tawdry  mantle. 
There  is  Carmine,  for  instance,  a  man  of  no  small  repute, 
who  will  stand  as  the  representative  of  his  class. 

Carmine  has  had  the  usual  education  of  a  painter  in  this 
country ;  he  can  read  and  write  —  that  is,  has  spent  years 
drawing  the  figure  —  and  has  made  his  foreign  tour.  It 
may  be  that  he  had  original  talent  once,  but  he  has  learned 
to  forget  this,  as  the  great  bar  to  his  success ;  and  must 
imitate,  in  order  to  live.  He  is  among  Artists  what  a 
dentist  is  among  surgeons  —  a  man  who  is  employed  to 
decorate  the  human  head,  and  who  is  paid  enormously  for 
so  doing.  You  know  one  of  Carmine’s  beauties  at  any 
exhibition,  and  see  the  process  by  which  they  are  manu¬ 
factured.  He  lengthens  the  noses,  widens  the  foreheads, 


*  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence. 


410 


CHA RA  C  TER  SKE  TCHES. 


opens  the  eyes,  and  gives  them  the  proper  languishing  leer; 
diminishes  the  mouth,  and  infallibly  tips  the  ends  of  it 
with  a  pretty  smile  of  his  favorite  color.  He  is  a  person¬ 
able,  white-handed,  bald-headed,  middle-aged  man  now, 
with  that  grave  blandness  of  look  which  one  sees  in  so 
many  prosperous  empty-headed  people.  He  has  a  collec¬ 
tion  of  little  stories  and  court  gossip  about  Lady  This,  and 
“my  particular  friend,  Lord  So-and-so,”  which  he  lets  off 
in  succession  to  every  sitter  :  indeed,  a  most  bland,  irre¬ 
proachable,  gentlemanlike  man.  He  gives  most  patroniz¬ 
ing  advice  to  young  Artists,  and  makes  a  point  of  praising 
all  —  not  certainly  too  much,  but  in  a  gentlemanlike, 
indifferent,  simpering  way.  This  should  be  the  maxim 
with  prosperous  persons,  who  have  had  to  make  their  way, 
and  wish  to  keep  what  they  have  made.  They  praise 
everybody,  and  are  called  good-natured,  benevolent  men. 
Surely  no  benevolence  is  so  easy ;  it  simply  consists  in 
lying,  and  smiling,  and  wishing  everybody  well.  You  will 
get  to  do  so  quite  naturally  at  last,  and  at  no  expense  of 
truth.  At  first,  when  a  man  has  feelings  of  his  own  — 
feelings  of  love  or  of  anger  —  this  perpetual  grin  and  good- 
humor  is  hard  to  maintain.  I  used  to  imagine,  when  I 
first  knew  Carmine,  that  there  were  some  particular  springs 
in  his  wig  (that  glossy,  oily,  curly  crop  of  chestnut  hair) 
that  pulled  up  his  features  into  a  smile,  and  kept  the 
muscles  so  fixed  for  the  day.  I  don’t  think  so  now,  and 
should  say  he  grinned,  even  when  he  was  asleep  and  his 
teeth  were  out ;  the  smile  does  not  lie  in  the  manufacture 
of  the  wig,  but  in  the  construction  of  the  brain.  Claude 
Carmine  has  the  organ  of  donH-care-a-damn-ativeness  won¬ 
derfully  developed;  not  that  reckless  don’t-care-a-damn- 
ativeness  which  leads  a  man  to  disregard  all  the  world,  and 
himself  into  the  bargain.  Claude  stops  before  he  comes  to 
himself ;  but  beyond  that  individual  member  of  the  Koyal 
Academy,  has  not  a  single  sympathy  for  a  single  human 
creature.  The  account  of  his  friends’  deaths,  woes,  misfor¬ 
tunes,  or  good  luck,  he  receives  with  equal  good-nature ;  he 
gives  three  splendid  dinners  per  annum,  Gunter,  Dukes, 
Fortnum,  and  Mason,  everything;  he  dines  out  the  other 
three  hundred  and  sixty-two  days  in  the  year,  and  was 
never  known  to  give  away  a  shilling,  or  to  advance,  for  one 
half-hour,  the  forty  pounds  per  quarter  wages  that  he  gives 
to  Mr.  Scumble,  who  works  the  backgrounds,  limbs,  and 
draperies  of  his  portraits. 
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He  is  not  a  good  painter :  how  should  he  be ;  whose 
painting  as  it  were  never  goes  beyond  a  whisper,  and  who 
would  make  a  general  simpering  as  he  looked  at  an  advanc¬ 
ing  cannon-ball  ?  —  but  he  is  not  a  bad  painter,  being  a 
keen  respectable  man  of  the  world,  who  has  a  cool  head, 
and  knows  what  is  what.  In  France,  where  tigerism  used 
to  be  the  fashion  among  the  painters,  I  make  no  doubt 
Carmine  would  have  let  his  beard  and  wig  grow,  and 
looked  the  fiercest  of  the  fierce ;  but  with  us  a  man  must 
be  genteel ;  the  perfection  of  style  (in  writing  and  in  draw¬ 
ing-rooms)  being  “ de  ne pas  en  avoir”  Carmine  of  course  is 
agreeably  vapid.  His  conversation  has  accordingly  the 
flavor  and  briskness  of  a  clear,  brilliant,  stale  bottle  of 
soda-water,  —  once  in  five  minutes  or  so,  you  see  rising  up 
to  the  surface  a  little  bubble  —  a  little  tiny  shining  point  of 
wit,  —  it  rises  and  explodes  feebly,  and  then  dies.  With 
regard  to  wit,  people  of  fashion  (as  we  are  given  to  under¬ 
stand)  are  satisfied  with  a  mere  soupjgon  of  it.  Anything 
more  were  indecorous ;  a  genteel  stomach  could  not  bear  it : 
Carmine  knows  the  exact  proportions  of  the  dose,  and  would 
not  venture  to  administer  to  his  sitters  anything  beyond 
the  requisite  quantity. 

There  is  a  great  deal  more  said  here  about  Carmine  —  the 
man,  than  Carmine  —  the  Artist ;  but  what  can  be  written 
about  the  latter  ?  New  ladies  in  white  satin,  new  Generals 
in  red,  new  Peers  in  scarlet  and  ermine,  and  stout  Members 
of  Parliament  pointing  to  inkstands  and  sheets  of  letter- 
paper,  with  a  Turkey-carpet  beneath  them,  a  red  curtain 
above  them,  a  Doric  pillar  supporting  them,  and  a  tremen¬ 
dous  storm  of  thunder  and  lightning  lowering  and  flashing 
in  the  background,  spring  up  every  year  and  take  their  due 
positions  “  upon  the  line  ”  in  the  Academy,  and  send  their 
compliments  of  hundreds  to  swell  Carmine’s  heap  of 
Consols.  If  he  paints  Lady  Flummery  for  the  tenth  time, 
in  the  character  of  the  tenth  Muse,  what  need  have  we  to 
say  anything  about  it  ?  The  man  is  a  good  workman,  and 
will  manufacture  a  decent  article  at  the  best  price ;  but  we 
should  no  more  think  of  noticing  each,  than  of  writing 
fresh  critiques  upon  every  new  coat  that  Nugee  or  Stultz 
turned  out.  The  papers  say,  in  reference  to  his  picture 
“No.  591.  1  Full-length  portrait  of  her  Grace  the  Duchess  of 
Doldrum.  Carmine,  R.  A.:  Mr.  Carmine  never  fails ; 
this  work,  like  all  others  by  the  same  artist,  is  excellent :  ” 
or,  “No.  591,  &c.  The  lovely  Dueness  of  Doldrum  has 
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received  from  Mr.  Carmine’s  pencil  ample  justice ;  the 
chiar ’  oscuro  of  the  picture  is  perfect  j  the  likeness  admira¬ 
ble  ;  the  keeping  and  coloring  have  the  true  Titianesque 
gusto ;  if  we  might  hint  a  fault,  it  has  the  left  ear  of  the 
lap-dog  a  ‘  little  ’  out  of  drawing.” 

Then,  perhaps  comes  a  criticism  which  says  :  —  “  The 
Duchess  of  Doldrum’s  picture  by  Mr.  Carmine  is  neither 
better  nor  worse  than  five  hundred  other  performances  of 
the  same  artist.  It  would  be  very  unjust  to  say  that  these 
portraits  are  bad,  for  they  have  really  a  considerable  clever¬ 
ness  ;  but  to  say  that  they  were  good,  would  be  quite  as 
false ;  nothing  in  our  eyes  was  ever  further  from  being  so. 
Every  ten  years  Mr.  Carmine  exhibits  what  is  called  an 
original  picture  of  three  inches  square,  but  beyond  this, 
nothing  original  is  to  be  found  in  him :  as  a  lad,  he  copied 
Eeynolds,  then  Opie,  then  Lawrence  ;  then,  having  made 
a  sort  of  style  of  his  own,  he  has  copied  himself  ever 
since,”  &c. 

And  then  the  critic  goes  on  to  consider  the  various  parts 
of  Carmine’s  pictures.  In  speaking  of  critics,  their  pecu¬ 
liar  relationship  with  painters  ought  not  to  be  forgotten ; 
and  as  in  a  former  paper  we  have  seen  how  a  fashionable 
authoress  has  her  critical  toadies,  in  like  manner  has  the 
painter  his  enemies  and  friends  in  the  press  ;  with  this 
difference,  probably,  that  the  writer  can  bear  a  fair  quantity 
of  abuse  without  wincing,  while  the  artist  not  uncommonly 
grows  mad  at  such  strictures,  considers  them  as  personal 
matters,  inspired  by  a  private  feeling  of  hostility,  and  hates 
the  critic  for  life  who  has  ventured  to  question  his  judg¬ 
ment  in  any  way.  We  have  said  before,  poor  Academi¬ 
cians,  for  how  many  conspiracies  are  you  made  to  answer! 
We  may  add  now,  poor  critics,  what  black  personal  animos¬ 
ities  are  discovered  for  you,  when  you  happen  (right  or 
wrong,  but  according  to  your  best  ideas)  to  speak  the 
truth  !  Say  that  Snooks’s  picture  is  badly  colored.  —  “  0 
heaven  !  ”  shrieks  Snooks,  “  what  can  I  have  done  to  offend 
this  fellow  ?  ”  Hint  that  such  a  figure  is  badly  drawn  — 
and  Snooks  instantly  declares  you  to  be  his  personal 
enemy,  actuated  only  by  envy  and  vile  pique.  My  friend 
Peddler,  himself  a  famous  Artist,  is  of  opinion  that  the 
critic  should  never  abuse  the  painter’s  performances,  be¬ 
cause,  says  he,  the  painter  knows  much  better  than  any 
one  else  what  his  own  faults  are,  and  because  you  never  do 
him  any  good.  Are  men  of  the  brush  so  obstinate  ?  —  very 
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likely  :  but  the  public  —  the  public  ?  are  we  not  to  do  our 
duty  by  it  too ;  and,  aided  by  our  superior  knowledge  and 
genius  for  the  fine  arts,  point  out  to  it  the  way  it  should 
go  ?  Yes,  surely ;  and  as  by  the  efforts  of  dull  or  inter¬ 
ested  critics  many  bad  painters  have  been  palmed  off  upon 
the  nation  as  geniuses  of  the  first  degree ;  in  like  manner, 
the  sagacious  and  disinterested  (like  some  we  could  name) 
have  endeavored  to  provide  this  British  nation  with  pure 
principles  of  taste,  —  or,  at  least,  to  prevent  them  from 
adopting  such  as  are  impure. 

Carmine,  to  be  sure,  comes  in  for  very  little  abuse  ;  and, 
indeed,  he  deserves  but  little.  He  is  a  fashionable  painter, 
and  preserves  the  golden  mediocrity  which  is  necessary  for 
the  fashion.  Let  us  bid  him  good-bye.  He  lives  in  a  house 
all  to  himself,  most  likely,  —  has  a  footman,  sometimes  a 
carriage  ;  is  apt  to  belong  to  the  “  Athenaeum  ”  ;  and  dies 
universally  respected ;  that  is,  not  one  single  soul  cares  for 
him  dead,  as  he,  living,  did  not  care  for  one  single  soul. 

Then,  perhaps,  we  should  mention  M‘Gilp,  or  Blather, 
rising  young  men,  who  will  fill  Carmine’s  place  one  of  these 

days,  and  occupy  his  house  in - ,  when  the  fulness  of  time 

shall  come,  and  (he  borne  to  a  narrow  grave  in  the  Harrow 
Road  by  the  whole  mourning  Royal  Academy)  they  shall 
leave  their  present  first  floor  in  Newman  Street,  and  step 
into  his  very  house  and  shoes. 

There  is  little  difference  between  the  juniors  and  the 
seniors ;  they  grin  when  they  are  talking  of  him  together, 
and  express  a  perfect  confidence  that  they  can  paint  a  head 
against  Carmine  any  day  —  as  very  likely  they  can.  But 
until  his  demise,  they  are  occupied  with  painting  people 
about  the  Regent’s  Park  and  Russell  Square ;  are  very  glad 
to  have  the  chance  of  a  popular  clergyman,  or  a  college 
tutor,  or  a  mayor  of  Stoke  Poges  after  the  Reform  Bill. 
Such  characters  are  commonly  mezzotinted  afterwards ;  and 
the  portrait  of  our  esteemed  townsman  So-and-So,  by  that 
talented  artist  Mr.  M‘Gfilp,  of  London,  is  favorably  noticed 
by  the  provincial  press,  and  is  to  be  found  over  the  side¬ 
boards  of  many  country  gentlemen.  If  they  come  up  to 
town,  to  whom  do  they  go  ?  To  M'Gilp,  to  be  sure ;  and 
thus,  slowly,  his  practice  and  his  prices  increase. 

The  Academy  student  is  a  personage  that  should  not  be 
omitted  here ;  he  resembles  very  much,  outwardly,  the 
medical  student,  and  has  many  of  the  latter’s  habits  and 
pleasures.  He  very  often  wears  a  broad-brimmed  hat  and 
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a  fine  dirty  crimson  velvet  waistcoat,  his  hair  commonly 
grows  long,  and  he  has  braiding  to  his  pantaloons.  He 
works  leisurely  at  the  Academy,  he  loves  theatres,  billiards, 
and  novels,  and  has  his  house-of-call  somewhere  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Saint  Martin’s  Lane,  where  he  and  his 
brethren  meet  and  sneer  at  Royal  Academicians.  If  you 
ask  him  what  line  of  art  he  pursues,  he  answers  with  a 
smile  exceedingly  supercilious,  “  Sir,  I  am  an  historical 
painter  ” ;  meaning  that  he  will  only  condescend  to  take 
subjects  from  Hume,  or  Robertson,  or  from  the  classics  — 
which  he  knows  nothing  about.  This  stage  of  an  historical 
painter  is  only  preparatory,  lasting  perhaps  from  eighteen 
to  five-and-twenty,  when  the  gentleman’s  madness  begins  to 
disappear,  and  he  comes  to  look  at  life  sternly  in  the  face, 
and  to  learn  that  man  shall  not  live  by  historical  painting 
alone.  Then  our  friend  falls  to  portrait-painting,  or  annual¬ 
painting,  or  makes  some  other  such  sad  compromise  with 
necessity. 

He  has  probably  a  small  patrimony,  which  defrays  the 
charge  of  his  studies  and  cheap  pleasures  during  his  period 
of  apprenticeship.  He  makes  the  oblige  tour  to  Trance  and 
Italy,  and  returns  from  those  countries  with  a  multitude  of 
spoiled  canvases,  and  a  large  pair  of  moustaches,  with 
which  he  establishes  himself  in  one  of  the  dingy  streets  of 
Soho  before  mentioned.  There  is  poor  Pipson,  a  man  of 
indomitable  patience,  and  undying  enthusiasm  for  his  pro¬ 
fession.  He  could  paper  Exeter  Hall  with  his  studies  from 
the  life,  and  with  portraits  in  chalk  and  oil  of  Trench 
sapeurs  and  Italian  brigands,  that  kindly  descend  from 
their  mountain-caverns,  and  quit  their  murderous  occupa¬ 
tions,  in  order  to  sit  to  young  gentlemen  at  Rome,  at  the 
rate  of  tenpence  an  hour.  Pipson  returns  from  abroad, 
establishes  himself,  has  his  cards  printed,  and  waits  and 
waits  for  commissions  for  great  historical  pictures.  Mean¬ 
while,  night  after  night,  he  is  to  be  found  at  his  old  place 
in  the  Academy,  copying  the  old  life-guardsman  —  working, 
working  away  —  and  never  advancing  one  jot.  At  eighteen, 
Pipson  copied  statues  and  life-guardsmen  to  admiration  ; 
at  five-and-thirty  he  can  make  admirable  drawings  of  life- 
guardsmen  and  statues.  Beyond  this  he  never  goes  ;  year 
after  year  his  historical  picture  is  returned  to  him  by  the 
envious  Academicians,  and  he  grows  old,  and  his  little  pat¬ 
rimony  is  long  since  spent ;  and  he  earns  nothing  himself. 
How  does  he  support  hope  and  life  ?  —  that  is  the  wonder. 
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No  one  knows  until  he  tries  (which  God  forbids  he  should !) 
upon  what  a  small  matter  hope  and  life  can  be  supported. 
Our  poor  fellow  lives  on  from  year  to  year  in  a  miraculous 
way ;  tolerably  cheerful  in  the  midst  of  his  semi-starvation, 
and  wonderfully  confident  about  next  year,  in  spite  of  fail¬ 
ures  of  the  last  twenty-five.  Let  us  thank  God  for  impart¬ 
ing  to  us,  poor  weak  mortals,  the  inestimable  blessing  of 
vanity.  How  many  half-witted  votaries  of  the  arts  —  poets, 
painters,  actors,  musicians  —  live  upon  this  food,  and 
scarcely  any  other  !  If  the  delusion  were  to  drop  from 
Pipson’s  eyes,  and  he  should  see  himself  as  he  is,  —  if  some 
malevolent  genius  were  to  mingle  with  his  feeble  brains 
one  fatal  particle  of  common  sense, — he  would  just  walk 
off  Waterloo  Bridge,  and  abjure  poverty,  incapacity,  cold 
lodgings,  unpaid  baker’s  bills,  ragged  elbows,  and  deferred 
hopes,  at  once  and  forever. 

We  do  not  mean  to  depreciate  the  profession  of  historical 
painting,  but  simply  to  warn  youth  against  it  as  dangerous 
and  unprofitable.  It  is  as  if  a  young  fellow  should  say,  “  I 
will  be  a  Raffaelle  or  a  Titian,  —  a  Milton  or  a  Shakspeare,” 
and  if  he  will  count  up  how  many  people  have  lived  since 
the  world  began,  and  how  many  there  have  been  of  the 
Raffaelle  or  Shakspeare  sort,  he  can  calculate  to  a  nicety 
what  are  the  chances  in  his  favor.  Even  successful  histor¬ 
ical  painters,  what  are  they  ?  —  in  a  worldly  point  of  view, 
they  mostly  inhabit  the  second  floor,  or  have  great  desolate 
studios  in  back  premises,  whither  life-guardsmen,  old-clothes¬ 
men,  blackamoors,  and  other  u  properties  ”  are  conducted, 
to  figure  at  full  length  as  Roman  conquerors,  Jewish  high- 
priests,  or  Othellos  on  canvas.  Then  there  are  gay,  smart, 
water-color  painters,  —  a  flourishing  and  pleasant  trade. 
Then  there  are  shabby,  fierce-looking  geniuses,  in  ringlets, 
and  all  but  rags,  who  paint,  and  whose  pictures  are  never 
sold,  and  who  vow  they  are  the  objects  of  some  general  and 
scoundrelly  conspiracy.  There  are  landscape-painters,  who 
travel  to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the  earth  and  brave  heat  and 
cold,  to  bring  to  the  greedy  British  public  views  of  Cairo,  Cal¬ 
cutta,  St.  Petersburg,  Timbuctoo.  You  see  English  artists 
ander  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramids,  making  sketches  of  the 
Copts,  perched  on  the  backs  of  dromedaries,  accompanying 
a  caravan  across  the  desert,  or  getting  materials  for  an  an¬ 
nual  in  Iceland  or  Siberia.  What  genius  and  what  energy 
do  not  they  all  exhibit  —  these  men,  whose  profession,  in 
this  wise  country  of  ours,  is  scarcely  considered  as  liberal ! 
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If  we  read  the  works  of  the  Reverend  Dr.  Lempriere, 
Monsieur  Winckelmann,  Professor  Plato,  and  others  who 
have  written  concerning  the  musty  old  Grecians,  we  shall 
find  that  the  Artists  of  those  barbarous  times  meddled  with 
all  sorts  of  trades  besides  their  own,  and  dabbled  in  fight¬ 
ing,  philosophy,  metaphysics,  both  Scotch  and  German, 
politics,  music,  and  the  deuce  knows  what.  A  rambling 
sculptor,  who  used  to  go  about  giving  lectures  in  those  days, 
Socrates  by  name,  declared  that  the  wisest  of  men  in  his 
time  were  artists.  This  Plato,  before  mentioned,  went 
through  a  regular  course  of  drawing,  figure  and  landscape, 
black-lead,  chalk,  with  or  without  stump,  sepia,  water-color, 
and  oils.  Was  there  ever  such  absurdity  known  ?  Among 
these  benighted  heathens,  painters  were  the  most  accom¬ 
plished  gentlemen,  — and  the  most  accomplished  gentlemen 
were  painters ;  the  former  would  make  you  a  speech,  or 
read  you  a  dissertation  on  Kant,  or  lead  you  a  regiment,  — 
with  the  very  best  statesman,  philosopher,  or  soldier  in 
Athens.  And  they  had  the  folly  to  say,  that  by  thus  busy¬ 
ing  and  accomplishing  themselves  in  all  manly  studies, 
they  were  advancing  eminently  in  their  own  peculiar  one. 
What  was  the  consequence  ?  Why,  that  fellow  Socrates 
not  only  made  a  miserable  fifth-rate  sculptor,  but  was  act¬ 
ually  hanged  for  treason. 

And  serve  him  right.  Do  our  young  artists  study  any¬ 
thing  beyond  tire  proper  way  of  cutting  a  pencil,  or  drawing 
a  model  ?  Do  you  hear  of  them  hard  at  work  over  books, 
and  bothering  their  brains  with  musty  learning  ?  Not 
they,  forsooth :  we  understand  the  doctrine  of  division  of 
labor,  and  each  man  sticks  to  his  trade.  Artists  do  not 
meddle  with  the  pursuits  of  the  rest  of  the  world ;  and,  in 
revenge,  the  rest  of  the  world  does  not  meddle  with  Artists. 
Fancy  an  Artist  being  a  senior  wrangler  or  a  politician ; 
and  on  the  other  hand,  fancy  a  real  gentleman  turned  paint¬ 
er  !  No,  no ;  ranks  are  defined.  A  real  gentleman  may 
get  money  by  the  law,  or  by  wearing  a  red  coat  and  fight¬ 
ing,  or  a  black  one  and  preaching ;  but  that  he  should  sell 
himself  to  Art  —  forbid  it,  heaven !  And  do  not  let  your 
ladyship  on  reading  this  cry,  !( Stuff !  —  stupid  envy,  rank 
republicanism,  — an  artist  is  a  gentleman/*5  Madam,  would 
you  like  to  see  your  son,  the  Honorable  Fitzroy  Plantagenet, 
a  painter  ?  You  would  die  sooner;  the  escutcheon  of  the 
Smigsmags  would  be  blotted  forever,  if  Plantagenet  ever 
ventured  to  make  a  mercantile  use  of  a  bladder  of  paint. 
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Time  was — some  hundred  years  back  —  when  writers 
lived  in  Grub  Street,  and  poor  ragged  Johnson  shrunk 
behind  a  screen  in  Cave’s  parlor  —  that  the  author’s  trade 
was  considered  a  very  mean  one;  which  a  gentleman  of 
family  could  not  take  up  but  as  an  amateur.  This  absurdity 
is  pretty  nearly  worn  out  now,  and  I  do  humbly  hope  and 
pray  for  the  day  when  the  other  shall  likewise  disappear. 
If  there  be  any  nobleman  with  a  talent  that  way,  why  — 
why  don’t  we  see  him  among  the  R.  A.’s  ? 


501.  The  Schoolmaster.  Sketch 

taken  abroad  .... 

502.  View  of  the  Artist’s  Resi¬ 

dence  at  Windsor  .  . 

503.  Murder  of  the  Babes  in  the 

Tower . 

504.  A  little  Agitation  .  .  . 


Brum,  Henry,  Lord,  R.A.F.R.  S. 
-  &.A.  of  the  National  Institute 

of  France. 

Maconkey,  Right  Honorable  T. 
B. 

Rustle,  Lord  J. 

Pill,  Right  Honorable  Sir  Robert. 
O’Carrol,  Daniel,  M.R.I.A. 


Fancy,  I  say,  such  names  as  these  figuring  in  the  cata¬ 
logue  of  the  Academy :  and  why  should  they  not  ?  The 
real  glorious  days  of  the  art  (which  wants  equality  and  not 
patronage)  will  revive  then.  Patronage  —  a  plague  on  the 
word  !  —  it  implies  inferiority  ;  and  in  the  name  of  all  that 
is  sensible,  why  is  a  respectable  country  gentleman,  or  a 
city  attorney’s  lady,  or  any  person  of  any  rank,  however 
exalted,  to  “  patronize  ”  an  Artist ! 

There  are  some  who  sigh  for  the  past  times,  when  mag¬ 
nificent,  swaggering  Peter  Paul  Rubens  (who  himself  pat¬ 
ronized  a  queen)  rode  abroad  with  a  score  of  gentlemen  in 
his  train,  and  a  purse-bearer  to  scatter  ducats ;  and  who  love 
to  think  how  he  was  made  an  English  knight  and  a  Spanish 
grandee,  and  went  of  embassies  as  if  he  had  been  a  born 
marquis.  Sweet  it  is  to  remember,  too,  that  Sir  Antony 
Vandyck,  K.  B.,  actually  married  out  of  the  peerage :  and 
that  when  Titian  dropped  his  mahlstick,  the  Emperor 
Charles  V.  picked  it  up  (0  gods  !  what  heroic  self-devotion) 
—  picked  it  up,  saying,  “I  can  make  fifty  dukes,  but  not 
one  Titian.”  Nay,  was  not  the  Pope  of  Rome  going  to 
make  Raffaelle  a  Cardinal,  —  and  were  not  these  golden 
days  ? 

Let  us  say  at  once  “No.”  The  very  fuss  made  about 
certain  painters  in  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries 
shows  that  the  body  of  artists  had  no  rank  or  position  in 
the  world.  They  hung  upon  single  patrons :  and  every 
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man  who  holds  his  place  by  such  a  tenure  must  feel  him¬ 
self  an  inferior,  more  or  less.  The  times  are  changing  now, 
and  as  authors  are  no  longer  compelled  to  send  their  works 
abroad  under  the  guardianship  of  a  great  man  and  a  slavish 
dedication,  painters,  too,  are  beginning  to  deal  directly  with 
the  public.  Who  are  the  great  picture-buyers  now  ?  —  the 
engravers  and  their  employers,  the  people,  —  “  the  only  * 
source  of  legitimate  power,”  as  they  say  after  dinner.  A 
hg  then  for  Cardinals’  hats  !  Were  Mr.  O’Connell  in  power 
to-morrow,  let  us  hope  he  would  not  give  one,  not  even  a 
paltry  bishopric  in  partibus,  to  the  best  painter  in  the 
Academy.  What  need  have  they  of  honors  out  of  the  pro¬ 
fession  ?  Why  are  they  to  be  be-knighted  like  a  parcel  of 
aldermen  ?  —  for  my  part,  I  solemnly  declare,  that  I  will 
take  nothing  under  a  peerage,  after  the  exhibition  of  my 
great  picture,  and  don’t  see,  if  painters  must  have  titles 
conferred  upon  them  for  eminent  services,  why  the  Marquis 
of  Mulready  or  the  Earl  of  Landseer  should  not  sit  in  the 
house  as  well  as  any  law  or  soldier  lord. 

The  truth  to  be  elicited  from  this  little  digressive  disser¬ 
tation  is  this  painful  one,  — the  young  Artists  are  not  gen¬ 
erally  as  well  instructed  as  they  should  be ;  and  let  the 
Royal  Academy  look  to  it,  and  give  some  sound  courses  of 
lectures  to  their  pupils  on  literature  and  history,  as  well  as 
on  anatomy,  or  light  and  shade. 
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